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THE PBESENT-MINDED. 

f" A tolej'raiii from Maniilieim states that au 
exulting iiicideiii on urred oii Monday on the 
llammelbuig exoi'oiso ground of tliu 2iid Bava- 
riaii Army C jit s. 1 >tiriiig the iiianoenvros the 
fitli Infantry lingade uanio i\ithin the lino of 
fire of the nrtiUcry, i\ho voro nrautising with 
live sliell. The inieHonoe of mind of the officers 
ill imniecUately withdrawing their men at the 
double prevented any injuries ." — Central News] 

That the Germans do not stand 
alone in the possession of this admir- 
able quality is shown by the following 
extracts from the daily and weekly 
press : — 

What mijglit have been a serious 
bathing fataUty was, on Wednesday 
last, averted by the presence of mind 
of Mr. Edgar Xpplebloom. This gen* 
ileman, while bathing at the shallow 
end of the local baths, lost his footing. 
For some seconds his head was actually 
below the water-line, but with great 
promptitude he recovered his locm 
siandit and thus avoided what might 
I have been an untimely death by drown- 
! ing. It is incidents such as this which 


encourage us to believe that tbelnstory ' 
of the Nation does not lie entirely in 
the past.'* — The Stowford News, 

** We beg to congratulate our old 
friend Mr. Samuel Samuels Montagu 
on his narrow escape from death last j 
week. While taking his usual after- 
noon stroll on the golf links, ho became 
suddenly aware of loud and confused 
shouts behind him. Glancing round, 
he realised the presence of danger from 
the excited gestures of some visitors to 
the links. Mr. Montagu, with tliat 
calmness which cliaractorises the Anglo- 
Saxon race, strolled quie% to one side 
of the course. Within live seconds of 
his reaching the foot-path a golf ball 
landed with a thud on the very spot 
where he had turned round. But forj 
liis presence of mind in withdrawing 
from the zone of danger he might con- 
ceivably have been struck in a vital 
part of the head.*' — The Mudjord 
Advertiser, 

On ‘Wednesday afternoon last a 
resident of Stonehain was walking with 
his small son in the fields close to the 


Rockaby Quairy, wlieu lie olmorved a 
thin column of smoke arising from a 
part of the workings whivn^ blasting 
operations were in progress, Witli 
extraordinary prosonce of mind he 
turned and walked in Iho ppponito 
direction, taking his little mx\ with 
him. Had ho |)»rocoeded to examine 
the operations at close quarters he 
might well, have shared the fate of 
Brofessor Perie, who, as our readona 
will remombor, piobed tl»e Bounce of a 
s^imilar smoke column with bis w^alk- 
mg-stick, last August, to obtain data 
for his treatise on the Volcanic Origin 
of Matter,’' — TheKovkaby Inib imuknL 

" It is not every day that one mm the Arch* 
druid, but lie wan in his ^Uskuiit^ I'^dies 
of whito i»iid gold, lils blow gtiriaaded with a 
of oak loaves aiul a twhdng to*pie of 
goliTsboat his lieuK." - Emiing 

Just the kind of toque for matinees. 

Fatal effect of aUuv> ing College Fdi£ 
lowstomuirj':^ ' * ,•* 

“THE CHlLDftEN Oi' 
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BLANCHES L,ETTER$. 

MoWIBI A£I0 

^ ^ t ParJIc Lane, 

DfiABirat DAPHijB,-*-! dotf^ ]in6w 
whether yott’ll consider it joyfel or 
sorrowful bhit there's quite a 

little feeling for pockets just now, the 
tyranny of the jbend-bag having got 
almost unbearable, ^.Of course, there 
are several little things that we simply 
nmst have tout prds or die on the spot. 
Some people have special earrings, or 
bracelets, or even rings, that will hold 
a teeny- weeny puff, and so on ; and the 
handle of a parasol , by day, and of a 
fan by evening, will also hold things. 
But a small yearning for pockets has 
set in, and we *ve put it to Olga that 
she must satisfy it, without in the verj^ 
least touching the outline of the skirt 
or corsage. She oughtn't to find it 
diffy. Wo 've merely said to her, 
** There are things that we mmt carry 
and wo ivo7i't carry, and you 've got to 
solve the problem f” 

Almost 1 find the chaperoning of 
this Haviland boy too much for me. 
It was just my absurd ^dod nature 
that made me take bn the job of intro- 
ducing him in town and piloting him 
through the 8ha|lows. You see, 
dearest, the poor Ikiy has the misfor- 
tune to be mi ion pdrtif ai^d my strong 
sjsnse of duty makes me do my level 
to confound the politics and frustrate 
the knavish tricks of £iady Maneouvrer 
and others of kind.' I really must | 
toll you how I gob the silly boy out of 
the Manoeuvrer camp. It was simply 
too thrilling for words I Ever since ho 
came to town the Manoeuvrer woman 
has meant him for one of her twins, 
Marigold and Bluebell. As soon as, 
sho thought things were nicely in 
train, she gave a big boy-and-girl (with 
a leavening of married boys and girls) 
dance for the twins. Tim staircase 
and danoing-room^ were all banked 
with the tvyins' blooms, marigolds and 
bluebells — iif short, everything was done 
quite regardless, and wbdn that ’s the 
case at Manoeuvrer House one knows 
a quick and profitable return is ex- 
pected 1 

The first valso after supper hadn't 
long been over when my ingenu came 
to me all in the downs and said, ** Sava 
me, cousin Bldncho ! I 'va proposed to 
one of the twins— Marigold, I think — 
the one in yellow." 

“Silly, silly boyl” I said; “you 
shouldn't have trusted yourself to 
dance with either of the twins after 
supper. fNow, let me see what 1 can 
do for you. • Who 's your next paili- 
per^ *’ “ Tber other twii\----Bluebw-— 
the one In blue," he mswered ruefully. 
V Ddbperate circumstances require des^ j 


perate remedies," I told him. “Pro- 
pose to her tool There *s safety in 
numb^ and even the Ifancauvrisr 
woman .:^otild seko^y se^ 

The Mopiing 

engagement to both bf them ] ? And 
that is how 1 saved him. 

Oall me a wretch, d^est, if it seems 
good to you to do sol but I love to 
think of the sdene that followed at 
Manoeuvrer House when everyone was 

f one. “Marigold, dear child," says 

iady M., her perpetual smile not yet 
put away (Norty long since dubbed her 
“ the long-distance smiler " ; but for all 
that she ’s suspected of boxing the 
twins’ ears in camera sometimes!), 

“ you Ve something to tell me, haven^t 
you?" Marigold owns up, and Blue- 
bell weighs in with, “ And Z too have 
something to tell mamma." “ Oh, my 
darlings” gurgles the Manoeuvrer 
woman, taking a twin in each arm, 

“ am I really going to get rid of both 
of you ? . Tell me the names of my 
dear sons that will be." And she 
draws a twin up to each ear — and 
hears the same name I 
Tliere 's a ^niarked coldness towards 
me and my protegi in the M. quarter 
now. The boy is most absurdly grate- . 
ful. “How can I thank you, sweet 
ooubin ? " he says fervently. “ You *ve 
saYedlone." “ Yes, I ’ve certainly saved 
your life — your single life, this time," 

1 tell him. . , 

Oh; my dear I such an affair at the 
MiddieShires* ! You- kno^ what a 
doggy woman Lala is, and what heaps 
of championships she *8 carried off with 
her keguel of Pqky-pekies. You know, 
too, that their boy, Toppingtowers, 
has been what old-fashioned people 
oall a trouble to them; that’s to say, 
he has temperament and, since the 
action for breach when Lil Lightfoob 
of The Merrinient got £15,000, he’s 
been in the limelight several times. 
Well, one day last week, when I^la 
was up to the eyes in dog-show busi- 
ness, in walked Toppy with the head 
kennel-maid in tow, “ Sorry, mother," 
he said, “but this is Lady Topping- 
towers. Been out and done it this 
morning." And Lala flew at him 
and shook him till he went limp. 

“ You wretched, wretched boy 1 ” she 
screamed. “ You 've robbed me of the 
best kennel-maid I ever had. And 
there's the big show next week, and 
no one to see to Dee-dee and Du-du 
and Sen-sen and Ti-ti, and I shall 
lose all my championships I " 

How charmingly distinctive shoes 
are Ibis 'summer, dearest! Bilk, satin, 
and kid are now entirely Mt tn eCs 
autres^ and if you're to be anywhere it 
all yon must tbmk out idioes your 
veiy ve^ own. ilyscdlf, Z ooneider tl^e 


skins of baby white inic0 msksy dear 
little summer shoes; anA 
nothing is sweeter than thd 
xftiffi iipotha and 

has hit ouquim i hl^k 
day shoe made from bt shells, 

whidmver you caUii, hi 
The Mtohens and pantd^ 

their (own hbuso marm with black- 
beetles, and Beryl's given orders* that 
the servants are not to kill any qf themi 
for the shells must be takiim m while 
the creatures are alive or the shoes 
won't have any style. The servants 
are in a state of mutiny, and I hear 
they *re going to get one of the Labour 
Members to ask a question in Farlia- 
mont about it. 

Talking of Parliament, chirie, Norty 
made such a simply glorious fighting 
speech in the House last night, oppos- 
ing this Burglars' Indigestion Bill. It 
arose, you know, out of the case of a 
burglar who broke into some house in 
the night, found the remains of sup^r 
(boiled orab, among other things) on 
the table, finished everything up, in- 
cluding the boiled orab, was ill next 
day, brought an action against tjne 
person of the house, and got bfg 
damages. The new Bill is to compel 
householders, before going bye-bye, 
to see that nothing indigestible is 
left about that might disagree with 
burglars 1 

Dear Stella Clackmannan gave the 
last of her Garden" Talks to the Anti- 
banalites in the grounds of Clack- 
mannan House yesterday. Her theme 
has been Modern Banality; and while 
we sat under the trees, had tea and 
nibbled nicies, our President rubbed 
it im Q'Ud told us how entirely and 
utterly banal we are, in spite of our 
efforts to be otherwise ! She told us to 
avoid — as we would avoid something 
that I ioxgot—r-clevemess, for cleverness 
was of all banal things the most banal ; 
and next to cleverness the worst thing 
was to be in a hurry. In a wonderful 
‘flow of most compelling words she said 
that it was banal to talk and banal to 
be silent, unless you kept silent in a 
particular way. She said seeing and 
hearing were banal senses — tlxat wo 
must cultivate insight — that we must 
look ivithin-^hnt we must compare 
what never was with what never will 
be — in short, the dear thing was quite 
at the top of her form, and I never 
heard her speak better. I t^jk Norty 
to (he last Garden Talk, smd aslmdhim 
afterwards what he (houghi of it, and 
what impression he brought away. He 
said he thoughi it capital, mi that he 
brought a^ay (be knpreasibii that it 
was ban^ to he alive, and even a little 
Ut henal to he dead. 
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Fair FrccUcv {at airaiva?, to }hij(Vi' Floods tvho prldcH hiui&clf on his Jwvir-groini moU'<t«ih* ), “ FaS( y 1)»K!!^«, I vi\K«UML T' 


THE BROWNING-BLAKE 
MATlNlilB. 

The success of iho Keats- Shelley 
niatin^o was so pronounced that no 
time was lost in organising a sequel, 
and the hot summer afternoon of last 
Saturday could not have been bettor 
spent than in the Beanmarket Theatre 
listening to actors, actresses and society 
ladies bringing their trained minds to 
l)ear upon excerpts from the greatest 
mystical and the greatest monodra- 
matic poet of recent times. It was a 
happy combination, for both began 
witlx B, and the promoters are to be 
warmly congratulated. 

First, wo had Miss Ellxsn Tehuy, 
who recited selections from ** Sordello” 
with a beautiful bouquet in her hand, 
it is true that she forgot the words 
now and then, but her wonderful in- 
stinct carried her through. Quito a 
furore was also created by Miss Connie 
Eniss in a burlesque recitation entitled 
**Kp-Pippa Passes,” delivered from the 
front seat of a splendid Rapior-Joyco 
Limousine; and Mr. Willett, of 
Daylight Saving fame, was much 
applauded in “ liorning's at Seven.*' 

4 clever idea prefaced Mr. Willard’s 
Imitation of “ Waring.” When the 
anrtoin rose, the fanious actor (who 
vifore a brown snitr white slip and spats 
SM Homburg hat) was seen to he in 
atfectlonate intercourse with Mr. Her- 


bert Waring. Mr. Waiuno then sud- 
denly left him. Mr. Willard, on 
realising his absence, smote his brow 
and made other signs of grief and 
dismay, and then began the iine poem 
which opens with the question,** What 's 
become of Waring?** Nothing could 
have been more dramatic, and Messrs. 
Hampton and Gillow, who occupied 
prominent seats in the stalls, were 
much aflected. 

It is a qxiestion how far realism 
ought to he carried on suoli occasions. 
We have nothing but praise for Mr. 
Willard’s little device, but it is doubt- 
ful if Mr. Forbes-Robeutbon was quite 
wise in Ijiring from Jamrach, as ho did, 
a live tiger, which he might invoke in 
the lyric, “ Tiger, tiger, burning bright.” 
The more timid ladies among iho 
audience wore visibly afraid, and the 
effect of Mr. Forbes - Robertson’s 
beautiful .voice was impait%d by the 
stampede to tho doors, which only in- 
creased when, in order to point tlio 
phrase ** burning bright,*' the animal 
(previously soaked in petrol) was ignited. 

A charmingly naive note was intro- 
duced by Miss Marie LOhr, who, 
dressed as the daintiest ** Little $o- 
Peep” imaginable, with a crook tied 
with ribbons and the tiniest of high- 
heeled shoes, gave a tripping rendering 
of tlie lyric of ** Little I^amb, who made 
thee?” with adorable mrgling laughs 
between each stanxea. At the close, by 


a happy iimpiration, she cxrbunuxi, 
“Wow, wow.” 

For tho rest, a poignant oo-lm of the 
Albert ITall meeting was to be heard 
in *' My Jinsb DucIiosh,” as rtsMted by 
Miss Hilda Trevelyan as hr^ntie in 
The A <h)i i ra bh Crick ton. 

The programme coiusludul with a 
masque based upon Blakxji’s long poem, 

** Jerusalem,” performed by a number 
of tho mo^t ^eminent IiokU and 
hostesses of the day, with a spi iiihling 
of Turf and Stock Exchange aristocracy. 

“Stiindijig on a tidil* under a life iti/e |.ur’ 
truit of liirusoti in tlie (tf a hutiDu^ 

Htaiidin^ ovtu- u lion just, killt^rj in a roinu in 
the (’oii^ri'Ks Ifota l, Mi. RoDhevelt uuvds a tlmd 
|a|>{>eal to hm followei'H to avert deteat mid 
do uiimtion.'’-— 

Hard luck on the lion, who piobahly 
thought ho was safe in putting up at, a 
good hotel like that. 

‘*MaM;licroiii’« 'For all Kt^^rnity* xvd I appeal 
to a wide au<licuco, and euahl'* nianjr t*‘ 
tlic won<l<*i ful aiughig of Ca»u#<o, to \\ivom opem, 
even in tlie»o days of musical oultura, lemainw 
un familiftr. ’ Ummoji)hone /I it 

Still* Ijp must bo getting to liuow 
thiug about it. 

“in* only W1 hok^ tpditg out \va» nintli, 
where he was lying badly in the aough IVom hin 
drive, and went from thw witli.hw iiiblktk Into 
tho pond, from wtuolt%<» lifted the hoki^ ooi^tiug^ 
him Stmihidt * 

The penalty tor moving tho hole i« 
severe, but obviously neecsse^ y. 



PtINCH, OR THE LONDON CHAmTARI. 


‘ ' ‘ • . •* Wonderful bat, MAflABTHEY. T&eV •'Oh, thut’seur^lflihi^,;^ 

THE*CURS& Or ORiCKET. the only man who's made a thousand ti^ians haTSgot b 
WooXitiBy flopped out and leaned runs, you know.” _ •' Are they relatipas?” 

against the baU, and it shot past cover " Fancy I" I said. "A thousand I “Npt that I know of,” 
y tlifl boundarv. This is the^ort of Is he raally the only man who's ever thouflh allowing that they .; 


“A thouaandl “Npt that I know of,” hp fsdd, M 


seu, but the man on the boncn neiow ■■ xmsyear, oi course. buys neonuea at iost. iMOW tne aus* 

was afraid I might be feeliog lonely. “Oh I" 1 tried hard to keep the trolians have got to sit on the splipe 
He turned round and introduded him- disappointment out of iny voice, but 1 for the rest of the day. . !Xhe question 
self, with the remark, “They're using am afraid he noticed it. is, can they dp it? " ; * 

the long handle." When a stranger “ You 'd never think a little chap like He asked tliis so ^oPly that X 
says that to you at Lord’s, you know at that could hit the ball so hard,” he didn't like to givb an opwiPn. “Just 
onoe that your day is spoilt. You can went on. “ It 's timing, that 's what it as you think,” I said modestly: 


are they doing that ? " I asked * Oiva me JEssor» and then you can put said. **3eoau66 it Wabkieb kno^s all 

? At-. I » »• aU- "a -II 


innocently. 

“They want to declare, you see; 

that 's what it is. Oh, well 

fielded, Macabtney. That*s 
Macartney, that little fel- 
low at mid-off." ^ 

“ I like that stouter man . 

behind him better. Who *s 

“ The one who *8 just going 
to bowl ? That ’s " 4^. f- 

“ No, the jnan quite close 
to the wickets, He 's wear- 
ing a white coat." 

“ The- umpire ? he said 
in astonishment. 

“Yes. Who is ho?" ^SS 

My now friend explained ; . 

at length the duties of the , 

umpii*© at cricket, and how 
it was that they had to 
have two, one at each end. 

“ Yes, yes,” I said ; “ but „ . 
the -one at this end — who *^,5 wicket 
is he?" — ^ ^ — 


I in who you like.' " the different blades of grass and all 

“Then I should put in Carruthers. I the different Australians ” 

:: il 0 looked at me with 

compassion. 

A “Warner doesn’t bowl," 

j. 

- - ^ thought pVaps you 

didn't. Now I 'vo wretched 
it for thirty years. Ever 
^ *'•* Grace?" die asked 

has an anecdote to tell. 
“Idon’t ^A//?/cso,"l 8 aid. 

us A LOT ATIOUT THE DULNESS OF CniOKET. WHY NOT «* What hfl likft 

;OUT OF BOUNDEllS ? INSTEAD OF TIIBOWINO THE BALL AT ^ aiao . 

i, THROW IT AT THE RUNNING BATSMAN. i fJfl'VO 1C aWay. 

He looked at - me with 






One hears a lot atjout the dulness of cricket. Why not 
MAKE IT A sour OF BOUNDERS? INSTEAD OF THROWING THE BALL AT 
THE WICKETS, THROW IT AT THE RUNNING BATSMAN. 


don’t know his name," lie! He made a century for Leamington once. | sudden suspicion, and then slowly red- 
said carelessly. “ Some old cricketer,” And he bowls too — slow Ixjnders." dened. He turned away and buried 
“ Because he looks rather like a man “But that’s Fry all over. He’s a himself in his paper. But his spirit 
I used to know* at Leamington," I bad captain. Why doesn’t lie declare was undaunted. A new-comer took 
explained. “I suppose his name isn’t now? We’ve got 300 on the tins." the seat next to him, and ray friend, 
Carruthers?" ^ “Perhaps h3 hasn’t noticed it," I having taken a glance out of the corner 

My friend looked at his card. “ Moss suggested. of his eye, introduced himself. 

r," ho read out. “Some people call him a good bat, “I suppose," he said carelessly, 

3 was just CariTithers alone, but 1 don’t. Not what I call first-class, “ they 11 play doggo ? “ 
leard from him for a long Good against bad bowling, but no good A. A. M. 


and Street," ho read out. 

, “No, this was just Cannithers alone. 


“ Some people call him a good bat, 
but 1 don’t. Not what I call first-class. 


I haven’t heard from him for a long Good against bad bowling, but no good 
time, and I should have liked to meet against the best." 
him again." “Like the." 


“ they 11 play doggo ? ’ 


him again." “Like the.’ 

“Funny tiding, likenesses, " he said “I should ti 
shortly, and turned to watch the game, tain at Lord’ 
r For two minutes I had the cricket to of grass on tl 
myself, and then he began again. “ By name 

“ It won’t be like this when Australia “ And the 

goes in," he said. “ They *11 play for Australians." 


keeps." 


“Like ihe." “Dr. OaiTor« moat rooent experiinonts were 

“ I should always make Warner cap- “lodo with chickona' hearts, end in one osse he 

H.k=ow.o,oryba. 

of graas on the ground. «n«oths.'-*£»»«lwW W. 

“ By name ? " I aaked with interest, ^fter whi<ai. aliwi, it lost Ite appetite. 
"And then Warnkb knows the 

Australians.” ‘‘TholwthrWnmmaTcliediiwtfitstinoaltliiuL 


VAh, well, there’s not so many of and then in reriow older. 


•‘Thiy ought to play for something," them." The revien order a bathroent is 

I^reed. . "You see Well^elded, SmiyhI (1) Loofah, (2) Sponge, (8) Soap-diidiu 

' “I don’t know s^iout MaCAbtnby. Fielded, Sir! That's Bheth; he’s a _r-. — : — 

He generally goes for the glows."' / mj^ lootbaU^ ' ,, ^ This to tl» kntgiit { 

"Yes.i'we must got him to go:iovi tteragbt , t'hpt,;/) wisji ,* ■ . 

;tho8a.i(;,iiie osn.” i JceqawS.f. ^|iioeiil,|n)di|m,|i^ 
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ItiucrmU Oardciirr, ‘^Vuu "nvon’t find wis no slacker, Oov*n’r. When I gets a Jon the on.vss isjs’r grow vxdkii -vr Knci\** 
Kao Knvploycr, *‘Aul 1 daur say not. Still, you aiiuut keep off the lawn ; it’s going nonic too well ah it ih.*^ 


TO MY DENTIST-A 

1 HAVE not feaTcJ the torturea. If there be 
Any you have not tried that Eastern kings 
Practised in Ind or Mesopotaniy 

Or Cliina underneath the good old Mings, 

Have at me with them all. I like the jest ; 

There must be deeds of horror still unguessed : — 
What are those funny little spoon-shaped things ? 

Passive beneath your envious prods I lie ; 

Cometh no murmur from my Spartan lips 
(Mainly because it cannot) while you ply 
Your clubs, like ono ill-versed in Championships — 

No Ray, no Vardon — ^ round my dental course; 

You burst the bunkers with impetuous force, 

You take large divots with your mashie chips. 

i am your lyre, and my confounded neiTes 
The heavenly strings that echo through my brain, 

And every now and then your mattock swerves, 

And you say, Tut, I must have caused you pain.” 

** Pain ” is an understatement of the case : 

When you are gouging holes in someone’s face, 

Of oO'ursO it hurts, you owh 1 can’t complain. 

These corporeal woes — I came for these; 

Bnt there are subtler torments of the mind 
That reach us through the ears, sharp. agonies 
That leave the Inquisition laps behind ; 


MUTE APPEAL. 

And such an one I count that hoary joko 
Whose kernel you liavo started to evoke 
From its long-mouldering heap of chestnut ritul. 

This was a favourite story with the Jutes 

When first thoir leaders landed, HenlUbt died 

Repeating it to IIohba, and the moots 
Spread it abroad from Thames to IIuml>er-side; 
But now it lacks the first lino Hush of yovith ; 
John, when ho mulcted Hemites of a tootti, 
Possibly used it; but the swift years glide, 

And I am not a moneylender. Mewed 
Here in the confines of your baleful chair 

You think you have mo siilf; but Alliion’a brdpd 
Is not so lightly bested. I can heai*, 

As I have said before, the ad;io, ilie^hoe, 

The little saw that bu;>;zes to and fro, 

The dynamite, the drill ; but just you (laro-*-^- 

For your own sake I^mt it to you, man, 

Pause ere you perpetrate this howling sin. 

I shall not murmur — you have laid a bun 
Over my lips, you clutch me by the chin ; ^ 

But, as I live, unless you check for t^hame , 
This last low outrage, I tibutt take gi>od aiili, 
And back you severely on thd shin. ' • 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARISTARI. 


.OH/IRIVARIA.. 

It is alwsvB d&oleroas to genemlise 
Irom poitjettlarinstAioes. A foreigner 
nrho vie^tiid ;London on AiiAXi^Diu 
]>fty wrote ^KMne that Socialism has 
made sndh llrideB over here that many 
aristocr^io ladies asre reduced to sell* 
ing flowers in the streets. 

Kt 

The Ohancellob of the Excrequeb 
has allotted £500,000 of his surplus to 
the development of cotton-growing in 
British East Africa. As a oonse^uenoe 
he is no'w accused of cottoning to 
Manchestei*. 

>}« 

It is stated that the new Electoral 
BeformBill ** will not be seriously dealt 
with in the “current session.” The 
phrase is ambiguous. It might simply 
mean that this measure, like another 
we cohld name, will be rushed through 
without adequate opportunity for dis- 
cussion. 

Mr. Asquith believes that the lietter 
opinion of the responsible Labour 
loaders is against intimidation. If 
this be so; it is a pity that the respon- 1 
slble leaders-^no doubt from motives 
of modesty — are so shy of airing their 
better opinions, 

While in prison Tom Mann, it is said, 
whiled awtby his time by knitting. In 
spite of this we do not altogether oredit 
the rumour that he is about to givei 
up Labour agitation and open a little 
Berlin wool shop, 

‘.i! j;c 

Coming events cast their shadows 
before them. The Daily News and 
Leader publishes an advertisement 
which shows that one person, at any 
rate, intends to make a serious effort to 
cope with the provisions of the Insur- 
ance Act. Wo refer to the following 
pathetic appeal : — « 

“ Wanted— A Belief-Stampek.’ 

•■ii « 

1 

White mourning for widows, instead 
of black, is the latest New York fash- 
ion, and it is said to be so (jecoming 
that nervous husbands are taking 
special precautions. 

★ # 

Another postal improvement is an- 
nounced. Beply-paid vouchers issued 
in connection with inland telegrams 
are now valid for twelve months, in- 
stead of two, from the date of ^ssue. 
We all know bow difficult it often is to 
make ow’s answer clear within the 
limit of twd[v0 words» and the extra 
te% months tif cogitation will come as 
•W £)on to many. # * 

OAjtteL Nssnsmutr, daughter nil 


the Secretary of the Navy in Hr. 
BoosbvbiiT’s Cabinet, afte breaking 
off her ei^agement to a British officer, 
has married her compatriot, Mr. BUahk 
Bbooks, of Detroit,, and for doing this 
the officiating minister at her wroding 
described her as “tbe bravest girl in 
the world.” This soands like a mobt- 
ful compliment to Mr. Bbooks. 

Headlines from The Irish Indepen- 
deni of the 25th June ; — 

Mental Deficiency Bill. 

Ibeland's Claim to be included. 

* 

Jll 

The nine-year-old pianist, Solomon, 
after his successful appearance at 
Queen's Hall last week, received, in- 
stead of the usual floral gift, a tricycle. 
Artistes will welcome this innovation 
so long as the heavier kind of tributes 
are not flung on to the stage. 


The proposal that, for the safety of 
the public, taxicabs should bo fitted up 
with cowcatchers ” will, we under- 
stand, not be objected to by the 
chaufleura if the contrivance be so 
arranged as to throw the offending 
pedestrian on to the top of the cab 
so that a fee of twopence becomes due 
from him. ^ ^ 

To perpetuate the fame of living 
Americans, Congress is being asked to 
grant a charter to the newly-organised 
National Institute of Arts and Letters. 
A first list of “ Immortals ” has already 
been drawn up, and it includes the 
names of Mr. Qeobqe Ade, author of 
“ Fables in Slang,” and Mr, !^obevelt. 
It was obviously impossible to nominate 
the one and not the other without justi- 
fying a charge of unfairness. 


Political Candour. 

“HOW THE TRADE OF LONDON IS 
BEING RUINED. 

By Ben Tillieti’.” 

Ifaidlmea in The Daily Herald,** 

“ In aoceiitiiig a replica of the Cumberland 
Cup, presented by the Royal Thainee Vaoht 
Club, the Kaiser expressed the ho{>o that the 
Kiel week would be a fresh link in the chain of 
friendshiu between not only the yachting clubs, 
but also uctw^u the two countries. ‘ May the 
Cumberland Cu]),' he concluded, *i'emain here 


as a visible pled^ of this amity so natural and 
so pi'ecious to Great Britain ana Germany.' 


so pi'ecious to ureat Britain and Germany. 

Attention is a^ain called to the necessity fos' 
strenuous aetkm ou the part of the Govemmeitt 
in oxfiauding the Fleet so as to meet the new 
situation in the North 3ea. It is pointed out 
Uiat in a short time the British and Gemian 
fleetsdn oommission in Northern waters wiU be 
on a nnmerioal equality."— Teleymph, 

For a bri<tf moment the eub-editor 
thought of bolding this eecpiid ,pa»a^ 
g^i»h over lor tm nest day« tmt he 
iMBted ito ii; 


TO FLOnmOE 

Wbbk parents make the 
A somewhat perilous add^^ 
Tour modem maldeu leerus to code 
Her raptures in the daily press ; 
*Tis thus 1 soSrU the inner nms, 

The cravings of a certain Floss/' 
Whose poignant cty this motuing 
reads ; 

I* TwlvFrdybksIlKlhmgX/' • 

Florence, if I may thus app&ei 
To one so gentle and refined, 


Whose weekly cryptograms reveal 
A sweet simplicity of mind, 

Whose artless rhapsodies in print 
Atone for much my paper lacks, 
Whose puzzles, once deciphered, hint 
Tlie tragedy that dogs your tracks — 

I 've burned a deal of midnight oil 
Decoding all your hopes and fears, 
Tiie daily round of calm and coil, 

Your griefs and jests, your smiles 
and tears, 

And having grasped each mental turn, 
Each varying mood, each wayward 
whim, 

I find there 's nothing more to learn, 
Excepting what you find in him. 

Week in, week out, I 've watched you 
try 

To fire this Bupert— thing of clay ; 
Week in, week out, his trite reply 
Has riled me more than I can say ; 
See Monday last — the harsh refrain 
Suggests a rift within the lute : — 

“ Swthrtwmstntmtgn, 

Bptntdr.” (The callous brute I) 

Oh ! Florence, shun the sordid type 
That WOOS like this. It drinks and 
bets, 

I doubt me not ; it scorns a pipe 
And smokes eternal cigarettes. 

A myriad maids, unnumbered dames, 
Have lived to rue the fatal waltz 
That linked their hearts to one whose 
name 's 

Th* epitome of all that 's false. 

And, should it chance, as I surmise. 
That Bupert finds he cannot come, 
You mustn't dim those pretty eyes, 
You mustn't twirl an anxious thumb ; 
Nay, child, rejoice in what you ’ve 
miss’d, 

You stand to gain through Buperfe's 
loss, 

For I intend to keep that tryst, 
TwlvFrdyhkstllOhrngX. 



cheefer 

Hbeb mitrt leant to 

Mvmg. An oqemoiiii 
to cover oft the Js 







LivXxj, “I VKSTUUED 10 CALL OK YOU FOU YOUR OVIKION, PllOFKttSOU, I>0 YOU THINK IX WOlir.U 00 MY 80S OtHHl TO 
RTl’OY THE PIANO T’* PiaiwK **DoES HE SHOW ANY TAKTE POR IT T' 

Lmly, **Not the leart. But his hair has been falling out so much lately, and KVKRVTinNo else we have triEI* has 

NE NO GOOIi AT ALL 1 '* 


INSUEEBS ASBUBED. 

(With apologies to “ The Express.") 
Every day brings its hundreds of 
thousands of letters from all over the 
country asking us for information as 
to the working of the Insurance Act. 
To-day letters nave been received from 
such widely separated places as Putney 
Hill, Ballybunion, Peebles and Crici- 
cieth. We can only give a few typical 
questions, which we have endeavoured 
to answer to the best of our ability. 

l^erpUxe^. *'1 am an envelope ad* 
dresser at eo much per million and do 
In^ tramway car in a 

iieighboar*e field, paying no rent.’*— 
Difficult case, ton sound like an out- 


}^Xi I Am sick for twenty*six 
At 7^. od; a ivedk, is that all the 
X |el 4ti A Ufetime ?”— No. 

> ' Io,e' weeks 

il^«AiS 9 afresh 


Mrs. Walkei\ “ I am paying a woman 
threepence a week regularly to come in 
the morning to kill wasps and brush my 
dog. If I have to deduct threepence 
from her wages it will be veiy hard on 
her." — It is just possible that she is 
dependent on someone else for the 
larger part of her living and that you 
are not responsible for her insurance. 

A.B.G. ** I am anxious to get in touch | 
with five other ladies in Ealing who 
are willing to go shares in the expenses 
connected with having a charwoman,'* 
— In response to thousands of similar 
enquiries, we are about to open a Char 
Exchange in these columns. 

Mistress. have a dear little general 
servant, aged 71. Does she come in to 
the scheme ? ** — ^No, she stays out. 

Inquirer. “Supposing I pay lo?; ten 
yeare and t^ver get any sick tmefit, do 
tgst AAy rcoompense? **— No. ton baya 
simply lost your bet with Hr. Hnoyn 
Or$(3imm.i Or, to put it hsiAixAtbcr way, 
Mrt t^zioim Gbouoa guai^ii^ eitb^ 


your health or your sick benefit, but not 
both. You pay your money and you 
take your choice. 

CommsrciUl Candour. 

From a circular 

** All goods Diti oiij own inauufAOtxuT of gns- 
rantood quality," 

Ascot is over with all its plmni^ «iid 
fatigues, its failures end successes, bot oiis use- 
ful lOBson it must have tai^kt ie all^ ladies. 
No one who was proaonl ooula Sill to aoihve htm 
very much bettor soiu® women looked than 
othera"*-^SfMfcy .7Vw*-rrs. * 

An acute observation, only i^sible to 
the trained eye of the apecklist. 

**^ecost of fire tn this <Hmutiy .fA^^i^doa!| 
fi)r eSoh day of the year iwaohoH the stupondeos * 
figure CC £6,000, cr glOO a tnisub, whioli 
sEosedt kh« combined oumial mcKiuclbn ia me 


sEosedt the combined annual mcKiucnoo la m 
United States of gold and ellvor aiidf^.ike Poet . 
Office leeeipta*', ^ 

Arguments like these sboub] bsleserved 
for Ibe platform. 
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TALL-TALK ON HIGH LIFE. 

rSo many tall yoang brides have never 


L"M * 1 ^ ' I M f T 




Md)^ Mght Wfs UT outdistanced by tlie 
m iWinugftgnTe of the youthful Lady Lcooufield, 
• WAe who is still in her teens, yet who made 
m Wisenly figure in her rich white bridal robe, 

[ til Wfeanng the famous gems whioli are heir- 
Isimi bk the Wyndham ihiuily/'^^DatVi/ 
ffllrUMforA] ^ w- 

Oin 9I the most superb figures at 

S iteet Opart was that trf Lady 
Vole, whose robs ot gold and 
n biocatelle Md tn overdress 
jpsntA' Vah aoetylene brUIiants, the. 
.vhidi was aeototnated 'hjj 

f'WwJ. 11. iH ' 1*1 1 • I 


a floating train of Paramatta goulash. 
Lady May Pole, who was exactly six 
feet when she was thirteen 'and is still 
HTOwinH. has been to all the height** 


reducing cures of both hemispheres in 
the vain effort to abate her colossal 
stature. As a child she was fed on gin, 
and only last year she spent several 
weeks amongst the Pygmies of the 
Aruwbimi in the hope that the environ- 
ment might exert a stunting effect on 
her growth. Her engagement to 3ir 
Soul Eiffel, however, has reckx^pfled: 
her to her abnormal elongatioti, as 
Sir Saul is himseSI a stately 
msftistiriiDg six feei three inohes m nis 


stodfings and fifty-two inciies i^oujid 

the obests 

# « * # # 

IMj Araminta Ooll^, the second 
daughter of the Earl of Bletebleyi was 
simplv dressed in ethereal chiffon and 
oross-tiatebed tulle, but she towered 
above the squat figures of the Tory 
debutantes, Jealousy of her magnifi- 
cent proportions prompted tb^ nick- 
name ** the Giraffe of Grosyenor 
Square/' by whioh she was known in 
her first season, but she has long lived 
down the ungracious calumny. 

•a ^ # 

Lord Cashley St. Coutts, one of the 
recent Liberal creations, is almost the 
shortest man in the Upper House, but, 
as a member of the Eighty Club wittily 
remarked, he is never short where cash 
is concerned. By a curious contrast 
his handsome bride, so well known last 
season as Miss Lotta Bibbs, is of a posi- 
tively Patagonian height; indeed it was 
•aid of her that had she not been so 
richly endowed with this world's goods 
dhe could easily have earned lier living 
as a professional giantess, being four 
inches taller than Madame Clara Buf 

* -tt # 

Very general sympolliy is felt with Sir 
Halford and Lady Pond in the failure 
of the treatment to which their twin 
daughter Fatima has 1)oen subjected 
with the view of bringing her height 
up to the normal Liberal standard. 
Her sister Miriam is, as is well known, 
one of the tallest as well as the hand- 
somest brunettes in Belgravia, but Miss 
Fatima is only about 5ft. OJ in. high, 
though in other respects one of the 
most persuasive advocates of Lloyd- 
Georgian finance. At the advice of 
Sir Hunter Tufton, of Harley Street, 
she was put for tlie last six months on 
a special diet, the chief features of 
which were de foie gras^ caviare, 
Devonshire cream, and superfatted o:)d 
liver oil, and carried out the instruc- 
tions of the eminent specialist with the 
utmost patience and fidelity. ’ Unfor- 
tunately, though Miss jFatima has 
expanded laterally In a tnfly gratifying 
way as the vpBmi t>t the experiment, 
her height has remained absolutely 
stationary. Sir Halford has taken the 
matter so much to heart that, we 
understand, he has not eaten catietcn 
d la i>re$sc for the last twenty -four 
hours. 

?■ Tra aa 

*^At A wedding at Shoeburynei^s rarish 
Ohurcli all the gnoete wore bunobee of radios 
out of compliment to the bride’s fiither, who 
resides at Bmffsh Villa, and is known as *The 
BediSli ICieg/ Weoiwich Cfmtie, 

We have been eompelled to nefuse our 
to the wedding of the Onion 
King's dangbter. 







pm' ptA%r p 


Mmday, ' 
teftd Boinewfa«ro 
’<*#10 inirv tales of acionoe/' 
Hefti^ this nftemoon a fairy tala 
dt fitlppee eucfa as might not be 
rekm any other country in 
tite ll^orld. Making up his Budget 
in flue Spring CHANCEXiLOB of 
BxcHitfauEB found himself proud 
possessor of realised surplus of 
six^and^a-half millions. At the 
time Coal Strike was in full force. 
Trade of the country temporarily 
paralysed. Also there was un- 
certainty as to possible demands 
of Navy for fresh expenditure. 
Conced^ that, if Germany in- 
sisted on playing the game of 
beggar-my-neighbour, this coun- 
try had no recourse from necessity 
of taking a hand in the game. In 
this case of double uncertainty 
the cautious Chancellor decided 
to jiefer distribution of his little 
pile till he saw how matters 
turned out, 

To-day House crowded in anti- 
cipation of statement on subject. 

It was brief but to the point. Chancel- 
lor able to announce that so persistent 
and abundant is the flow of national 
prosperity that already the set-haok to 
revenue occasioned by Coal Strike has 
been adjusted. Tliere will be no 
necessity for appropriating any portion 
of the surplus on that account. The 
German ship - building programme 
will necessitate further expenditure at 
home ; but it will not exceed a 
million. Half a million will bo lent 
on easy terms of interest for much- 
needed development of cotton-growing 
in Uganda. 

There remained the nice round sum 
of five millions. What Will He Do 
With It? as Bulwbb Lytton once 
enquired in three volumes. Memters, 
mutely repeating question, loaned for- 
ward, anxious not to lose a syllable of 
the reply. It was brief. 



“A FAIRY TALE OF FINANCE.*^ 

The Sinking-Fund Chamber. 

ministration to unparalleled sum o{ 
seventy-eight millions sterling. 

' Mbkbbb fob Sabs patriotically and 
personally pleased. Father of a family, 
he has invested considerable proportion 
of his fortune in Consols, Throughout 
the year has been accustomed daily 
and weekly to read financial expert 
opinion laying at door of an iniquitous 


" We propose,” said the Chakobixob, 
“to set aside the whole of that five 
millions for the purpose of redeeming 
the Hationhl P^t.” 

'iioad obeffiS from MinistamlistB 
stMMMinent. The Opposition 
b^ iiilwit^i^hastt Sad expected appro* 
wlaihon '^. a^^ portion of surplus fay 
Ilijs itecitim; oujt:ito lUf^t of xinnottr had 
highar the figow of three 
IpSoal. &Bd|HH«lt^X^ 

■'^0 '.thp pribtr 'oi^ogldg Op: 

of ’lednotidn^' 

Ad^: 



TH8 , 

f^unl'tomna tisei^ead ' 


: 1^1111%':',^) a jraiiSlwi 'tkait* 

#. 'that. . 

V'' 'St '.aoatid;f|gOM|. liaMBeiits on 
' aocoimt' , 'iw viiniMwln''' ’Hrf PabI 
bniw bcaiinniihiailF iiililMmttbid. 
And iMcntain m mnladgoins : 
saven^'i^ht pid off In 

six yi^ wp miUloofl 

oontribabid % iMt ]|{)mi^ iOn* 
sided over % 

with SOK AufVBtt of 

the Exchequer. 

With the buoyant and sangninn ! 
simplicity of OCitic nahirei l«6yD ' 
Ubobob expressed hope that afhnr 
this jplaln tale nothing tBore 
would be heard from quaiilecs 
indicated of fall In price of Qon* 
sols being duo to Ministsiial 
failure in duty of making -Ubapal 
provision for Auction of Pehlb 
“Dear child,” eaid auw,ifeb 
spirits now fully reitotnd, “ hqw 
simple he is! 1*11 give 'em a 
week, w say ten days. At the 
end of that ttifie they will, dally 
and vtreekly, be grltuling out the 
same old story." 

Butineas (fens.' — On leport of 
Budget resolutionB, OHAuoaUioa ,i 
OF Ex(»iBQtEB disolosed sohoine {<»! 
disposing of realised surplus. A tniUlon 
for Supplementary Naval EsUinates, | 
half a million for railways in Uganda, i 
five millions In reduction of National 
Debt. 

Tiietflap , — After what happened this 
afternoon, the most determined derider 
of portents will probably aliate his 
scepticism. Yesterday, on mol^n lor 
adjournment in order to discuss as ; 
urgent matter of public imiiortunoe the 
treatment of the Suffragettes in Iloilo* 
way gaol. Lord Bohbbt Cat'in and 
Don’t Kbib Habdib acted as tellers. 
Standing shoulder to shoulder (or as 
near as the Member for Mkbtbvb could 
rise to the ooqtuiion) they heard figures 
read out by the Master of Emiiahk, 
announcing tiieir joint defeat, ’When 
Bfbakbb named '[PaUera, House hdlghed 
merrily at the assooiatient ot •pioious 
times of QunttM Buxabbth with the 
narrow onyitonments of a Socialist 
leoture-room. 

No langhtm to*day when Latrsnuat, 
whose motion tor adjourarneql mter* 
day brought about this strangs fellow* 
Shipt tmdee forth in burst of it^borent 
wxatli» outraging Farliamentaim tradl* 
tioiui, defying aumerity of the waAtia, 
St was a Buffcagettl^a ]tysterie4 Aeoay 
JgeaMttig out ia a man trho hid pt 
dhsthee of 'giali^ Jt ..cent froai^ia mmI, 
in HAat Honaa ct tMhimons/m 
'WtuakitareibtBHi 'being, .ligpbb^ 
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I IiAKRBi7RY only wanted a hammer up 
his aleeve to complete com|>driaon< 

When, after roai;ing at top of bis 
voice, his b‘6dy rocking with uncon- 
trollable fury, bo dashed down the 
floor in direction of Treasury Bench, 
shaking clenched fist at 1’rimk Minis- 
ter, there was a moment of sickejiing 
apprehension. No one can say wimt a 
man beside himself with passion might 
not do. }3y one of those fortunate 
accidents that soinotimes give a turn to 
human affairs, Masteuman happened 
to ho sitting at corner of Gangway-cud 
of Treasury Bench. Lansbukv, making 
for the PfiEMiER seated two places 
beyond, almost stumbled up against 
burly liguro of Finanoiai. Skorktauy to 
THE TllHAfiURY. ASQUITTI, wllO is grow- 
ing accustomed to these evidences of 
the soundness of the demand for r— 
Woman Suffrage, sat unmoved, 
apparently unnoticing. 'Only a 
deeper flush on his cheek be- 
trayed consciousnoBB of tho 
situation. As in Maruyat’b time 
M ASTEUM AN was evidently Heady, 
llo kept a steady eye on tho 
fuming Member, prepared to 
interpose if ho wont a step 
further. On reflection LANSiiunv 
didn’t. Returned to his seat be- 
low Gangway, whence on third 
quietly spoken command from 
the Speaker, supported by inter- 
vention of WilIjCrooks, lie strode 
forth into the Lobby and was 
seen no more. 

rniNCB Arthur, looking on 
across tho Table, reflected how 
closely history repeats itself. Ton 
years ago, whilst ho was Premiov, 
there was a scene almost identical — 
in incident, Thomas O’DoNNEiiL, 
still with us as Member for West Kerry, 

I resenting the closure moved by Priiuje 
Arthur, rushed from Irish camp oppo- 
site, bounded down the Gangway, and 
before House, chilled with swift alarm, 
could draw its breath, was discovered 
standing midway botwo'm Table an.l 
Treasury Bench, shaking both fists in 
the face of the Premier as be hoarsely 
shouted hate. Having made an end of 
bellowing, lie returned to bis place, 
was formally suspended for rest of tlio 
Sitting and witlidrow, House going on 
with its busiiifvss as if the interlude had 
formed an ordinary part of it. 

Business (hne,-^n Cominittoo of 
Supply on Civil Service J^istimato. 

tibuse of Lords, Thursday, — G’nder- 
ella, bein^, after all, human, will not 
always ^sit quiescent in the kitchen, 
whilst her sist^ struts at the ball in silks 
and fine linep. To-night Lansdownb 
bemoaned her fate hi tohchiug words 
that struck a sympathetic note of revolt 
in the of Newton. It is bad 


enough that the arrogant sister should 
name her in the preamble of a Bill attd 
tiiore leave Jior. Worse still is the 
systematic neglect and bumiUetion, the 
enormity of which was exposed in one 
of Leader of Opposition’s clearly-cut 
speeches. 

All about division of Ministerial 
offices as between the two Houses. 
Time was, especially when Conserva- 
tive Ministry was in power, wlien this 
was fairly done. Heads of tho two 
great spending Departments, with 
addition of tho Foreign Secretary 
and tlio CoLONiAh Secretary, were to 
bo found among the Lords. At the 
present day tho First Lord of the 
AoMiuAriTY, the Oivih Lord and the 
Parliamentary Secretary are all 
seated in tho Commons, wheix) they • 



Wastev.m AN 1{ka i)Y-Aye-Ri:ai)Y. 
hob-and-nob with the Siocretauy of 
State for War, tho Unpbr Skchetary 
and the Financial Secretary, The 
Colonial Secretary has been trans- 
foiTcd to the other IIousc, his place 
taken by an Under Secretary. Of tho 
eight roprosentatives of the Foreign 
Ollice, tho War Olfice and tho Ad- 
miralty, not one is a peer. , 

Newton hears that when Home Rule 
Bill comes along it will lio “in charge 
of a Noblq Lord who is not even a 
minor Court official," whilst Iho 
Moditorraneau policy of tho Govern- 
ment will bo expounded and defended 
by tho Master of the Horse. 

Since G. P. H. James, at tlie opening 
of whose many novels a solitary horse- 
man might bo observed ascending or 
descending a slope, was uiade Consul- 
General at Venice thd'e has been nothing 
so d6ploi:!ably paradoxical m this. 

Business dotie^ — Motion condemning I 
arrangement of repreaeatation of public j 
detiartments carried without division. | 


••WHEN IN BOMB . . 

1 . 

My last Sunday was a varied and a 
busy one. 

“ Have you seen Miksioncs ? " said 
Miss Goram, as we met in tho Park. 
“ Isn’t it rather delightful ? ” 

“ Yc-os," I answered, '•though I 
should prefer to call ili 'pleasant.* 
Every detail of the production Is excel- 
lent and the idea of epochs is novel and 
sound. But somehow, don’t you think, 
it lacks the stirring element ? *' 

This, to be candid, was not my 
own opinion, but iny cousin John’s; it 
seemed however to be tho very one 
calculated to agree with and yet ex- 
plain hers. Her “rather," however, 
had misled me. 

-—I “Oh, do you think- so?" said 
she. “ I thought it frightfully 
pathetic.** 

“ Pathetic ? Is that the general 
feeling, then ? ” 

• She was emphatic. “Tho most 
pathetic play in Ijondon." 

“Pathetic," suid I. “1 must 
remember that." 


“ Have you seen Milestones '? ” 
said iny next-door neighbour, at 
lunch, giving me no hint that 
she hold any opinion but tho 
proper one. 

“ Isn’t it delightful ? ** I re- 
marked. “ So frightfully tja- 
thetic ! ** 

“ Do you really feel like that 
about it?" said she, raising her 
eyebrows. “ It left mo cold. 1 
— consider it the prettiest and 
dullest play in London. When 
I go to a theatre, 1 like to sec 
people getting in and out of complex 
situations and not merely growing old." 

I got her to repeat that last bit>- 
while I made a mental nolo of it. 


I took tea with Mrs. Hansard. “ Have 
you . . she began, almost at once. 

“ . . . seen any pretty and dull 
plays lately?" I interrupted. “You 
know, when I go to a theatre, I like to 
see people getting in and out of com- 
plex situations, don’t you ? Now, if 
one considers Milestones, ..." 

This, as I well know, she was doing 
all the time. 

“Jim and I.** she declared, “were 
there last night, and simply loved it. 
I thought the dresses and the conversa- 
tion about tho iron ships were efccru- 
ciatingly funny.’* 

Always wijling to oblige, '* The 
funniest play m London ? I 

“ Quite,** she said, but turned to talk 
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'v: ^ 

; . rinwlef^ted, I dfeed witli the 
the inevitabb. 
liHideb^. I neither led the daughter of 
tte houee on. ^^How you like 
MikiKhnes f**l asked right away. 

Bnormoosly/’ she said. Do you? " 

I s^me a man of peace, in thought, 
Word and deed, and deserve, I think, 
niOre encouragement than I get. Even 
now, when I was shown the agitable 
line and took it, I found that tiiere was 
no pleasing people. 

** Enormously,'* I said ; and, since I 
knew the lady for one of those who, 
tlresomely enough, insist on downright 
honedSy, I added, “‘Funny' isn't* the 
word. It is the most excruciating play 
in London." 

“ Our ideas of what is funny are dif- 
ferent," she answered coldly. “For 
niy part, I wept," 

V. 

Even as next morning I came out 
of the Theatre Ticket Oflice in Bond 
SHtoect I met Miss Goram, her of Boo- 
tion I., again. 

How very lucky that I should meet 
you," 1 cried, “just wlien my opinion 
happens to be in entire agreement with 
your own." I did not indicate the 
topic, because my experience over the 
week-end had led mo to suppose that 
there was only one. 

“ What about ? " eho asked. 

“ WJiy, Milesto7m, of course," said 
I; “ the most pathetic play in London." 

Apparently slie too had had a busy 
Sunday and it had tired her. 

“ I am sick to deatli of Miles tones 
she declared. 

“ Don’t toll mo that it is the correct 
thing to bo sick of it," said 1, crest- 
fallen, “ at a moment when I have 
at last booked myself to go and make 
its acquaintance first-hand." 


MOHE PASSIVE EESISTANCE. 

A ciiEiUGArj correspondent in The 
Daily Chronicle of Juno 27 suggests 
tliat the best way to combat the grow- 
ing imrils of London traffic would be 
for a number of protesting pedestrians 
to sit down in the middle of the road- 
way of Putney Bridge. This promises 
some fun or, at any rate, a lively after- 
noon. For ourselves wo have secured 
the co-operation of the 80tU South-West 
}jondon Boy Scouts s.nd the “B" 
division of the Fulham Boad-breakers 
and |)rd]^e to go ihto camp 
shortly in the middle <A Hammer- 
Smith Broadway^ iFiri^aid dbi^ys 
eid d^uggeihumt gymkhaoM wiU pto* ; 

’Ifome ,p]e^apti 






Nor are othor busy and congested 
centres to be neglected. A mass meet- 
ing of bath chairs is to bo held next 
Tuesday at 6 p.m. on the deadliest 
open space in town, viz., the north end 
of Blackfriars Bridge and the streets 
converging thereto. The vehicles w’ill 
line up at the appointed time from all 
quarters of the metropolis and will 
“ order handles " and then stand easy, 
presenting an unbroken front to all 
other wh^od traffic. Simultaneously, 
an airfreico Mothers' Meetmg, under 
the jomti pktroriage of Mrs. Bobowik 
and (he Laot Mavobsss, b auuouheed^ 
the hOihg on the asphalted pave-^ 
between the Bank and the Man^ 
idoii H0iis94 At a given signsJ, bodies of 
fteappmg matrons twe to emerge ffom 
the iefhbnyi and deposit (hem- 


selvoa on GarofuIl>-tested camp stools j 
at the rall}’^ug - point, where, in due 
course, tea and Jiuiffins will be handed 
round. We arc assured that thoir 
solidity and vk ine^iia will prove 
irresistible* to the metor-busos of 
Cheapsido. 

A posse several hundred strong of 
the more intransigent Buffrageites, vve 
hear, are devoting themseivss to the 
congenial duty of holding up Piccadilly 
in the neighbourhood of Bftmilton 
Placi. They will all be chained to 
each other and the railings on eitlier 
side, thus effectively stemming the 
transit of “ Qenemls and taid^Skbi, 

By these m^ans wo* feel hon&wtP 
that iometmng'Mtl bo done |o ssJet 
guard the rights of toot*pass||kgM tn' 
ooL streets. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

You may have thought that a man 
loops to biulden fame with a first 
novel is certain to sulTor from swelled 
head. Then you ^^ro wrong. There 
never lived a more naively simple 
creature ilian the hero of the now 
Criterion pliiy ; never one that showed 
loss sign of genius in the honie-cirole. 
It may ho that ho W’as conscious of 
liaving imposed on the ^ public* like a 
man I know who makes guide-l^oks of 
countries that ho has never set e^es 
upon. For Edivard Hargraves, aged 26, 
had .written a briiruvnt novel on the 
tliome of a honeymoon witliout ever 
having kissed a woman in liis liCu(J» The 
defect liad been rocogni.sed by a young 
female critic who, herself unhiaiTied, 
must have had a natural flair for lh(3 
ri^it honeymoon atmosplioro. , So 
liffle, indeed, did the author know of the 
arts which appeal to women that he 
never oven used hairwasli, an omission 
discovered by the same critic when, in 
her vuHier of reporter, she penetrated 
his flat by the flro-cscape and inter- 
viewed his bodrooui. 

A Rimplc youth of 12C 
Who iKjvor grcftml liiw hair — 

What Bhouhl he know ol' Cujn<l’8 trhjlvR 
Or how to woo the fail* ? 

This hiatus in his experience had 
not osoapeil the fond eye of his mother 
(played with a very charming sympathy 
by M iss Fay Davih), Though married to 
a typical British clergyman, Mrs. llar- 
raves must, J think, have had French 
lood in her, for when the female critic 
entered her boy’s lifo (by way of the 
fire-escape) and a scandal ensued, her 
maternal mind did not disoouvago the 
idea that his Mucatim senti men tale 
might bp promoted by other methods 
than those of matrimony — methods 
! that could never , have commended 
themselves lo the Very Kov. the Doan, 
her luisband. 

However, iljo scandal, \^hich had no 
serious promise in it, since llie youth 
was ingenuous and tho girl belonged 
to a race whose indiscretions are so 
I amazingly compatible with virtue, 
never went much beyond the (exposure 
of a night-dress ; and all ended theo- 
logically. * 

I Tho English types, father, motlier and 
Bon, were all pleasantly recognisable, 
but I confess I have no experience by 
which to judge the character of Ann. 
My intercourse with American female 
roportei^ was always marked by an im- 
personal detsKjhment. None Of thenii 
t»^»£ny recollection, i^or ^ritioit-od my 
*Bight-vyear or exhibited her own to my 
|ain£mg vision. 

afraid I did not find Ann quite 


so fascinating as the author meant pae 
ip find her. For one thing I dislike ai 
woman who knows mooli better than a 
man — and volunteers to put him right 
— on the question of wliat it is that be 
really wants in a woman. I am put 
off, too, by a female who takes lier own 
fascinaHon as a matter of universal 
consent. I have, again, an instinctive 
prejudico against the type which im- 
agines that the best way for a woman 
to impress a man with a sense of 
true womanliness (I think this was 
tho expiTssioii that Ann employed in 
this torrildo context) is to appear before 
him in a night-dross with her hair 
down. And, finally, I object to a 



Jn)i (^Kh.s Kbni':f. Kki.i.y) fo Kihnu'd lh\f~ 
graves (Mr. Baml Hallam). “Wco Jiltc, 
straugpr, 1 ’m an American lady rojH>rtci’, and 
I ’v« coiiio to interview and marry you. But 
tho interview can vait. Marry in liaste, 
at leiHurc — that ’s niy motto,” 

woman who uses a pungent head- wash 
at live dollars tho bottle. 

I must insist a little on the smell 
that Ann wore on her hair, for it was a 
leading feaUiro in the dovolopmont of 
the play. Nostril after nostril was 
lifted to in halo it. From Act to Act it 
clung to tho cushion against ivliich 
she had ropf)«od. It vitiated tho fidel- 
ity oi Edward lo his betrothed ; it broke 
his cleanly habit of avoiding grease, 
for he must needs got a bottle of it. 
It may never, as I hope, Jiavo been a 
real smell, but so strongly was it 
imagined, so fiercely was it made to 
domjnate the moral atmosphere, that 
it seemed to be wafted in heavy waves 
across the auditorium, bringing some 
of m to the very verge of nausea^ 

In the part of Inn, Miss Bscnj^e 
]5r;j.LY(U,S.A.) played ve*^ well indeed, 
in tho sense that she did evorything 


that the author asked her td do. The 
^ mvanciblo cocksureness of Ann ; the 
I bloodlessnesiipf bergeutimentotism; the 
prosaic quality in her treatment of the 
romance of love as if it were a depart- 
ment of cuisinO-^add sugar to taste, 
stir quicjkly,’ cover with pink ice-cream, 
and serve up in lace friUs ; her self- 
satisfied amusement ' oyer .everything 
un-American ; her radiant confl jence in 
her own powers of fascination ; her glib- 
noss in using such an appalling phrase 
as “ high-class w’ild oats ; her casual 
improprieties', which could only have 
one meaning in the case of an finglish 
girl, but had none at all in hers — 
they were all there, reproduced to the 
life, if life is over quite so deadly as 
that. And I think it must be, for Miss 
Kelly, if I may. judge by the nerve 
she showed on the stage, would hardly 
have liositatod to corioct the author’s 
notion of tlio typo. But, right or 
wrong, the type was very cleverly re- 
produced, and, if I was not fascinated, 
as I miglit have been by Miss I ms 
IJoKY in the samo part, 1 am free to 
admit that Miss Kelly played with 
the most abounding gaiety and vivaci- 
ousness, and well deserved tlie good 
reception that she got. 

As for Mr. Basil IIallam as Edward, 

I enjoyed almost every minute of him. 

I liked his natural gaiichcrie ; the stiff 
leg that he kept for his long stride; 
his gentle fatherliness when he said 
‘‘ Dear old dad to a parent scarcely 
more innocent than himself ; and his 
altogether lovable simplicity of nature. 

My only fear for such an Edward is 
that wisdom may bringdisenchantment. 

I await wibli some apprehension his 
next novel on the subject of a honey- 
moon. 

Mr. Holman Clark made an ad- 
mirable Dean. When ho read aloud a 
newspaper report of a boating accident, 
one instinctively listened for the con- 
clusion, “ Hero endeth the first (or ; 
second) lesson.” And he recognised, os i 
so few actors would have recognised in 
such a play, that the farcical element 
is not essential to a riglit presentment 
of the lesser liierarchy. 

Indeed, Mr. Lechmere Wokuall ; 
should bo grateful to all liis oast for ! 
not letting his “comedy” degenerate 
into farce. For his own share in the 
success of tho play, ho must be credited 
with a certain freshness of motive and 
enough piquancy to recall the old 
Criterion manner, but not enough to 
do any great damage. 

There was a curtain-raiser called 
The Poelast.rs of Ispahe^n, and de- 
scribed as “A Persian Fantas^y.” I 
camo too late to do it justice, but the 
little X saw of it inade me bear my loss 
witli fortitude. ,0. S. 
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PO¥rCH, OB THE tONBON CHABinrABI* 



THE BULL-DOG BREED. 

S}fort,ii)htn {in diJJif'Klfieiii). “Uow MAW AUK 
Opjioncnt. “I*M A FOOT oi k hie riv in koi 
Sportsman. ‘‘All uioiiT, then; nils i’oh a iivli.' 


} fWlIT IN BURMA JUNGLES. 

(TIib fBHoWing bI«^, eontiiiiotBd iti oonv 
tttrriitlye ftota A Bolsq^on of passam 
Uk^ froui various articles that 

ap^red in a recent number of The Fteid, gives 
a^ftv id pictiiro of mbccllipeotis 8|K)it in the 

« WiTK bright memories of an excel- 
lent vreek at^ the Christmas of 1906, 1 
was eut on ten days' leave at the foot 
ef the ITestorn ghauts in India, 

In the cool of the early morning I 
set forth on my bicycle. 

Brushing the dew with onr foot and 
frequently running our noses into 
giant spiders’ webs, J saw, ahead of me, 
vvliat*! took to ba a bear standing up 
seratohing at an ant-heap, so 1 wliistled 
softly, and everyone stopped while I 
pointed towards the bear. Then 1 saw 
that it was only a tree stump, wdiich 
looked exactly like a bear. 

I can never quite make out how' 
much scenery enters into the average 
gunner’s onjoymont of a day’s lough 
shooting. 

‘Dod kwornii karloe,’ whispered 
the old man in Canareso. 

/All at once the boys came into my 
tent and told me that two, or perhaps 
three, lions wore in the camp. 

Driving the unclean animals away 
wdth his usual forcible language, the 
combined disturbance flushed a wood- 
cock from the oornoJ'. 

The last named W'as a stranger to 
me in this part of tlie world, but was 
satisfactorily identified from (1. C. S. 
Baker’s book. 

Connected by a string, T. C. and 
this weird creature wont back to the 
moor. 

It cost him an hour’s search to find 
it, and then as ho stooped to pick it up 
it fluttered over the hedge, lie fol- 
lowed frantically for two fields, expect- 
ing it to drop momentarily, and finally 
had to fire again. 

I wished 1 had brouglit a fly rod. 

On the following morning I was 
roused by the dreary oft-repeated cry of 
‘ fcjar I Sar ! Bar I Five o’clock, Bar ! ’ 

I dare say they all make much less 
noise than you think, but it is 
onougli to warn the wily bison, who 
roads such sounds like a book. 

There is a saying here that pantliers 
call in this manner for five-day s only, 
after which time they are again mute. 
Whether this is the case or not 1 
cannot say. 

We crossed a beautiful glade, the 
rising situ glancing through the leafy 
canopy, high overhead, through huge 
festoons of creepers. 

Hiatt a crack of a dead bamboo and 
a soft cough ahead. We creep round 
lii clundip of bamboo to the bottom of a 
^taVine. The^ tracker sees somothiog 


which at first I cannot see up the steep 
slope on the other side, lie points, 
and I then see a great lioad and a pair 
of horns browsing about 100 yards 
ahead. 

1 had crawled into ifn excellent 
ambush, and one of my men was 
craftily heading them totvards mo, 
when five others flow up boliind mo ; I 
got bustled, showed m>self, frightened 
both parties, and luid to put up with a 
fruitless long sliot. 

Old Hanuman shinned down hig tree 
like a monkey, and joined mo in a 
rough tweed Norfolk jacket and cord 
breeches. 

I envied him his thick, black, glossy 
hide, which protected him from 4hc 


thorns which abounded in lus favourite 
ivtroat. 

However, bo contented IdmwoK with 
walking up to the tree and looking for 
me, evidently in a shocking temper; I 
could have reached bis back with my 
foot, but decided not tq let him know 
my whereabouts, although he ^med 
convinced I was chm at band. 

But somehow we had got too close 
together in a connu\ so I sttiiick liack 
for tRe other jhil, ilropping a quail m 
route, which never carno to hand*' I 
regretted that tmail whok^hlNiurtedlyg 
for it would nave added another^ 
species to the bag, and (^f^citedkhceBVy, 

I of those to whom we tobl the tfle., 

I I shall bring a rod next timd^** 
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l^0LK^80N*G8 AND A 8INQER. 

If anybody, bent* upon the performance of a gjenuinely 
kind and cobeideraib action, will undertake to eing folk- 
eonge and children’a songs to in€^ for the remainder of my 
natural life, I for my part can promise a rapt and sym- 
patbeiio attention. , I shall leave the brutal world to take 
its way in the matter of problem plays. Stiuubs and the 
rest of them, who are endeavouring to push Wagnpb from 
his stool, shall bang and blare and crash caoopbonously to 
their hearts' content so long as they do it far away from 
me. I shall not ** heed the rumble of a distant drum,'* or 
of any other instrument they may choose to employ, I can 
even promise not to hear The Children of Don, I shall 
not trouble myself about the present position and the 
merits of English music as opj)osed to tl\e audaciously 
dumped continental varieties. All these and most other 
matters I shall leave alone, for I sliall have the children’s 
songs for simplicity and the folk-songs for that and for a 
melancholy which, being most musical, ends by making 
you cheerful almost in spite of yourself. 

Not all folk-tunes, of course, are melancholy. The 
German for the most part Imvo a sweet and prattling 
simplicity undisturbed by sadness, and tliere are in the 
Scotch and Irish collections some rollicking and reckless 
things which must not be forgotten. The Hoad to Oork 
Hill," which, with a transformed tempo, is perhaps bettor 
known as “Father O’Flynn," is a shining example. But 
when you get the note of sadness, the yearning on the part 
of a defeated raoe for the glories that liave been or the ideal 
splendours that time may yet bring about, then you get the 
true folk-tune. ^ 

And that brings me to negro songs, which are unassail- 
able folk-songs, though the Africans and not the American 
inhabitants of the oounliry must have tlie credit of them. 
Many years ago I found myself in the society of a company 
of young Americans who wore occupying a sort of camp on 
a hill overlooking a mighty American river. All their 
attendants were negroes from Boston, and in the summer 
evenings, when dinner had been cleared away and the work 
of the day was done, the black cook and the waiters used 
to gather together in the open air and sing negro songs. 
They wore a chance collection of honest, smiling darkies, 
but they took their parts and blended their voices as if they 
had trained togetlier for years. When they sang they were 
trausfigurod ; their faces glowed with rapture as their 
strains w^elled out id harmony, now sad and gentle, now 
swelling to a passionate exultation, while the rest of us sat 
round entranced by these bursts of unsopliisticated melody. 
Many songs have 1 heard since, but never any that touched 
mo more nearly. They were the songs of grown men, but 
they made us feel that we were cliildren exiled from home 
and condemned to labour in a strange land, without a hope 
of return. , 

With these tboughts and meinorios in my mind I made 
ray way the other day to the Little Theatre, for I had heard 
that the real thing in children’s and negroes' songs was to 
be heard there. The Little Theatre is snugly tucked away 
in John Street, Adelphi, and the ,yoar of the traffic of the 
Strand hardly makes itself heard there. Inside the theatre 
was a comfortably expectant audience, mostly composed of 
ladies, and on^tbe si^e stood, not a bevy of negroes, but 
Mm Kittv Obsaitbam, a vivacious little lady with sparkling 
e^^s, a pink silk d^ess, smd the kindest and softest American 
acoenkl ever heard. The way m which she purrs round 
l^e prqn^^ the earth'* is in itsdf a delight. : 


f Th^e can be no manner of doubt about it : lilisflf 
Obbaybam is “ it " — I might almost say, ** it " raised to the 
As soon as she opened her mouth to speak and smiled 
at us, a universal smile was wafted back from Us aver the 
footlights, and we all fdt on excellent terms with purseliyes 
and her. Then she began to talk to us about children, cmd 
the parents in the audience felt a glow ; and then she sang 
about children, and then she chattel agbin, and the spell 
was complote. When the interval came, I forgot all about 
tea until the time was nearly spent. In answer to mv £ardy 
summons, a polite young lady brought me a tea-tray witn 
cakes and I know npt what beside, and laid it on my lap. I 
poured from the dainty pot, and at that moment up went 
the curtain, leaving me with a cooling cup of tea and all 
sorts of other delicacies untasted. I did not dare to lift the 
cup or munch the cakes or deposit the tray, and in this 
Barmecidal situation I listened to Miss Cheatham's negro 
songs. 

Not even this discomfort could destroy for me the charm 
of Miss Cheatham’s singing. She knows her darkies 
through and through, and all the pathos and the longing of 
their voices tremble in her notes. She told us that they 
drop the fourth and the seventh and nse a pentatonic scale 
— 1 think I have got it right — but I didn't seem to feel the 
loss of tw’o notes to any appreciable extent. And when she 
had chatted learnedly and sung her black folk-songs de- 
lightfully, there came another interval, and I w as able to 
drink cold tea without minding it. Finally, Miss CheathIm 
recited to music, and when she had thoroughly softened our 
manziers and prevented them from being savage she bade 
us good-bye and disappeared, if she performs again I hope 
to be there. B. 0. L. 

; THE EVENING EISE. 

I Litten with lots and lots of little moons, 

Broods o’er the bosky bank the guelder-rose ; 

She watohes by the river as it goes, 

Knowing its whispered secrets and its runes, 

And that it 's useless in these afternoons 
Of midsummer ; I hardly do suppose 
A trout had stirred just then for all our throws 
I And feathered lures begirt of silk-cocoons. 

But now hath oome the coolth and kindliness 
Of eve, and we may get to work again ; 

See, there 's a bulge, and there a fish came up, 
And we anon shall levy toll and cess — - 
A brace mayhap ; and still before the train 
Have time for supper and a cider-cup I 

How to become a Comedian. 

“Wanted Known hy 0 — D— Comedian (through diaappoiiitnient) 
good Concert Tarty or Alfroaco.” — AdvL m “ The SUujc,'* 

A New Olympic Bvent. 

“ Hobbs took the long hui-dles to Matthews ,” — Eveninfj News, 

“ Her hat was removed and she was roughly treated, Iwing kicked 
about the chins."— 

That '8 the worst of these double chins ; they tempt 
people so. 

“ He was repeate41y Ajiplauded on the ymy in, and whes^ kift tw^o 
torriiln shots to the suKtooiith and hdki oat in 8, a hole Of SO yards, 
there w^iw loud 

The paiiit fiaiVe offoH to ja ^w chami^ioB iuei 
'in time, 
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PICTUKE8, ANTIQUES, EIC,, EINDH THAT SOME HLIOHT OONFUNlON HAS OCOUKHKI) IN THE OATAJ-OiJUINO. TllUS, TIIK 
APPEAll IN THE SALE-LIST OK HI8 HOUSES ;--(l) NooTUBNE ; BELIEVED TO BE A WlUHTLEJl. (2) AllW-t'HAIE; VEHr OLD> 
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PBEHlSTOlUO ANIMAL WITH ONLY THKEK LEGS, ETC., FTC, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Ptmoh's Staff of LeatTied Clerks,) 

Miss Beathice Harradek has aocomplished something 


of a tour dc force with Out of the wreck I rise (NeIiSOn) 
because she has actually enlisted my sympathies for a| 
hero who is a fraudulent dramatic agent. You mayj 
believe me that this took some doing. Absconding solici- 
tors, bigamists, and even homicides I have before now 
embrac^ (in fiction) with open arms, but a character who 
has appropriated fifteen thousand pounds of dramatists’ 
royalties — this is to touch me on a tender spot. Neverthe- 
loBs, just because Adrian Steele is a real character, and one 
so well drawHi with the soul of goodness in his evil so 
skilfully betrayed, you will be bound to follow his shifts 
and dodges, up to the final tragic end, with extraordinary 
interest* Ho alone would mako the book an unusual 
achievement. But there ore also three other persons, the 
three whose help and championship be half contemptuously 
accepts and employs, who are as vital as himself. Two 
of them are women who love him, NM Silberthwaite, 
the hard-worhing head of an anti-sweating society, and 
Trnn^r Scqttt a Jewess dealer in precious stones. The 
mptual antagonism and jealousy between these two, who 
are yet bound together in common servitude to the master, 
Afms, are eaoeUently shown. Different, and perhaps not 


you will enjoy the process. One thing I wanted to know, 
however, upon which the book is silent* What happened 
to the dramatists afterwards ? Did they ever rocovev their 
money? That we do nob hoai* qxntiO enough about tliese 
victims is my one small objection to a capital story, 

Mrs. Glyn very nearly wont and spoilt her most skilful 
piece of work by the too determined insertion of a reccnitly- 
acquired knowledge of (ireek, a little of wUieli is a dangerous 
thing, as likely to boie the Moilern side and disgimt the 
Classical. Halcyone (DucKWoirm) is confessedly “cn-^ 
couragod” by an aider and abettor in her ** classical 
studies”; but, upon a bare acqiiaintanon with the dedica- 
tion and the book, I suspect this li. J.” of being a 
Little-Go crammer. Clearly the erudition of bis pvipll is 
of the degree easily attainable from KjNrisi4E>'8 lletWH and 
Smith’s ftiosb olemontary Dictionary of Mythology, and nob 
involving any to-do with Messrs, LnuiEi.n ^aud 
Bating that, and forgiving a girl of twelve jeaAs the 
particular remark, **If a thing gives pleasure, it is good,” 
and in general a most precocious intimacy with meta- 
physics — her soul in its maturity was ilia pivot of the plot 
and its existence needed eafty demonstration ; hut another 
year or two in jibe nursery might have been allowed her 
without harm— I congratulate the authoress on a novel 
well above her own, and certainly many anothbr aalhor’s, 


yours^; 


PPNCH, 


OR THE LONDON' CKARiyARL 


[Jtox 8. in% 


S saessioti of Jtohn Deningham; And tho arrivals o( largA 
rtunott are nioely adjusti^ to bo too late for the tnoment 
but molt couveirient ia the end. Also there of coursoi 
the portrait of Mrs. Glvn, appearing this time on the 
outside paper cover, which is detachable. 

I Imow of a doggerel parody; current among tho flippant 
to-day ; — 

, “The Boy eat on the burning dock, 

But never felt it burn, 

’ ■\VIiilc he spent tbree weeks with Kliiioi* UTya 

‘ Cn the bunks of Lake Lusei iic.'' 


the poor but honest, I feel a certain diflldenee in a^tig 
what t think of his latest coUeetion, JGTeip 


MtLLAN). According to one critic, Mr* BavKOimA the 
passionate observation of a GiiiBBnf Wbztb; combined vrilb 
a style more e&sv than Stkvbnbok’s. I found him dull. 
He has the knowledge, but he seems to me to lack the art of 
selection. There may be something which t missed in such 
a sketch, for instance, as “Puffin Home,'' but it made me 
feel as if I were listening to one of those anecdotes where 
the narrator says, “ Of course you have to know^he man 


rse yo 

really to appreciate the fun of it," The sketch i^lates how 
The internal combustion produced in that hoy hy^ his 'some fisheir^en bought a motor- boat and went for a trip in 

reading wa^ 'such, I understand, as to make the external ‘ u.. — — 

heat of the flames unnoticeable by contrast. Other boys, 
anticipating a like calorific property in Halcyone, will, it is 


good to note, bo disappointed 
and left quite cold. 


Probably by this time you 
are familiar with Mr, Geouoe 
Moo he’s former opinion 
about Spring Day ft ^ because, 
with a candour that is a litUo 
provocative, he has been loll- 
ing us, ill every advertisement 
of tlie reprinted edition, that 
“ till six months ago my im- 
pulse was to destroy every 
copy that came my way." 
Well, how that you are able 
to read tho book for } ourself, 
in tho excel lent now issue 
(Weunee Laukie), it ia just 
possible that you will think 
tho author’s original judg- 
ment correct. Possible, but 
liot, I believe, probable. For 
uiy own part, I bavo found 
Spring Days a work — you 
can hardly call it a novel — 
of a singular and distinctive 
charm. It is not in the least 
like anything you have read 
before ; and it is all ap- 
parently about nothing in 
particular. An old gontle- 
inau who lives near 
Brighton, with a family of 
throe disagreoab^p daughlors 
and one son; these, witli 


it. The style may have been more easy than STEVEKSok's, 
and 1 am glad topredit tbo author with having had no difii* 
culty with it. But I have the misfortune to belong to the 

minority whicli 



Sc^tsulc Boanhn\ “But why do you call the house 
View'? Theue isn’t a glimc.se of the sea to he had. 
Ln^iilhohj, “Well, you see, Sik, my late 'urhand 

I.'ETIIJKD SEllGEANT OF MaJUNES AND 'E WAS VERY 
l.OOKINO ore o’ a HAT UINDOW.” 


*Mauine 


E WAS A 
FOND OF 


cannot sea 
why tedious small-talk be- 
comes less tedious when the 
speakers say “ us " and 
“ thic" and “you’m" and 
“ bain’t ’co" in jdace of their 
more conventional equiva- 
lents. 1 like Mr. Rkynolds 
hotter when he leaves the 
ocean and treats of catsi On 
tho subject of cats he has 
many good things to say. 
“Power of Life and Death" 
is tho gem of tho collection, 
and almost equally gofed is 
“A Cat's Tragedy." As a 
matter of criticism, this 
choice of mine may be 
wrong. I admit that I am 
projudiood in favour of cats 
by tho fact that they do not 
talk in dialect. After all 
those “you’m’s” and“thic'8," 
the dignified silence of Tih 
was as rare and 
fruit. 


refreshing 


The Dniporium (Georok 
AniiKN) is a novel of Modern 
Society, and its author, un- 
fortunately, has not discarded 
tho characters stereotyped in 
this kind of fiction. It is time 
for society novelists to put 
eccentric duchesses into a 


Frankt the suitor for the hand of the least unpleasant 
daughter, make iij) tSio charactois. You learn about 
them, their lives and thoughts, in wliat is really a series 
of conversations, sometimes disjointed to the verge of 
incoherence, and flung at tho reader aUiioat insolently, 
with the miniinuiii of explanation. Yet, if you can 
endure in spite of this, and read on (no skipping, for 
often three years are dismissed in as many words, and 
you might "liiid yourself hopelessly astray in what would 
seem the same dialogue tluifc you had left a page back), you 
will discover at the end that some quality in the book, an 

I elusive but quite palpable quality — charm, fragrance, there 
is no definite word for it— -has^^ fascinated you even against 
your will. Then you will incline to rejoice over what 
Mr. Mooins calls “ tho tenacity with whi6h it had clung to 
existence.*' 

^ -r-ri^-T . II- 

In the face of tfie almost I3 rical raptures with which the 
Press greets Mr« Stbpiibk Kbykolds' sketches of life among 


poniiarient rest-cure, and give us a whimsical marchioness 
for a change, if — for some obscure reason— these titled people 
must bo abnormal. My hopes for Mr. Alec Holmes sank 
very low when, after being told in an advoi tisemont that I 
w^as to read “A story of the latest Society craze," I found 
his hero unable to do anything more modern than shop- 
keeping. The book, however, is written with a buoyancy of 
spirit that disarms criticism, and as soon as the author gets 
away from tho smart world he shows himself tho possessor 
i of distinct gifts. In his j^icture of a fierce woman who is 
determined at all costs to bring a gleam of happiness into 
her life, he comes to grip9 \vith real tragedy, and it will bo 
a thousand pities if he is to remain content with sballowmoss 
,and superficiality when lie is equipped to deal with subjects 
infinitely worthier of his powers. 

“He bolfld a chip from the rough for a 30 .” — Vaiiy MaiL 

We onco took li to pocket tho plain. Alter 14 wo always 
give a miss. 
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:g; ; OHARiTAmA. ' 

!i*'0?na| lireAl »nd };oiod OoTenunant 
m wjii^ 1 tieibQg," E -d L<»d Hudamb 
^ » «P<ieeli tih« lAhet day, «ia, like 
' oliRM!' thlngA, mortal, and will be tumbled 
E^WNTOOeday/' TheLoBnOHANOELUB’s 
oibeery optimum never seems to desert 
Wm. * ^ 

W6 Jiear that our War Ministbr is 
not at ashamed of the 
figures at his by-election. 

Any military man will tell 
you, he says, that it is un- 
usual for a Colonel to get his 
Majority at all. 

***»!t* 

In big survey of our Colo- 
nies Mr. Harcourt remarked 
that in the East African Pro- 
tectorate ostrich-farming was 
suffering from the depreda- 
tions of large vermin — if it 
was permitted to apply such 
a term to lions. Some of our 
foreign friends, we believe, ap- 
ply that term to the British 
lion witliout permission, 

/f brick to which was 
attached a message to 
Mr. McKenna was thrown 
through the window of a 
Manchester post-office last 
week. We understand that, 
as the brick was not 
stamped, the message was 
not delivered. 

>!< ){€ 

Mr. Balfour, according to 
a stop-press item in 'fhe Pall 
Mall Gazette, stated in the 
House that to say that the 
Home Eule Bill would estab- 
lish any form of supremacy 
of the British Parliament 
was a gross and improper 
way of dealing with “ uni- 
formed public opinion.** This 
reminds one that a little 
iV^iile ago another newspaper 
referred to our “neatly unin- 
formed messenger-boys.** 

SjJ 5lS 

The Royal Academy has presented 
to the House of Commons a picture 
entitled “ Tumult in the House.** 
Hearing that it represents a scene in 
the early seventeenth century, when 
two Members held the Speaker in the 
obe.ir, an old lady remarked that, thank 
I^eaVen, Speakers were more sober 
linwadays, ^ 

" A Qermaa Lieutenant ntimed Dabm 
^ been airrated near Warsaw on a 
of espbUi^e/' Of course that 
'a name, though 




it eoaiidsip«i« 
eddreseed iba peti^u^ha 

QiuBBFm a oseeiiinbna 

brigand, baa been ppdfmed 1^. tbC) 
King of ItaIiX after & years in prison^ 
As he is now ovw 70 it will be aifflouU 
for him to learn a new trade, and bis 
admirers, we understand, are about to 
petition the Government to Eillow him 
to continue his old calling. 




bejiliisr tMuaebpif* 

8fi»fttbaee"' 
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C.. L- 

Alf {selecting very gaudy tie). “ I 
YOU THINK IT KILLS THB FACET* 

aitopinan. “Not yours, Sik. Your face has ho much riiAiiACTEu, 
YOU *0 BE PEnFKOTLY SAFE ! " 


riATlIER FANCY THIN ONE-— OH DO 


The Pekin -to -Paris aeroplane race 
has been postponed from next Septem- 
ber to May 1913. It will, of course, be 
difficult to make this alteration known 
to the countless millions in China, and 
it is feared that many of these will take 
up positions on the course in Septem- 
ber and will wait there with true 
Oriental patience until the race occurs. 


lb an 
* 


Opposition, we read, has been created 
among residents of Beaconsfield by an 
Urban Oonnoil order that the houses 
there shall be numbered* It is, of 
course^ annoying. “Chat&worthi Derby- 


several all 

have beea givai^ it tbe 
eently. « We faaV4 hei 
touaie firom Herr hm 

It was bound to of eonrse* A 
pyjama dance bae mtt Ibvetited* 
Meanwhile we art inlbmed 
that the statement I|)l a pre^ 
vinotal oonteniporsTylhat the 
daughter of a olmityman wtU 
give an exhibition of ebirt^ 
dancing at a fortheomingepn* 
cert is a pure mls|niat« » 

flb (I* 

Under its new lessee (Mr. 
Louis Me van) tim Whitney 
Theatre, we are intomea, 
will again be named the 
Strand Theatre, While we 
shall make everv effort to 
keep our readers fnformed of 
changes in the name of thli 
liouse, it must berctneiubered 
that wo only appear once a 
week. ^ 

♦ 

At the annual display o( 
the London Fire B|*inade in 
Bationea Park, tlie PiiESi^ 

DENT OF THE LqOATi OoVERN^ 

MENT Board made a sneech 
of very great lengtlu As an 
object lesson to show how 
the members of the Brigade 
can suffer from Buims with^ 
out a murmur the oration 
was a Bucoess. 

* 

We would ilesire as mod- 
osily as possible to draw at- 
tention to Our almost euper- 
natural restraint in lurking 
no comment on the fact that 
Mr, Winston CnURDtiil^n 
last week kissed the Blarney 
Stone. Still, we may |>er- 
haps lie permitted to (|Uoie 
the following headitues from 
The Daily News, etc. :«ir- 
“First Lord Kibseh Blarney StONE. 
SioNiFicANT Answer to DociVARn 
Defutatiok.” 

i{( k. 

A 

It has been decided to allow cadet 
corps to bo formed in L. (1 C, schools* 
As it can only have the rOsult of 
turning out liotter citizens W'O are 
amazed that there has bpcn no outcry 
agains|i this decision, 

“The invalid who appealed (o Ifo- 
press readers for an old granio^ione,'' 
says that paper, “is to be luadt* n||riiy/' 
Ym, but what about his noigltbhlirs f**' 


Yoju oxun. 





TO A ,l*A8$iV£ lliE8l8ttR« 

Htt VhUomX Heilth tsmimooe Aot] 

% n<> partial briof for those 

Who tniioe the thiOjg. 1 do not care 
Much lor this Act wbiob yoo propose 
To bum upon the publio square ; 

I deem the optimists a little rash 
Who telKos it will make a new and genial 
Strand in the silken ropes that firmly lash 
The mistress to the menial. 

I do not find it comim il faut — 

The thought that, just beoause it fits 
Obobob’s conveoi^oei I should go 
Cadging about lor three-penny bits ; 

Little it weighs lor me in pleasure’s scale 
That those who sweep my dust or serve my dinners 
Should put me in the selfsame odious pale 
With publioans and sinners. 

Yet am I not of your intent 
Who press the wall with stubborn backs. 

Saying, “ We will not pay a cent, 

We will resist this rotten tax ; 

Untouched by us these loathsome cards shall lie ; 

Yon tawdry stamp—no tongue of ours shall lick it I ” 
And fondly hope to hear the people cry : 

“ Brave fellows I This is orioket 1 ” 

They won’t. They know the game too well. 

The Mail may call it slow and tame, 

But cricket keeps its ancient spell 
As being still a sportsman’s game ; 

They know that players, when they 're fairly beat, 
Do not ignite the enemy’s pavilion. 

Dance on the umpire's face with spiky feet 
Or paint the pitch vermilion. 

And so with sport of any style — 

Each has its rules b;^ which we play ; 

We take our beating with a smile 
In hope to win another day ; 

Thus, when we meet again in rival camps, 

We may expect the toe, should we outsoore ’em, 
To bear their licking (though it be of stamps) 

With similar decorum. 

Yet, if the martvr-spirit still 
Bums like a flame inside your maw, 

I see a wa^ to have your will 
Without the IJght^t breach of law ; 

No free-born Briton can bo brought to book 
For Servants' Taxes if from on the scene ho 
Discharge his retinue — from Jane (the cook) 

To Josephine (the tweenie). 

Then, when you call yourself at six 
Besponsivo to the milkman's toots, 

Polish the kitchen grate and fix 
The blacking on the household’s boots ; 

Now washing saucers by the pautr^-sink, 

Now chasing beetles when the night is stilly — 
Each common task will give you joy to think 
You 're making Lloxd look silly. 0. S. 




^ bMn xpudfaur th« m 

i/ ) J^lBqprws. 
^ jft iat for than 


the week in Osaads in 




graphy, JSsar Tnxttxv, hi pbyiiog bnvoo with th« 
Detyes of the erenigelDiomeBtio Serreat. She i« aeked 
to heu a straio oaiohlated a* foor thnes greater than 
that whioh her grandmother to bear. 

. To meet these new oonditioas the nerves redbize 
new strength. Mistresses Who h*ve nervoo/, flawd, 
overworked domestic dmdges w^ find that Bst 
David's Soothimo Btaufb fob Sick SasvAii’ra Will 
supply them with new energy, new power to oarry 
them through their daily task. 

Pleasant to the taste. On sale everywhere. 

Price 6d. each. 


EVEEYBODY 'S DOING IT.” 

The Nero Card Game. 

Mistbebs ahd Maid. 

‘‘Liok. Oreation. , , JlUain^elloc, 

‘“Mistrasa and Maid ’ has oom. to .tick. . . — Biunorous freat, 

6°- MISTBESS AND MAID. 6»- 


"HELTHO.” 

The New National Food. 

Made of the Best Fruits — Bare and Befreshing)^ 
“ Heltho ” is not a luxury but a ueoessity. 
Benefits everybody, from the largest employer of 
Labour to the humblest charwoman. 

What is the searat of Britain’s (treat wealth 0 ! 

Surely the answer can only be “Hiltho.'' 


••STAMPITON.” 

"The more you liok it the better it sticks.” 
Paints everything couleur~de-rose. 

Fob Factobies, Shops, Offices, and the Home. 
May we send you a sample card ? 
Contractors to His Majesty's Government. 


I HAVE FOUND THE CUBE FOE FATNESS. 

Eveby woman has always a horror of fatness. I 
have found the cure and have implicit faith in what 
it can do for those who have not yet tried it. 

“Likko” freed me from 8st. 61b. of fat in three 
weeks I 

1 WANT YOU TO TRY IT. 

Here are a few letters from ladies who suffered os 
I did, who are grateful to ” Likko " and can’t help 
telling me so : — 

Almost /orgoUm I waa/at, 

I have almost forgotten 1 ever was fat sinoe I began Likko." 
I had to walk eight miles last Sunday to get a stamp and lost 
another 4 lbs. Yours grateibllv, 

Pensauco (1278). (Mbs.) W. T. 

JVo double chin now* 

I feel yearn younger since using Likko." 1 have a large Staff 
of servants and can run about anier them to see if their cam ate 
all in order like a ycuug tax-ooUeotor, though 1 am 65 next weak, 

Alpeitton (578). Youts iiKoexeljr, (M^) M. p, , 

84lh8»ligUerin,Sdaig$s 

1 have mnoh plMure Is tailing Likko " hSi Mlli 

me jDore fit and leas hi aheidy. Four we^ego 1 
mid t6 the Al^ ShU* In Are ihm it msds m#! Ip 
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PUl^CH. OE tm liOlTDOi? C3t|K!tAliE^ 





— ATTSW f nr*^ 


S^'Vnd, “Now, NOW, JlTKEH, NO MOlSifi. AnoTHKH MTNUTE of Tins AND TIIK KXTIIA VKU 1 t.ES I’ YOU VVlt.I, \\\l WOlt'lH ^OllMNOi 
I HAD NO IDEA YOU WOULD BK SO IIOUOH.” 


THE STORY OF ROBERT; 

on, The SiLVEit IjInino. 

Fau off from here, I wecu, tlicro is a widow 
In a grey by-stroct iu a Norlliern town, 

Named Smith or Jonos, or Wilkinson or Tridoaux 
(One must havo rhymes), struck down 
13y anguish, with an only son, 

Her working days long past and done — 

I say there must be such an ono 
Henting a small cot near The Koso and Crown, 

A public, whore her husband died of tippling, 

A bad lot ho, too prone to drink and sports ; 

And now the little son, tho merest stripling, 

Ilis mother’s age supports ; 

Someone who felt compassion’s throb 
Or liked tlie boy (I ’ve called him Bob) 

Found him, I feel convinced, a job, 

Not a well-paid one, but a job of sorts. 

They nut the ydlith into a rubber factory, 

And there his scanty wage made botn ends meet, 

Till this year, when tho Fates got more refractory, 
through the high price of wheat 
Or coals or what not; though they ate 
Little enough, they fell in debt, 

And so things were when, wild and wet, 

June laded and July came robed in sleet. 

And one grim morning (shall we dare bemoan iis, 
We whom 80 little fear of famine irks ? ) 

tU^ hpy eame book md shouted, Hey 1 a bonus, 
i^vbooUB at the wprics t 


The manager came round to say 
Profits had l)(!oii that big, they ’d pay 
Five pountls to all of us this day ; 

A bonus, mot her 1 TIiohj you havo tho oiros. 

The rain doscoridH in imromitting 8plo*^hnw, 

With ceaseless Hoods ih(» flag-stones may )h' bwod, 
But think of that big boom in mackintoslies, 

And how that pair was saved. 

Henley may bo a triile mju*rvd, 

Cricket at I jord's the an amps retard, 

But joy wells up witliiii tim laird 
In looking ou that picturo (inuim-engiavod. 

And BO if Tom or Hcm y or some otlior 
Speaks of our climate with an angry fro\^n, 

I toll to him tho talo of Robert’s mother 
In that dark Northern town. 

“ Wo cannot solve life’s mystories ” 

(I tell him), “ but I ’m sure there is 
, Some bright side to all trage<lies ; " 

And Tom or Henry bolts tl\o bad words down. 

• EvotJ. 

“ 1 have no wiki ; my daugUtov (inmiatTied) koojitj fbi* IwA, 

and has done eo for nine yeaiti. 1 do tiol pay lun any but 

give her u certain amn eveiy week, which »he peya iUit to iwe lawt 
advantage,— ‘Durham/ # 

Your mter will nd conic under f-ftc AcL**^A\Uimia/ Itmframi 

Nothing, you siib, about the daughttiti A wry oof i^rdiy 
answer. • ; ’ . 

" ' ■ - ’ .1.1 ■ .1 run 

. “ 'We ina;Hi«d only one loose ball tliat he sen tHoEm. i t wae alf^^rtieh 
OHO and to the wrong batsinaii to eaoa|i^’V**^jtA:)rH< iW. • 

iwiseof it V 
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t)>e'bpna^.:M. 
i^^ tfom high Ml 
|fe tndJ^pli ;tbftt 

m^OverytWiig o^tny^^arfl, . 
wa^ emBSsiok j^ot in aw ^ 
Bnginnq, howav^ ^ked wTtn 
oessitous, eaold a joaora inai^t Vo$tti]i^ 
of laughter have followed hSa aa% 
about the att^tieas of hie ^ieloibiatio 
friend, Count Bendered, than weht 
up from the plutocratic occuptoti 
of stalls at ten guineas apiece: a ob-. 
oumstance for the comedian to add to 
hifli already remarkable oollection of 
sidelights on life. 

It was in every way a memoVable 
Considering that there 
were so many per- 
formers and each nad 
a different scene, and 
some — spoh as Wilkib 
BaBD, C. T. AriDKlOH 
and Alfbbd Lebtbb-^ 
brought elaborate, pro- 
perties, perhaps the 
most notable thing of 
all was the oeleritj' and 
ease with which turn 
succeeded to turn. 
There was never a 
moment’s delay and 
nothing went wrong. 
Whoever was respon- 
sible for this deserves 
the highest commenda- 
tion. 


' , ' ;:■ ,, "I ■ v." 

m mH% 

:jM0wuvm, much th^y enjoyed their 
eiriming aV tB® Monday, 

dulr let, let not fmm MAjmnm rest 
eatuail^ ftAt they, have seen a music- 
hall, thet the variety stage now 
witthbolda no secret from them ; for it 
is not eo They witnessed a remark- 
able, entertainment in a bower of roses^ 
and laughed consumedly at certain in- 
dividual; but they have not seen a 
musio-hali Their only chance of so 
doing is to carefully disguised and 
pay a surprise visit to one of the more 
popular two^houses-a-night establish- 
ments ; and if ever they take this bold 
step ^ba odds are immense, judging by 
royal jpredileotiohs at the Palace, that 
it wilf be a hall whose 
pmgramme includes 
Habky Tatis and 
Qbobos Bobby. But, 
until that adventure is 
undertaken, Thbib 
Majbbtxbb haveenough 
to ruminate upon in the 
memory of what di-i 
versity of talent can go j 
to make up a score or 
so of Britiim subjects. 

Always excepting 
Pavlova, as being an 
exotic and in a way an 
accident in this historic 
programme, the in- 
terestingthing to record 
is the fact, already 
hinted at, that the 
performers who best | 
pleased Thbib Majbs-i 
TIBS, if laughter and| 
visible delight are true 
guides, were two such 
thorough-going music- 
hall comedians. It is possible that, if 
Vbsta Tilley had sung her soldier song 
instead of the obsolete ditty she chose, 
or Haeby Laudbb had come on earlier 
and given of his best, instead of his 
second best, or WiLKiSf Bakd had re- 
vived an old favourite, or Little Tich 
had indulged in some of his patter, the 
isolation of Habby Tate and Oeobqe 
j^BEY would have been less noticeable. 
But we must judge by the materials 
before us, and as things went there is 
no’doubt whatever that these two made 
impression on the house as 
4 whole and the royal box in par- 


fell to him 
'fil's^'bf 'all. Xlie 

so, for Bobe^ the iml 

spirit of the balls thau ^yhue 4dse it^h 
the programme, andi his tnumph thexe- 
fore may be cdled the jusri&oatlon of 
the experiment. His success In the 
royal box proves that the variety stage 
has more to offer the Throne than the 
Throne sUspeoted ; only a Thaokebat 
could do justice to the impact of the 
one Gbobob upon the regal Otheb. 

None of the other true children of 
the balls **bit*' as Bobey did. His 
hard uncompromising challenging way, 
almost as though he etched where 
others draw with pencil and brush, his 
profound behind-the-scenic air when 
touching upon humanity^s foibles, his 


performance. 



(One reads in tft 4 } papers from time to time of iiouses hnili on the border-line of two 
parislws ; bttl mui hardly realises h^w evritiny it must be for the itihabUanf,s,) 

“OOMK BACK INTO WaMFTON, OttANFKYTHElt, THK BAFFLKCOOMBE TAXMAN 's 
A- r.OMlKO." 


to . Habbt TiTK, the 
|UllOhii»^ ia no 

ymiy dope, mnoh 

to oome&ipg 

cil4i ^ 


nonsense and his vigour, must have 
come as new things. His superb confi- 
dence mode almost every one else a 
little nebular; even Habby Laudeb, 
usually BO masterful, was in a minor 
key, Wilkie Babd all woolly, and 
poor CniBawiN toiled in vain. White- 
eyed Kaffirs never boomed less. This 
was a pity, because he was the only 
performer of the evening who had pre-. 
pared anyothing special and peculiar to it 
— a little recitation on the First of July, 
which merely perplexed the audienoe 
unfamiliar with nis naive idiosyncracies 
(and CBiBawiK takes many years to 
know, and, indeed, the prosperity of his 
quarter of an hour depends always , as 
much on the audience as liimselQ an^: 
drew only the applauA of cyrop<^tliyl:| 
But C&iBQwiH, tha^ ,true faatoM 
that he is, turned jh^s fiulnm 
Remarking 

paam W0uld'^v4:|^e) 


“At ton o'clock this 
moruing a liorao drawing 
a turn turn, wliich was uii- 
occin)io,d and unattended, 
lal down Clive Street and 
into Clive How at full speed, 
but came to astound at the 
ond of the latter thoroughfare of its own 
i cbcokI. " — Galcnlta Empire. 

Wo should have looked the other way. 


“Mux Decugis v. A. H. Ooltert . • , Duengis 
. • . Deongis . . . Doongfis.” — EmU’ngNem. 

After this we feel that we shouM like 
to see an account of a match betwecu 
I^cugia and Mavrogordato. 


“ It seems that in 1307 a Bill vms iAtrodiioed 
into the OommonsSvhioh ^vas vm otfensivs tb' > 
his most gracious Majesty King Ejohattl It** 

a. X. //. in “ TA ? Milp ■ 

As His Majesty was SS| 
time he cannot really have * 
annoyed about it. 

VOne hsir hswi of ths Moiy; bf 
hiding hiw head in a stack of hay, ‘ 

11 ^ 1 J 






10. idift} 




Sfesstifc iv, J itiS^-^pj^SlSK-^’s 


■ If tiPOBJTMAN.” ' 

:, dutk c^«:ly Hit,' and his 

jiyk'^^hiskers would have done cr^it 
lo lit JJbgllish butler of Fifth Avenue, 
That his nstne was Alphonse I have 
ndt the slightest doubts and when I 
^et him first he was attired in football 
kh^kedbockerSi a noisy blazer of no 
particular cut, running shoes equipped 
with regulation throe - quarter - inch 
spikesi and a cheery cherry- coloured 
skull-cap with a gold tassel. A welted 
leather cricket ball was gathered in lus 
left iiand) and, from the knowing look 
in his eye, 1 felt that Alphonse was 
about to deliver a subtle googly ready 
to break both ways — win or place. 

I passed liirn in haste, but the en- 
counter loft me with some realisation 
of that passionate enthusiasm for sport 
which lias swept across Belgium from 
its soa front to its remotest boundaries. 

Some weeks later 1 saw Alplioiisc 
again - tlio merest glimpse. Ho did 
hob recognise me, and bub for 11 lo side- 
whiskers he too ndglit have gone un- 
recognised, As it was, for cne vivid 
instant ho appeared, <dad in a nondo; 
script sweater, white flannel trousers 
and tennis shoos (probably doe-skin), 
lie was in act to smito over his head 
into the void witli a hockey stick 
wonderfully poised in his gloved hand. 
Clearly Alphonse was a trior. 

After that 1 frequently passed him 
of an afternoon. X began to look upon 
him as a friend and one in whoso 
prowess I could take legitim ato pride. 
Jb is not every “sportman” who can 
play tennis in football boots and wear- 
ing six-bunco boxing gloves. Perhaps 
Alphonse was doing it for a wager. If 
so, he probably won, for when 1 passed 
him ho had the air of having just 
brought off a lovely cut which, I am 
confident, eluded slip and trickled to 
the boundary. 

There was sometln'ng so consistently 
surprising about each new encounter 
with Alphonse that ^ I ceased to be 
surprised until the outrage occurred. 
As a fisherman I fancy he could have 
told many a good story. I saw him 
once in a mackintosh and waders, 
seated on a three-coniered stool and 
having just succeeded in casting an 
artificial roach with a fly rod for pike. 
The luncheon basket at his side was 
empty. On a motor bicycle, with yacht- 
in^oapand khaki putties; passing out 
I at^ngger in long trousers and a {Norfolk ' 
jacket; racing down the wing in a 
rainp|roof overcoat at Soccer ; in these 
an4 in many other sports, beyond my i 
kqcivledge Alphonse was magnificent. 

All| my friendship for himi 
indeed mote real a itxing 


mote ^1 a itxing 
Ikk the nuhi ahggestion of pathoe,. 



BIqolu *‘Wj«n THE old iiMouxAn would M(»r hi« jaw rou hai.f a j oam't 

GET A WOHD IN. NEVEK HEKMb TO ENTEU HiS WlLI V ol D HEAD THAT «UE XfAV XV IStt TO 
BE AMVSKD OCCASIONALLY.’' 


of effoiii misplaced, became more notice- 
able. 

It was indeed when I had grown to 
love him almost as a brother that the 
blow fell — cnxshing in its utter finality. 
As a man with a handicap of only 28 , 
at Tuffleigh-under-Wotten 1 may fairly 
claim some knowledge of life gieatest 
game. Well, on that fatal afternoon 
1 found Alphonse brazenly committing! 
sacrilege at Golf. A scarlet jacket,* 
running shorts indecently abbreviated, 
cricket boots and a bowler constituted 
his outrageous attire. That was what 
1 saw first, but when 1 got near enoqgh | 
to see what he was doing my blood 
positively boiled. Friendship was killed 
in a sin^e instant. 

^ith an inarticulate cry of rage 1 1 
dar^ into the shop. ** Look here/* ' 


said 1 fiercely, “ 1 don't know >vl»o 
drosses your confoimdcd dummy, but he 
ought to he siTsiientled from afl Mmcs 
whatever exctxpt spiUikens, tiddley? 
winks, and tossing tho cabals For 
weeks J have endured evarythiisg, but 
this, chokcfl— *‘is too nnxCh," 

The sports outfitter gazed at me wHh 
ovident admiration, Jl© saw at ohc© 
that I was an Englislnnan, ami there- 
fore a "sportman.*’ But I was Uiot to 
be pacified. 

** Do- do you know," 1 spluliered, 
**what^th 0 scoundrel ha‘i done now? 
Why, he 's made Alphons*^ fee otx 
the green, select a brassy as his 
and opexx his shouldeie to the liix^ for 
a two foot putU\ ^ 

Bmotion mastered 0)6 apd t 
I had seen the last of Alpiionle 
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THE DoVjBL^. 

I WABliaving lunch in one of those 
places where you stand and eat sand- 
wiches until you ere tired, and then try 
to count up bow many you have had. As 
the charm of these sandwiches is that 
j they all taste exactly alike, it is difficult 
! to recall each inmvidual as it went 
down; one feels, too, after the last 
sandwich, that one’s mind would more 
willingly dwell upon other matters. 
Personally I detest the whole business 
— the place, the sandwiches, the method 
of scoring-^but it is convenient and 
quick, and I cannot keep away. On this 
afternoon 1 was giving the foie gras 
plate a turn. I know a man who will 
never touch foie gras because of the 
cruelty involved in the preparation of 
it. I excuse myself on the ground that 
my own sufferings in eating those 
sandwiches are much greater than 
those , of any goose in providing 
them. 

There was a grey-haired man in tlie 
corner who kept looking at me. I 
I seemed to myself to be behaving witii 
sufficient propriety, and there was 
nothing in my clothes or appearance 
to invite comment ; for in the working 
quarter of London a high standard of 
beauty is not insisted upon. On the 
next occasion when I caught his eye 
I frowned at him, and a moment later 
I found myself trying to stare him 
dowUf After two minutes it was I who 
confusion to my glass. 

As I prepared to go — for to bo 
watched at meals makes me nervous, 
and leads me sometimes to oat the card 
with Foie Gras” on it in mistako for 
the sandwich — ho came up to mo and 
raised his hat. 

You must excuse me, Sir, for staving 
at you,” he said, “ but has anyone over 
told you that you are exactly like 
A. E. Barrett ? ” 

I drew myself* up and rested my 
left hand lightly on my hip. I thought 
he said David Garrick. 

“The very image of him,” he went 
on, ** when first I met him.” 

Something told mo that in spite of 
his grey hair ho was not talking of 
David Garrick after all. 

“Like who^y I said in some dis- 
appointment^ 

“A. B. Barrett.” 

I tried to think of a reply, both 
gtocoful and witty. The only one I 
could think of was, Oh ? ” 

extraordinary. If ycflir hair 
were just a little longer the likeness 
would be perfect/’ 

I thought' of offering to go away now 
and come back ia a tmonth’s time. 
AJjywayi it would be an excuse for 
goiogs^pW, 


first knew him at Cambridge," 
he explained. “ We were up together in 
the seventies.” 

“ Ah, I was up in the nineteen hun« 
dreds,” I said. just missed you 
l>oth.” 

“ Well, didn’t they ever tell you at 
Cambridge that you were the image of 
A. E. Barrett ? ” 

I tried to think. They had told me 
lots of things at Cambridge, but I 
couldn’t remember any chat about A. 
E. Barrett. 

“ I should have thought every one 
would have noticed it,” he said. 

1 had something graceful for him 
this time all right. 

“ Probably,” I said, “ those who 
wore unfortunate enough to know me 
had not the honour of knowing A. E. 
Barrett.” 

“ But everybody knew A. E. Barrett. 
You ’ve lioard of him, of course?” 

The dreadful moment had arrived. 

I knew it w'ould. 

“ Of course,” I said. 

“ A charming fellow.” 

“Very brainy,” I agreed. 

“Well, just ask any of your artist 
friends if they don’t notice the likeness. 
The nose, the eyes, the expression 
-“-wonderful I But 1 must be going. 
Perhaps I shall see you here again 
some day. Good afternoon ; ” and he 
raised his hat and left mo. 

You can understand that I was con- 
siderably distiir])ed. First, why had I 
never hoard of A. E, Barrett ? Secondly, 
what sort of looking fellow was he? 
Thirdly, with all this talk about A. E. 
Barrett, how ever many sandwiches 
had I eaten ? The last question seemed 
the most impossible to answer, so I 
said “eight,” to be on the safe side, 
and went back to work. 

In the evening T called upon Peter. 
My acquaintance of the afternoon had 
assumed too readily that I should allow 
myself to be on friendly terms with 
artists; but Peter’s wife illustrates 
I books, and they both talk in a familiar 
I way of our greatest Academicians, 
j “ Who,” 1 began at once, as 1 shook, 
hands, “ did I remind you of as I came 
in at the door ? ” 

j .Peter w'as silent. Mrs. Peter, feeling 
that some" answer was called for, said, 
“The cat.” 

“ No, no. Now I ’ll come in again.” 
I went out and returned dramatically. 
“Now then, tell me frankly, doesn’t 
that remind you of A. E. Barrett enter- 
ing his studio? ” 
t* Who is A. E, Barrett? " 

I was amazed at their ignorance. 

“ He ’s the wall-known artist. Stirely 
you 've beard of him ? ” 

“I seem the name,” lied 

Peter. “ What did he paint ? ” 


•• •Sunrise on the Alps,’ * A Center of 
the West/ •The Long Day Wanes 
X don’t know. Something. The usual 

“And are you supposed to be like 
him?” ' 

“I am. Particularly when eating 
sandwiches.” 

“ Is it worth while getting you some, 
in order to observe the likeness? ” asked 
Mrs. Peter. * 

“ If you ’ve never seen A. K. Barrett 
I fear you’d miss the likeness, even 
in the most favourable circumstances. 
Anyhow, you must have heard of him 
— dear old A. E. I ” 

They were utterly ignorant of him, 
so 1 sat down and told them what 
I knew ; which, put shortly, was that he 
was a very remarkable-looking fellow. 

^ 5 - ^ 

I have not been to the sandwich-place 
since. Detesting the sandwiches as 1 
do, I find A. E. 13arrett a good excuse 
for keeping away. For, upon the day 
, after that when ho came into my life, 
I had a sudden cold fear that the tiling 
was a plant. How, in what way, I 
cannot imagine. That I am to be*;Bold 
a Guide to Cambridge at the next meet- 
ing ; that an A. E, Barrett hair-restorer 
is about to be placed on the market; 
that an offer will he made to enlarge 
my photograph (or Barrett’s) free of 
charge if 1 buy the frame —no, I cannot , 
think what it can be. 

Yet, after all, wljy should it be a 
plant? Wo Barretts are not the sort 
of men to bo mixed up with fraud. Im- 
petuous the Barrett type may be, ob- 
stinate, jealous — so much you see in 
our features. But dishonest ? Never! 

Still, as I did honestly detest those 
last eight sandwiches, I shall stay 
away. A. A. M. 

“ If he is not quite as good a bowler as P. K. 
lie Oouteiir — and I am convinoed lie is now, 
though with loss cxperiouce, a better— he is 
quite as good.’' 

Mr, E, U, D, Hvwdl in “ The Eveivhff SiantUird,*’ 
We congratulate Mr. Sewell on the 
clever way in which he alters his mean- 
ing without any perceptible change in 
his action. 

“In view of the prevailing desire of the 
Chinese to conform to Western standards and 
of the marked tendency in the middle and upper 
classes towards the increased use of luxurms, 
there should be a widening market for Buoh 
articles as celluloid collars and ouifs." 

Eoard ^ Trade Journal, 
We have always regarded a celluloid 
collar as a necessity. 

, “One of the most nctewortW incidents fn 
the round was his holing out With his tfo-sliot 
at the 12th, a hole which meaeurec 205 yards.'* 

Our record detacbableiahirii-lr<m1^ ehot 
IS 160 yards. ,, ^ 




THE MARTVRS. 

ajr]!tved***^a^ paid~juBt 
biil^ altomoou school, and from the 
tXIiMaot of their arrival the dull mono* 
iotiv of Staff Boom life >vas charged 
' with all the delirium of high romance. 

j^lcodemus, short and suspiciously 
stumpy for a pedigree newt (the Art 
Mistress pointed out that his tail in 
particular was hopelessly out of draw- 
ing) clambered instantly to the top of 
the tree that forms the piece of resist- 
ance (if the Gallicism bo permitted) 
of our new aquarium; but his com- 
panion, evidently a confirmed pessimist, 
sank 80 determinedly into the darkest 
recesses of the sanded floor that we 
decided in sheer humanity to respect 
his incognito. 

At lunch next day it was observed 
that Nicodemus, touched probably with 
the modern spirit of restlessness, had 
impulsively abandoned his coat. " How 
too perfectly sweet of him I ” cooed 
Miss Simpson (Miss Simpson stands 
for “ Science ” on the Staff). ** Most 
ungentlemanly conduct, I should call 
itj^ sniffed the Senior Mathematical' 
Mistress — over a precisian — and was 
vehemently applauded by Mademoiselle, 
who fled shuddering out into the cor- 
ridor, only to bo further embarrassed 
by a stream of Middle School admirers 
bearing gifts -tlio slimiest duckweed, 
the most succulent slugs — and was 
finally discovered in the Art Boom] 
thanking just Jfeavon that plaster 
casts at least are inanimate. 

Nicodemus, borne triumphantly in a 
bottle frojii class to class — Anonymous, 
at his own desire, remained at homo — 
so identified himself with his environ- 
ment that whenever the lesson bell 
rang he was to bo detected making 
coiiBciontious efforts to take his place 
with the school. Ills restlessness was 
further increased by the passion — 
natural enough perhaps — that lie had 
contracted for Miss Simpson, who, 
arriving early on the second morning, 

I was met by the affectionate follow 
on the stairs. Bising next day be- 
times in the hope of a similar inter- 
view, he unfortunately encountered a 
charwoman, who went at once into 
hysterics and threw up her office. On 
the following morning lie was with 
considerable difficulty retrieved from 
behind the hot-water pipes in the 
Laboratory — an apartment he had 
learned to asisociato with bis adored 
Mistress-^and cast ignominiously back 
J into hie hated prison and roofed in 
a stout Greek lexicon. The same 
hour the lethargic Anonymous was 
l^^ortecl xnissing. Mademoiselle* under 
mdvt* event watily to her classes in 
^ bousefctoper^s golodbes* and the 


popularity of Miss Simpson, now con- 
victed of gross negligence in the caro 
of school property, suffered comploto 
eclipse. 

All day the search for Anonymous 
went on, one relief party going so far as 
to patrol the tower roof ; while another, 
armed witli bicycle lamps, investigated 
the coal-hole. When fhe morrow 
dawned our worst fears wore confirmed. 
Nicodemus was found distended — der*d. 
“ Of grief/* wailed Miss Simpson ; but 
the Classics Mistress (local lion. Sec. 
S.P.O.A.) hinted darkly at asphyxia. 
Worse, we learned how we had wronged 
the lofty-souied Anonymous. While 
we hod deemed him sullen he had but 
been brooding over Buie XI.: Every 
article found on the school premises 
without a name shall be brought 
immediiitely to Ibe office. Penalty 9u./* 


wliicli hung abov*) his head. When 
tlie ])reifect in ohargo came to clear the I 
forfeit cujib^ard, tboro, on the tlires- i 
hold, stark and cold, but with the 
smile of one whose consoieiu^^ is at 
last at })oace, lay <iur lost Anonymous. 
A legend still current in the Sixtli 
relates that his riglit band or foot 
(reports vary) was lying on an l.O.If. 
for the statutory fine. ^ 

The Middle Bchool sol aside its grief 
and gave the heroes- martyrs to love 
and duty--a sumptuous funoilil. The 
epitaph, carried out in poltor-work by 
the Iburth Bemove, was o^junposed 
by a Third Form poet : - 

Here lies our dear Anonyrnow^i 
And by his side Niotideum%r , 
Although *tifli|WtoViig lo luahs a fuss, 
Their loss is ringing (wringing?) 
tears from Ui. * 







Gof/er, “Have you hken wy hall, Sni?” Woimhd rarfti. “ Vbs, Hiu ; tiieke it is, coni-ound you! Xeauey kii.i.ei) — 
Q(dJ\!r, “Jove! Hit ok lick, eii f 1 tiiouoht it was out (►k lounds/' 


A SONG OF DISCIPLESHIP. 

[After reading '^Gems from Wilcox.' f 


Good friends, whom Care, firm seated on the crupper, 
Besots witli an uncompromising zest, 

Give ear to ono who, steeped in Martin Turricit, 

Can promise you redemption from unrest ; 

It is a sort of magic mental Keating, 

That bids all irritating worries fly, 

If you but keep incessantly repeating, 

“There’s a good time coming by-aud-by. ” 

When tailors grow aggressive in their dunning ; 

When butchers are liombarding you with bills; 

And when, in holy horror of outrunning 
The constable, you think of rifling tills — 

Don’t join the ranks of malefactors, matey, 
l>on’t bo alarnhod by Snip's repeated cry ; 

Sit tight, your aunt Jemima ’s nearly eighty ; 

“ There 's a good time coming by-and-by.” 

If when dressing for a most important dinner 
You gash your chin and cannot stanch the gore ; 

If you never back a solitary winner. 

If your handicap is raised to 24 — 

Don’t waste your time in fruitless execration ; 

Don't say, “ Ob, blow ! ” or “ Bother it ! ” or “ Fic 1 
But remark, with undefeated resignation, 

“ There *8 a good time coming by-and-by.” 

If your wife has inconsideratcjly looted 
Your wardrobe to e<iuip a jumble sale ; 

Or if you And your parlour-maid has scoctecl 
With a. burglar who has just come out of jail — 
Don't blame your wife in language tart and stinging, 
'Twill only staiM: the tear-drop in her eye ; 

Dut comfort her by chivalrously singing, 

There ’s a good time coming by-and-by.*' 


If you send a very tasty sot of verses 
To the Fdilor of Avswera or T/i.c Timcs\ 

And a ])rinted form, that lamoritably torso is, 

Is all the comment passed upon your rhymes — 
Don’t think at once of shooting Mr. ]3 ucklk. 

Or of burning good Ijord NoRTUcrjiKKE as a guy ; 
But meditate on IIowortii with a chuckle, 

And the good Times coming hy-and-by. 

If tho stocks and shares in which you have invested 
Are liable to never-ending slumps ; 

If your strawberries with slugs arc all infested ; 

If your children are afflicted with tho mumps; 

If your wife shows serious symptoms of eloping 
Don’t heave tlie sullen and recurrent sigh ; 

But like a gallant Trojan go on hoping: 

“ There ’s a good time coming by-and-by.” 

When Tom, your son, that hrillrant Eton scholar, 
Gets ploughed quite inexcusably in Smalls, 

And then still further aggravates your cUolor 
By marrying a lady from the Halls -- 
Don’t call her an unprincipled marauder, 

Although her looks are just a trifle sly ; 

If Tom turns out a second Harry Laudicr,^ 

“ There 's a good time coming by-and-by.” 

If you fail to get a coveted appointment ; 

If your cockatoo is pestered with tlm croup ; 

If you always find blue-bottles in your ointment, 
And now and then black-beetles in your soup — 
Don’t hire a Christian Scientist or Healer ; 

Don’t drown your cares in Clicquot (very dry) ; 

^ But cantiilat© with Wilcox (Ehm. Wheeler), 

** There *e a good time coming by-and-by/’ 
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House of Coinvwus^ Monday, July 1. 
— Dknman’h eagle eye has discovered 
device practised in Unionist haunts 
which accounts for recent reductions 
of Ministerial majority. Disclosed it 
in question addressed to Wkdgwood 
Benn, cherubic representative in this 
House of First Commissioner of 
Works. Wants to know “whether he 
is aware that the division bells ring in 
a certain Conservative club; and, see- 
ing that this gives a party advantage to 
unpaired Conservative Members who 
are thereby enabled to take part in 
divisions without being within the 
precincts of the House, whether he will 
immediately take steps to have the 
arrangement terminated?^’ 

Bern with instinct of constitutional 
Minister hesitates. All very well for 
PBOSiwBtti to make sudden descent on 
House of Commons and thunder in- 
structions to “Takeaway that bauble/’ 
But what authority is to raid the 
sanctuary of a private Club and forcibly 
dfut off one of its private luxuries? 
I'pAXK BSys it has been done. It 
mppSUM in the late Seventies, when 
Iha^aiiiieli^tes wiA'e in full fovoe, fight- 


Tine PnKMIER SITS OUT. 

ing the Government almost literally 
tooth and nail. One night critical 
division was expected. Irish Members 
artfully prolonged discussion till 
patience of irritated Saxon W'as worn 
out. At that epoch it was the habit, 
more extensively observed than to- 
day, to while away dull sittings by 
prolonging the dinner-hour at the St. 
Stephen’s Club, to which convenient 
access was provided by subterranean 
passage from Palaco Yard. Custom 
leniently regarded by Whips, since the 
Club was connected with the House by 
a wire which rang a bell simultaneously 
with that clanging through rooms and 
corridors. * 

Dinner well advanced, the Irish 
Members permitted division to bo 
taken. Ministerial Whip quite easy in 
mind. A fairly safe muster of men on 
the premises. With the St. Stephen’s 
contingent hurrying over there would 
bo quite the full average majority. 
Only three minutes to do the spurt in. 
With punctual start experience had 
repeat^ly shown that tnat sufficed. 
A minute sped and there was silence 
on the stairway when the Whip 


turned lo listen for the welcoming 
tramp of returning Mcuilwre. Auotfier 
minute and he began to have quickened 
sympathy with Mariana in the Moated 
Grange. 

“ They liiigtir long,” bo Sftid. 

U(‘ Miud, “ I <un aweavy, 

I would ibal 1 v>iji'o 

Division took place in absern'C of the 
dinors-out. Ministerial defeat averted 
hy narrow qiajoriiy. In response to ; 
furious enquiries from irate Whip, j 
explanation forthcoming. The wire 
connecting House and Club dining-' 
room had been suvroptiUously cvit. In 
jvain the boU rang through the pro- 
ducts of the House. It was dumb in 
the Club dining-room, %\hore, as Nnao 
fiddled whilst Homo buvntv loyal 
Ministerialists uueoncernodly ate and 
drank whilst life of the Government 
was in peril. 

Bu? that is anoihev storv which 
Sauk hopes will not suggest ml desi^. 

Wkdowood Bibnn. whilst hitting to 
refuse anything to anybody, wa| unable 
to encourage (or M inisterlld inter- 

ference in the matter. What lilith the 
Insurance Act, the Pock Strike Naval 
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in the\ MediterraneaHt 
<3on8ol« at 76| and, on top o( all, out* 
break of Cattle Disease, the Government 
have.&uflkiecit on their hands without 
sti-etehing them forth to pluck down 
belhwires in neiglibouring clubs. 

Business done.— By 254 votes against 
188 resolved that, ;‘Jn the ojiiriion of 
this House, it is expedient tlutt tl]o 
representatives of tljo employers’ and 
the workmen’s organisations involv(?(l 
in the present diR])ulo in the Port of 
London should nieet, with a view to 
arriving at a settloinent.” 

In thoplayof this particular liand the 
PiiiCMiER “sat out.” AhsUiincd from 
voting. 

Tuesday , — Back for a while in good 
old times. Ono of the legacies con- 
ferred upon House by Piunoe Aiithui*, 
sufliciont of itself to keep his memory 
green, is the Standing Order limit- 
ing what is paradoxically called the 
Question hour. Business commences 
at ton minutes to tlnoe. If questions 
put down for oral reply are not dis- 
posed orby a quarfor to four tlicy are 
answered, as all questions should be, 
on a printed paper circulated with the 
votes. Sharp on the stroke of a quarter 
to four real business begins. To-day, 
with Home Buie Bill first Order, it 
was twenty-five ininutes to live before 
House got into Committee. Interval 
filled up with irregular debates on 
spread of cattle pfague and religious 
tourney in Ulster, personal statemout 
from Ix)rd Rowkrt Cecil thrown in. 

Naturally debat/O on Ulster alTair the 
liveliest. Allegation was that a party 
of excursionists, largely composed of 
women and children,. were assailed by 
body of the Ancient Order of Hibern- 
ians, who dilTer from them on certain 
tlieological questions. According to 
story by OoimoN, an Ulster Member, 
the Roman Catholics were wholly to 
blame. The affair arose upon the 
action of an Ancient Hibernian, pre- 
sumably old enougli to know better, 
who “dashed into the excursion party,” 
enforcing his religious convictions with 
assistance of a shillelagh. . 

According to John Dillon the 
Ancient Order of Hibernians were meek 
as lambs, unresisting victims of the theo- 
logical arguments of the Orangemen, 
which took the concrete form of pav- 
ing-stones and half bricks. According 
to report of police, read by St. Augus- 
tine, there was lack of restraint in 
both religious camps. So impartial, 
hot to say indisoriininate, the diash of 
polemics that one police sergeant was 
kicked in the 3tomaGh, and another 
bowled over \vith half a brick. 

Effect of narrative ujx&n Winteuton 
an^ OcysiN Hugh extraordinary. Use- 
ful ie affording House some idea, of 


an Ancient. Hibernian put op the war- 
path, or an Orange -scarfed Protes- 
tant peremptory in' demand of instant 
ciiange of residence .for . the „Pope. 
Apparently botli hod amendments to 
move or remarks to make. Winter- 
ton bobbed up from above the Gang- 
way. Simultaneously Cousin Hugh, 
arms and legs twitching, half rose 
from corner seat below Gangway. Too 
polite to stand in each other’s way, 
each ono, observing intention of his 
friend to speak, hurriedly resumed his 
seat. Whereupon loss scrupulous 
Member on back bench got a look-in. 
Porformnnee repeated da capo. 

At last WiNTKitToN, his hands rev- 
erentially folded over Ins chest after 
the manner of saints in stained glass 
windows, found opportunity of giving 
notice to recur to the matter on 
motion for tho adjournment. Tins 





THE CHEHEE. 

Mr. AVedgwood Benx. 

ho did, and at cloven o’clock wo had 
tho story all over again. But it had 
lost its freshness and tlio sense of 
stolen joy in starting debate in circum- 
stances defiant of all rules of orderly 
procedure. i 

Business done.— -Wavy little; forty 
minutes of sillipg being jilched for 
Supplementary Questions, and Members 
worked up to state of irritation un- 
favourable to sober debate. 

Thursday . — Tho other day rousing 
cheer rose from both sides when, the 
Interrogative REE shavingset forth ton 
questions in succession, the Speaker 
stopped him at the eighth, remarking 
that that was sufficiently largo appro- 
priation of tho common time. IIogge, 
taking note of this new ruling, dis- 
creetly observed it. Nevertheless, whilst 
guiding his course of action by it, it 
marchait toute la route avec le cochon, 
(That's Norman French. Perhaps I 
hacl better translate it. It simply 
means in our vernacular “ He went tho 
whole Hogge.”) In brief, he occupied 
nearly a page of the Question paper 
with inquiries numbered fi'om 63 to 60 
inclusive. 


T^t bad being a f ration 

under oDO^enih of the whole number. 
But' the wily Hogge averted possible 
interference from the Chair by. sub- 
dividing each numbered question, thus 
working off a total of IH, 

Ho was beaten by Mr. Touche who, in 
a series of ten questions grouped under 
I a single numeral, enthralled the House 
I with biograpliy of John Richards, of 
60, Hatch ards Read, Upper Holloway, 
N., whoso father was bora at Nassau, 
Bahama, West Indies, who went to 
Kchcol in Brand Street, Holloway, the 
birth of whoso oldest daughter was 
registered at Somerset House 49 years 
ago, and who had fruitlessly applied for 
j an old-age pension. 

j And this in a business assembly 
wliicli sees b3foro it the prospect of 
sitting into tho month of March in 
order to deal with national affairs 
poromptorily crowded upon it ! 

Business done. — Army votes in Com- 
mittoo. Seely makes first appearance 
as Secretary of State for War. 

Writing last week about Mr. Lank- 
iujry’s attack on th(5 Pimme Minis'! er, 

T quoted a reminisconoo by tho Mrmhkr 
FOR Sauk recalling an analogous scene, 
when an Irisli Member approached tho 
Treasury Bench with thioalcning at- 
titude towards Prini'e Arthur, then 
Prime Minister. This action was 
attrihuled to Mr. Thomas O’Donnell, 
Member for West Kerry. Mr. O'Don- 
nell writes to disedaim identity with 
tho Member responsible for the scone. 

I make liastc to correct a confusion of 
names, and inucli regret any annoyance 
Mr. O’Donnell may have suffered in 
consequence of it. According to Han- 
sardt the Mend^er suspended for the 
breach of order was Mr. John 
O’Donnell, Isfeniber for South Mayo. 

“liJUTAIN AND lil-JlMANV. 

Adieus ok PuoAirNB.vT Men on thkijc He- j 
J.AT10NS.” — Staffordshire Sentinel. ' 

The views of any man on his relations 
are always interesting. 

Extract from the National Health 
Insurance Commission’s “ Official Ex- 
planatory Leaflet No. 16 ” ; — 

“For cxaniplo, let us imagine a servant who 
. . . remains in a situation lor two years with* > 
out a break. ” 

Wo will try to imagine this ; but there 
is no precedent for it in tho case of 
oiir crockery. 

“Koval Show ‘ 

Sensation 
2,000 Exuiurrs 
Sent Away.” . 

These headlines refer to the CatUe 
Disease and have nothing io dp v^ith 
the recent scandal in oonnectiGii with 
the Royal Enclosure at Asoot* 
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GARDEN SUBURB AMENITIES. 

Tub llBsni.T of a whist IHUVB has DIVIDBD tub NKIUUHOVRS FmBllOWI^ and I)K SMYTIIlt, and TltBr AUK HOW Not ON 
Sl’BAKlNd TERMS. 1 t IS COMFOBTINO TO KNOW THAT A I'llOMINlNC HEDOE SEl’AltATES TUB TWO UAUDKNH, 


LINES TO A BUTLER. 


Thomas, it was a memorable disli 1 
A miracle of culinary art 1 
Where lettuce docked the rosy-tinted fish, 

And pale cucumber played no trifling part ; 

The subtle vinegar a relish tart 

Gave to the wonder, but oh I most my praise 
Fell to those sauces — ah ! be still, my heart I 
Truly I shall remember all my days 
The magic savour of that mayonnaise. 

What wonder, Thomas, if you looked askanco 
When my fond mother took a second share, 

, Or sped o'er Juliet's head an anxious glance 
So as to see if she was playing fair ? 
Paterfamilias with a gusto rare 
Put down a generous portion on his plato, 

So that I turned in baste to see if there 
Wiss any left remaining. I may state 
That 1 was sprry 1 got helped so late. 

Andi then I saw« 0 Thomas, in your eye , 
r fieroa oan he the agony that sears 

mute remc^stifance by 
Habile of dishes disappears. 


Nobly you boro tho torment I But the iotvrs, 

Slow oozing forth, a todipus passage gtiiund 
Adown your clioeks boturrowod by tbo years. 

A sudden pity struck ino ; though it pained, 

I waved aside tiie surplus and refrained. 

I saw, in fancy, I'hoinas, yoy and him, 

Tho author of tho marvel, oyod by all 

Tliat crowd whoso speech is liushod, whose li dim’ 
Tho minor members of the servants* hall ; 

I saw you, l>ual Kings, in rapture fall 
, On that dolioiouB remnant, ah I I saw 
The light of gladness in your optica' ball, 

I heard the joyous clashing of you'* jaw* 

1 felt the satisfaction of your maw. 

How false and fleet my fancy I But who thought 
That he, that vilest little .Benjamin. 

Who stays up later tiian such children ought* 

Had room to take a second helping in I 
But so it was. We saw that child of sin > 
Pounce on the precious morsel feasting 
Your ample frame took on an aspect thin .* | 

Bec^ tne day's Jpromise. m cold lol| 

Mourned the fwed purpose of my socriflu^ 
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THE 8QLUTIOH. 

I MUST ^have looked worn and 
haggard as I entered Dorinda's mother's 
drawing-room. Dorinda was alone. 
She was sitting almost anyhow on the 
sofa reading a novel, and an extremely 
frivolous one too, 1 'm afraid. J don’t 
know what our girls are coming to, 
especially Dorinda. 

“Hullol dear old thing,’* she said 
without moving. 

Dorinda is twenty-two and it was 
high time someone spoke to her about 
it, 

“You should gob up and drop a 
curtsey,” I told her. “Now put your 
book away. Dear, dear, our manners 
seem to got worse every day.” 

“Nobody invited you to tea,” she 
said. “However, as the butler’s lot 
you in, you 'd hotter stay, 1 supiwso.” 

I sat down on the only available part 
of the sofa. 

“I hope you will endeavour to bo 
serious, Dorinda,” I said. “I do not I 
grudge you your little moment of merri- 
ment just now, but you must understand j 
tliat J have not come here this afternoon 
to crack jokes ^YiiU you. Kindly ring 
for tea,” 

I waited until the butler had loft ilic 
room before proceeding. 

“As you are aware, Dorinda,” I 
continued, “1 am not a Ladies' Man.” 

Bho shook her head over the tea-pot. 
Her hair is perfectly black, and she 
parts it in the middle and does it down 
over lier cars in two largo curly-wurly I 
tilings. A foolisli molhod. I 

“So far am I from being a Ladies’ 
Man,” 1 said, “that I somolimos oven 
go to the length of calling myself a 
misogynist — which is probably ratliei' 
a long word for yon,” 

“I take your meaning,” said Dorinda, 
“and I am on the brink of tears.” 

She liandod me a/aip of tea. 

“The prospect of marriage,” 1 went 
on, “is one which I should contemplate 
with absolutely no onthusiksm whatever. 
I am not putting it too strongly? ” 

“No, you are putting it as gently as 
you can, but my poor heart is breaking,” 
sobbed Dorinda. 

I helped myself to a jam sandwich. 

“Another salient cluiractoristic of 
mine.” I pursiied, “is that I am very 
conventional and extremely particular. 
Almost too much so, I sometimes 
think.” 

“You are an example to all €f us.” 
said Dorinda. 

I think she really meant it. 

“Anything* in the nature of a — of a 
flirtation shocks mo very^muoh. Very 
* muKodi indee.l.” * 
w ^Qh, it does me too,” said Dorinda 
fflt does.” 


I surveyed the pattern on the carpet 
in silence for some moments. 

“ These principles,” I continued, 
“ are very upright and manly, and they 
do me credit. And in theory they are 
all right. But there is a difference 
between theory and practice. It is a 
little difficult to explain why.” 

“ Oh, it is,” said Dorinda, ‘‘but you 
must try to tell me. See, I will hold 
your hand.” 

I gave her my hand without demur, 
and transferred my gaze from the car- 
pet lo my boots. 

“It may bo said that life is full of 
compromises.” 

“ Certainly it may be said,” she 
assured me, “ and it is said too.” 

" Well, my dear,” 1 concluded, “ you 
are perhaps rather young to under- 
stand, but the facts of the matter are 
these. Last week I became engaged 
to a girl called Joan. Nothing very 
much in that, you may say. But v/ait. 
Yesterday, in a weak moment, J 
pro})osed to, and was accepted by, a 
wholly separate and distinct girl called 
Nancy. I slept very badly last night. 
My health is not good enough to stand 
those sort of complications. I think 
po()[)le should bo more considerate with 
an invalid like me.” 

“ Wliich one do you like best?” 
asked Dorinda. 

“ Well, really, what an extraordinary 
question I ” 1 exclaimed. “ J can hardly 
say off-hand. Bo far as 1 have 
examined inio the matter, J should 
think there was very little to choose 
between them, Tlicy 've both gob rather 
nice names, haven’t they? What do 
you think 1 ought to do about it ? Wliy 
should 1 be w’orried like this? I’m 
I afraid to meet them,” 

“ Loor hoy,” said Dorinda com- 
passionately, “ 1 will marry you and 
protect you from them.” 

J spiang up. “Tliat’s a splendid 
idea!” I cried. “Of course, if I were 
married to you, it would solve the 
whole difficulty. 1 could go to Nancy 
and say quite simply, * You see how 
it is, I mean ’ — and the same with 
Joan, and it would bj all right.” 

Dorinda, Iier tears banished, smiled 
liappily up at mo, 

“Have 1 helped you, dear old thing ? ” 

“ Of course )ou have,” I said. “You 
arc — The Solution.” 

And it seemed so at the time, but, as 
I have not yet managed to make the 
little explanation either to Joan or to 
Nancy, it occur.s to mo sometimes in 
thoughtful montents that I am moro 
deeply involved than ever. 

The New Summer Dish* 

From a City bill-of-fare : — 

“ Mincod Boo and Poached 


I PACIFIC FASHIONS. 

[Thcro is a treniondtjuo amount of excitement 
juttt now in fashionable Fijian ciitiles. Their 
fashioD-determinator is exisjctod to return from 
Ijondon with the very newest modes designed 
to meet local requirements.] 

Though the sun is gaily glancing 
On a sea of bluest blue, 

Though the little waves arc dancing 
As they almost always do, ” 

For the nonce we find the weather 
Unimportant altogether. 

We have other things to think of — 
Things that call for all our care — 
Are we not upon the brink of 
Hearing wJiat we ought to wear? 
Yes, awaiting the moineritous 
Nows that London town has sent us ? 

For tlic ship at any minute 
May bo steaming up the roads, 
Bearing (precioiiy freight) within it 
All the very latest modes ; 

Modes that our determinator 
Has designed with their creator. 

Yo, by wdioni our fates are moulded, 
Wo are all agog to see 
If our loin-cloths should ho folded 
Into two or into three ; 

'Tis a question that perplexes 
All the smart of both tlic sexes. 

Arc wo wearing vine- or fig-leaves 
When wo make our hows at coui t? 
Is it small or is it big leaves? 

Are our girdles long or sliort? 

Is it pinnies for the body ? 

Or are pinnies quite ? 

What of ornaments and so forth ? 

Shall the gayest of our Hj)a)‘ks 
Deck their noses wlien they go forth 
With tlic tcetli of pigs or sharks? 
Have tlio hones of soles and Jloimders 
Now become the w'car of bounders? 

Waft, yo winds, oh, w’aft your hardest 1 
Speed upon tliy fateful cruise 
Like a bird, O ship that guardest 
In thy liull the latest news ! 

Slumber there can ba no moro for us 
Till we know wliat lies in store for us. 


“ In order to raiKC money to clear his clinrch 
of debt the Kov. T. Smith, vicar of Grooiihill, 
Harrow, lOhoJved uever to wear a hat until all 
liabilities were jwid. ' — Mirror. 

On a technicality the vicar escapes the 
charge of “ going round with the hat.” 


*“ I think I must have been borai unlucky.’ 

‘ Wltat makes 3-011 say that ? ' 

‘ Well, for iristiuee, I uciit to a cricket match 
once. There were twenty- two players on the 
field, two umpires, and 10,000 people looking 
on, and — the ball hit me ! ' " Weekly. 

llow to brighten cricket— lei the whole 
eleven bat at once. 
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' ON choosInq a piano. 

lA aoH^estions by » well-bnowu Clerk of 
^ the Sceloa.] 

Seloot a piano as you would a huntor 
—or a wife. 

There are several breeds of pianos— 
the Ckittage, the Baby G rand , theU prigh t 
Grand, the Semi-Grand, the Grand, the 
Pouble Grand and the Gorgeous. The 
last-earned, embellished with folding 
doors ftnd jewelled in sixteen holes, 
it is at once a thing of beauty and a 
cabinet of mystery. When your host 
til rows open its ornamental portals you 
begin to wonder if ho is going to look 
for a clean collar or to show you tlio 
razor-edged crease on his new evening 
trousers. When he seats Jiimsolf before 
it you imagine that ho has forgotten 
your presence and is about to attend to 
his correspondence, and wlion the flag 
falls the beauty of the first few opening 
bars of one of Mendelssohn’s “ Songs 
Without Words ” is lost upon you. 

Having decided on the kind of piano 
you want, or your wife wants, or the 
most important member of your house- 
hold insists upon having, you enter the 
establishment in wliich this particular 
bfcod is stabled. Have courage. 

Take a good look round first, with an 
eye to form and colour. Avoid the 
chestnuts and light bays. A good up- 
standing dark roan will probably attract 
your attention before long. Approach 
it in a soothing manner on the near 
side. Spend a moment in admiring 
the straight foreleg tapeiing to the 
fetlock or castor- joint, and before 
exposing the keyboard open the man- 
hole at the top and peer into the 
place “ whore tlio notes come from,*’ 
This will convince the groom in 
attendance that you are not a novice. 
If the light is bad strike a match, but 
not on the polished top ; strike only 
I on the back of the box, whore the wood 
! is plain. Note the position of the 
carburetters, and having satisfied your- 
self that the thing is fitted throughout 
with the Major’s special wires and has 
a good action, open its mouth and have 
a look at the ivories. 

The question now arises : Are they 
really ivory, or are they bonzaline ? 
You see, it makes such a difl’erence in 
the angle when playing “ The Long 
Jenny,” for instance. Having settled 
this knotty point to your entire satis- 
faction 70U cannot do better than look 
I for a nice G. Most xiianos include a 
few of these in their curriculum. If 
you can't find one, select an A or a B, 
or some other easy note, and strike it 
fairly and squarely. Don't bo nervous 
and foozle the shot. Tilt your hat on 
we side so as to rest your ear against 
the sotmdmg-board. If there is any 


poiMTa OP vim 



The river as it ati’eauh to the winnkiw of ax easy Haim?, 
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Ah it ai'PEAUs to the luhekh of a mauh iivrK, 


wheezing the brute is a roarer, and you 
should pass on ; but if Uie breathing is 
quite regular and melodious you are 
possibly on a good thing and should 
make excursions among the other 
notes. Don’t bo in a hurry. The place 
doesn't close for another five minutes, 
and business probably isn’t so brisk 
that the manager will call, “ Time, 
gentlemen, please I ” before ho has 
taken your order. 

Having assured yourself that the 
chest and lungs are all right, the pitch 
has to be considered. Don't prorfounco 
it as too high or too low or too uneven 
until you have tried a few overs — or 
overtures, as they are sometimes called. 


I If not tlienlo your liking have it rolled 
I hotwoou the innings and try again. 


From a letter in The York$hin Pont : 

“Th« liiiul ahiirkH auv ahroAil 
Bivcly in thin niid otlar aihI siti 

thoir own i.eutft lAviahly." 

This puts the din'erence between the 
land and the sea sliark very neatly. 

*' yKurKTtJAL Monux. Tho inim ipln of 
pfirptftiuil motion win lovoivlml <0 lii' 1»*u ynaara | 
1 am willing to ooninmuiraU it to iuyonN ' 
for £1,000,000. If lUTt UiK!, I olatfin ncitfiing* 
What do you adviar I 

Make it 9d* Cxlms, utul wo ’ll tlsk it.* 
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THIf BIRTHDAY. 

(Co9?tint(ntcai(^(2 (jy a Cake-Bater,) 

Thb 1st 6f July Peggy*s birthday^ and we made up 
our minds tbnt it was to be a good one. We all love 
birthdays, except Dad, and he doesn't take the least interest 
in his own birthday. He says it has come round much too 
often and he"s cj^uite tired of it and doesn't want to hear 
any more about it. It comes early in Januaiy, very soon 
after Ohristmas, so wo don't mind so much, if it came in 
April or May or August we should insist on making it a 
gr^t day, for our family has no feasts or birthdays in those 
months, and it wouldn't be right to waste a chance of 
having one of our “ joyments and joycings " — that 's what 
John calls them, wo all think it would be best for a family 
to have a birthday in every month of the year ; but when I 
told this to Mum sbe pretended to give a shriek of horror 
and said the mere thought of a family of ten children was 
too terrible. Four were trouble enough, and if she had to 
provide food and clothes and boots for more than twice as 
many she thought she would never bo able to pay the bills. 
She would have to pine away into an early grave. So 
perhaps we bad better stay as wo are. 

Peggy's birthday came on a Monday, and on the Saturday 
wo hacl all got our presents for her. We all asked her 
questions so as to find out what she really wanted. Of 
course we didn't say, What would you like, Peggy ? " 
Wo were much more cunning than that. We said, “ Peggy, 
if you had to give something to a little girl of about eight 
or ton years old, what would you got for her ? " Or, Did 
you see any nice things in the shop windows when you 
were in Barksbury yesterday?" It was quite successful, 
and we found out what she wanted ; only John said he 
must buy her a sewing-machine, because she told him that 
was the one thing in the world for her, and ho asked Dad 
ip give him the money for it. In the end ho got her a box 
qf soldiers ; but he promised her a sewing-machine next 
time, and he has already saved up three pennies and a 
half-penny stamp; but he has licked most of the gum 
off the stamp, and I don’t think it will be much use 
next July. 

Dad got a little trinket, shaped like a heart, with a gold 
chain for it; and Mum bought her a “Book of Heroes" 
full of battle-pictures. My present was a paint-box, and 
Rosie's was a drawing-block. She has already painted the 
Battle of Waterloo on it, and she has begun the Battle 
of Balaclava. 

It was the hardest work in the w^orld to keep John from 
tolling Peggy all about the presents. She was very sly 
about it. She prouqisod him a sixpenny aeroplane if ho 
would say, and he was just going to when wo came in and 
put our hands over his mouth. After this we had to 
watch him very carefully, find, of course, ho tried to tease 
us by nearly telling her, but not quite. Ho would say, 
“ Dad’s present is a — hum, hum, hum, and Helen's present 
is a box of, box of, box of. Now you know, and I shan’t 
say any more." Ho made Rosie and me very nervous, but 
he didn't tell, after all. Dad said we mustn’t expect kiin to 
help us in curbing John, for he himself felt exactly like 
John. He said ho was so excited ho could hardly stop 
himself from telling Peggy everything, and he thought ho 
would have to go away to Brighton or somewhere till the 
happy day arrived, I think this was true. Dad doesn't 
care a bit about his own birtlidcy, but be always takes 
a tremendous interest in ours, and he wouldn't miss the 
birthday eake for a thousand pounds. He said so bimsdf. 
Besides^ VeggyiB the ymmmt girl, and Dad always spoils 
' her a little. Onoei wben ,he was away from home aWit 
^0 years ago, he W a letter atmut a tooth of hers 


, — — . — ^ . 1 , , , , 

whieb out when sh, •vtita ^ 

This is it. ''.PflSffr'keDt it:— 

» DitAB Itother, to ^ t^ib, 

informs me yon *ve lost a mpst beautiful t^th ; a small one, 
a white one, a sharp, not a blhnt one ; a tooth that waa aeen, 
since the tooth was a front one; and she adds in h tone 
which, no doubt, she thinks witty, that the loss Of the tooth 
doesn't make you more pretty 1 
“ When the news came, dear Peggy, I tore out my hair, 
knocked my head on the floor and gave way to despair; 
beat my face to a jelly and sliced off a leg, just to shqwjbow 
1 grieved for the tootnlet of Peg. But 1 *11 Sew on Imy leg 
and my face I '11 restore, take my head off the planks and 
be cheerful once more, for I 've somehow remembered what 
once I was told — that a new tooth will come in the place of 
the old. In the meantime, dear Peggy, be good and keep 
tidy and remember I 'm coming to hug you on Friday; and 
I hope, oh, I hope, you '11 be jolly and glad (though you 're 
minus a tooth) in the arms of Your Dab." 

It was Rosie who first found out that this letter was in 
poetry. It doesn't look like it, though. 

I have almost forgotten to say that the birthday went off 
splendidly. Peggy screamed for joy over all her presents, 
and we all enjoyed the cake with nine candles and the 
crackers after tea. My birthday comes next, but it 's weeks 
and weeks away. 

GLEN. A SHEEP-DOG. 

I KEK there isna a. p'int in yer held, 

I ken that yo 're auld an’ ill. 

An* the dogs yo focht in yer day are deid, 

An* I doot that ye 'vo focht yer fill ; 

Ye 're the dourest deevil in Lothian land, 

But, man, the he'rt o' ye 's simply grand ; 

Yo 're done an' doited, but gio 's yer hand 
An’ we '11 thole yo a whilie still. 

A daft-like character aye yo 've been 
Sin the day I brocht ye haAe, 

When I bocht ye doon on the Caddens green 
An' gied ye a guid Scots name ; 

Yo've spiled the sheep an* ye’ve chased the stirk. 

An’ rabbits was mair tae yer mind nor work, 

An' ye 've left i' the morn an’ stopped till mirk,, 

But I ’ve keepit ye a’ the same. 

Mebbe ye 'ro failin' an* mebbe I 'm weak. 

An' there 's younger dogs tao fee, 

But I doot that a new freen 's ill tao seek, 

An' I 'm thinkin' I *11 let them be ; 

Yo 've whiles been richt whaur I 've thocht wrang, 

Ye ' ve liked me woel an’ ye 've liked me lang. 

An' when there 's ane o* us got tao gang — 

May the guid Lord raak' it me. 

Lines on Three Lady Kovelists. 

( JVith apologies to Dryden.) 

Three Sibyls, in throe diff'rent decades born, 

Caused the judicious grievously to mourn. 

The first in cataclysmic gush surpassed ; 

The next in lusoiousness ; in both the last. 

Nature, exhausted hy the Barclay boom, 

Demands a respite till the crack of doom. 

From a catalogue of The World^s Greatest Picture® ” 

“Jaaem the Aixstriaii TfoI. MsoWhirtor, L, 

The oolouring of the Baedeh$r is oonsidered a 
piece of work. , \ 








1 rs4 ^ /***(%, #/SI Vf'wi 

School nuuttcr, “Now, you undebstand tuat heat expands matter and cold contracts it. c'JrvE me an example/* 
BrigU H&y, “Please, Sir, the days are longest in summer.'* 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch * 9 Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

I LAY aside Mr. C. B. Fry's new book on Batsrnanship 
(Eveleioh Nash), realising that whatever runs I may have 
made in my cricket career (now close^ were all of no value, 
since tliey were all made wrongly. Looking back on the 
past, after studying the many photographs of perfection in 
this work, I can see that I stood wrongly, 1 held my bat 
wrongly, I lifted it wrongly, T swung it wrongly. In short, 
the only satisfaction I can feel — and that is a very poor 
one— is that now and then the runs which I obtained by 
these deplorable means were of use in swelling the score 
and thus helping to win the match. But that is nothing ; 
accurate style is the thing. Still, the English oaj^tain, 
although he has robbed so many of my best memories of 
their joy (for I rather fancied my batting), has provided me 
also with the materials of reprisal ; and I am taking his book 
to Leeds to wateh his innings against the South Africans, 
with it in mv hand, and see exactly why he gets out ; for 
the text itsaH leaves that point a mystery. 

%he Ani^eh ** best-seller" is a sort of unceutb growth 

else in the world of print. 


In what, one asks, does its attraction for its hundrcMt thou- 
sand readers consist ? As a rule the story is rathor dull. 
In the case of the latest of the species to ooitte to my 
notice, Mr. Chaiilkb Major's The Touchstone of IhHune 
(Macmillan), the story is oxtromoly (kill. The sueuo is 
laid at tho Court of Oharlks the Bwcjono, and the narmtive 
lumbers along without a thrill for jLwo hundred and hincty- 
oight pages. Yet, in iny mind's uyo, 1 can see It \mng 
devoured by thousands from tho blv(n*glades of Florida to 
Melonsquashville, Tenn. Why? It is no use the ^bUahor 
telling mo in his preliminary announcoineut tbatit “morq 
nearly resembles When Knighthood toas in Flower t ihe first 
great sUcccss of this writer, than anything he has Since 
done," for I have never been able to fathom the reasons 
which induced fi\o hundred thousand people to buy the 
book ho names. No, it is one of those things no fellow can 
understand. Best-sellers are beet-seUers, and that is all 
that can be said. To me tho most interesting thin|t about 
The Touchstone of Fortune Is the breo»y American Way in 
which the ohatactera spaiak. ** Do you suppose w# could 
have made a mistake?" seks WaiprwnatH. on pa|(| 

“ You cutely did," says King 0 haiih 9S (champing li:wabiy, 
1 have ho doubt, at his ohewlng-gam ^ ho spoke)^| Audi 
say, Mr; MLron; WhUe I remember it, your gtam«i|i^ sure 
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ia dn the blink* A faigh^oned genius like you« way up among 
the gteai American AoveUsts« shouldn't ought to hand out 
a sentence like Frances was the last girl y9ho I should 
have supposed ca^al^e of dying of love." Gut out this line 
of talki CfsdkUiJis, ilr back to the bench for yours. 

The Panel (Constablk) has' put me in sonietliing of a 
quandary. If Mr. Foiio Madox Hueff’eu, for whose gifts 
as an author I have the highest appreciation, had come to 
me end said, “ J am now going to tell you a funny story," 1 
should undoubtedly have bopn delighted. I should have 
hoard the tale throughout with attention, and at the end 
might — if asked for it— have given an opinion judiciously 
blending friendship and diplomacy in the usual proportions. 
But to a third person who should seek my counsel on the 
subject, all I could honestly say would ho, “ Mr, Huepfeb 
is in his own line both an artist and a genius ; as a painter 
of historical prose pictui'es he 1ms few rivals. But for 
goodness' sake don’t lot him toll you the story that ho calls 
funny, for it bored mo to death ! ’’ Well, I am sorry to say 
that has to stand as my considered judgment upon 2'he 
Panel* What it was all about is diflicult to toll, because 
not one of the char- 
acters seemed to me 
sufficiently real to 
produce any definite 
impression* There 
was a Major Foster^ 
who appeared to 
have been flirting 
with several farcical 
young women, all of 
whom turned up as 
his fellow-guests in 
the same country 
house. And there 
was a Lady Nancy, 
who pretended to be 
a servant in order 
to fascinate him — 
though it is only 
fair to add that the 
Major know his 
Goldsmith, and was no more imposed upon by this ancient 
manoeuvre than I was. But oh, the dreariness of all their 
antics ! I shall have to read Ladies . Whose Bright Eyes 
again at once in order to recall Mr. Hueffeb in his best 
mood. 


despair of her ^^holy alchemy" as a ui^ivs^at solvent for 
them* ^ 


ilfr. Bohert Lindmy, of Wester Mearns, who was in- 
tended for the Kirk, but unhappily got sent down from 
Glasgow College, and thereafter left his home and set out 
to see the world, acknowledges in one passage of Dead 
Men's Bells (Sbckbb), which is the story of his adventures 
as narrated or rather edited by Fredkbick Niven*, the 
debt that he owes to Daniel Defoe. All the same, I 
consider Mr, Lindsay something of a niggard in confessions 
of gratitude ; for when I tell you that he set oyt for the 
Carolinas in a ship whose captain intended to wreck her 
for the benefit of the owner; that the captain was a 
drunkard and bullied his cabin-boy; that Mr, Lindsay 
made friends with the mate, Mr, Wylie, a canny man but 
no believer in women ; that the ship was run down by a 
pirate vessel, and that Messrs. Wylie and Lindsay escaped 
by clinging to the pirates’ bowsprit ; that they wore wrecked 
on the West Highland coast and took to the heather ; that 
they were entertained in the Appin country by men who 
feared the red-coats and hated the Campbells— you will 

begin to understand 
that wo should not 
have been very likely 
to hear the sound of 
Dead Men's Bells 
(which is another 
name for fox-glovos) 
if Stevenson had 
never written Kid- 
napped, Putting 
aside the unabashed 
plagiarism of his 
theme, Mr. Niven 
tells a good story, 
gives a fine impres- 
sion of the lonely 
grandeur of High- 
land scenery, is an 
expert navigator, and 
possibly uses a better 
Scots dialect than the 
compromise employed by K. L. S. And, at any rate, I have 
to thank him heartily for rousing in me once more the 
delicious if vicarious thrill of Btuaut hatred for the names 
of Lovat and Aboyll. 



m / ormarfioii ). “ExorsK MI2, but ark you the oldest inhabitant?” 
Native, “No, Sir; I be only the village idiot.” 


** To me the work of making the mind clear by first-hand 
experience is the holy alchemy of life. 1 call it Solemnisa- 
tion^ but 1 recognise it also under the mask of Levity." 
That is the prrfaoe to* The Solevmizaiion of Jackhn, by 
Plobence Fabr (FiPiELDb Evidently a very clever and 
profound book. But I snould have been obliged if the 
author had made up her mind whether she wdshed to pro- 
duce a piece of flippantly unpleasant phantasy or of even 
lees agreeable but wholesome realism. There is no story to 
speak of, but a series of attractions and repulsions which go 
to make tholbigber Alchemy, Jacklin marries, philanders, 
divorces, marries again, and is finally solemnized into taking 
back her first husband. My own Solemnization (which 1 
recc^ised tinder the mask of Boredom) had taken place 
aatlier, but I persevered manfully in the hope of finding 

i ‘ustifioation for the pretentious brevity ^of that preface. 

' think there are indignations and siucentios under these 
strewn leaVes of a reckless verbiage and an even more reck- 
less philosophy. ]3ut the author's medium is not the novel. 
A^d in any case^ with the ills of life as bad as they ate^ 1 


In the generous comely girth 
Of Col. St. Quintin’b Chances 
Of Sport Of Sorts there is fact and mirth 
For a dozen superb romances. 

Hardly a goal to be won 

With a rod or a rein or a rifle 
But he has reached with a bumper of fun. 
And the risk ticked off as a trifle. 

And he 's made, with a hand well-skilled, 
Not, as your smoke-room crack would, 
A tedious tale of Things I 've Killed, 

But a tip-top volume (Blackwood). 


“Tho order and discipline of this splendid fleet ai*e superb. It is 
ready to go anywhere and do notliing ,” — Daily Mail, 

Surely this is an understatement. There must be same 
hidden tiflont in the Nav^ for doing something^ whi<ih a 
timely Daily Mail competition might reveal. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

In conneotlon with the meeting be- 
tween the Kaiser and the Tsar it is 
said that an enterprising American 
newspaper cabled to the Kaiser offer- 
ing him a princely fee if he would go 
to the conferonoo as its representative, 
and report fully what took place there. 
Apparently, however, in spite of the 
KAfSEgi's desire to please our American 
cousins, 4ho deal could not bo arranged. 

The ups and downs of Royalty! 
Only recently the King was in the 
Royal Box. Last week ho was in the 

Bit. * 

iSpoaking on Iho subject of Compul- 
sory Military Training, Colonel SeiGjY 
said, “I think all,’- 
will agree that that 
question is out of 
the range of practical 
politics until after 
the next war.” Is 
our now War Min- 
ister also among the 
pessi mists? It looks 
as jf ho thinks tlio 
victorious Cerrniins 
may insist on it. 

Jtisiiot, we fancy, 
generally known 
tiuit, at tlio lieiglit 
of ilio discussion on 
the undonnannijig 
of our Navy, there 
was something like 
a panic one day at 
the Shepherd’s 
Bush Exhibition. 

It was rumoured 
that Mr. Winston’ 

Churchill was coming with a press- 
gang to capture the able-bodied seamen 
who work “ The Witching Waves,” 

' * ' 

One still sighs for a Business Cov- 
ornraent. The Admiralty held a sale of 
old war craft last week. It seems 
incredible that the unrivalled oppor- 
tunity of advertising this sale by moans 
of telling placards on the bulls of the 
‘220 vessels which took part in the great 
review should not have been seized. 

’I'' 

And why is it left to private enter- 
prise to draw attention to the record 
bargains which may be picked up in 
consols ? It is said that at one news- 
paper office the gentleman who is 
responsible for the preparation of the 
posters each day has received instruc- 
tions that, in the absence of a direction 
to the contrary, the first item is always 
tp be 

OoKBOLS Down Again. 


The Dutch Government intends to 

E rc03od with the erection of a. powerful 
eavily-armed fort at Flushing. The 
bookmakers who were recently expelled 
from that town will perhaps see now 
how hopeless are their prospects of 
being able to force their way in again. 

The German Professors Emmerich 
and Loew declare that the average 
man would have more joy, energy and 
brain power if ho consumed a greater 
quantity of chalk. Our dairymen have 
appreciated this fact for years, but they 
are constantly being thwarted by the 
ignorance of our Food Inspectors. 

Mr. II. A. IIauhen has withdrawn 
his candidature in the Jjiboral interest 

fnr RrLm«it.!inl« n.a n. nrf'if.pflh nfriiirml. fVin 


Conference had met at Chicago, it might 
have come to a different conclusion. 





It is good to hea^thut Mr.l*LOWDEW 
is now out of dangOr. It enly remains 
to hope that his recent oi^enation did 
not concern either his funny bone or 
his jocular veim ^ 

M. ANATonn new hook 

bears the title, onf mf^ 

In view of the quantiU of water which 
has rooontly escaped from t)>e heavens 
wo can well believe that there may be 
a drought up there. 

sic t 

A report presented In the London 
County Cknuuiil EdueiiUon (kmimittoe 
declares English Uteral.uiu to Ik* a 
sulqoct “ wliich is not ul utilitarian 
advanUgo ” This, 
pei'liiq^s, the rim- 
son wliy our writers 
j)nHluc'^ HO little 
it nowsda)'*. 


i]h 


AT THE ETON AND HARROW MATCH. 

Lnjjoiiant Lady {fo d^ep square-leg). “WouU) you kinduy movk away? 

•ONSIULE FOR MY JiAUCaiTKR TO SEE MY NKFIIKW WHO IS UATJTNO.” 


treatment of the Suffragists in prison. 
The Liberal loaders, it is said, rospeot- 
fully suggested that the Labour Candi- 
dates at Hanley and Crewe should 
follow this manly precedent. 

“Will the day over come,” asks a 
writer in The Observer, “ when Hanley 
will have its ideal Member — Mr. Arnold 
Bennett? ” Oh that the law as to libel 
would allow us to suggest the name of 

the ideal Member for llauwoll ( 

* 

The House of Lords has decided that 
the Crystal Palace may bo sold, and it 
is said that a syndicate of Suffragettes 
has offered, if the building is to be 
demolished, to do the work for nothing, 
just for the sake of the practice. 

♦ Hi 
fK 

The International Bible Students' 
Conference at Washington has voted 
unanimously that Hell does not exist. 
In New York it is thought that, if the 


A sDiKruiuon of the 
Shouhill luiH been 
prosun tud to llie /oo- 
logi<!al Houioty. Uis 
said to hu (ho uglitmb 
civaiiiro in iim world, 
aiul was Ihu subjoob 
of much good- 
natured (ihhll from 
the other iGutnals un 
its arrival llvuntho 
Wart Hog iw said to 
have whinpunul, 
“ Hollo, Nosey I as 
it passed. 

i. ^ 

According to Mio 
founder of a widl 
known LatUim* Club, 
club life has the effect of making women 
younger and more beautiful. Home of 
thoHo institutions are, of course, frankly 
called Toilet Clubs. 

The announcement that a (cinema- 
tograph Theatre was showing 
*\]ack Johnson in the IUno ” 
was rosponsihle for a ceiiain amount 
of disappointment among a iipmlior of 
earnest WagnoriicM who made a piL 
grimage to the theatre in quesUon. 


It’h guiTE 


We pluck the following from Miss 
May CROMMEiiiN’H “ folirring stanzas ” 
(/\M.Cr.), entitled “Sons of Ulster”: — 
“ You sent uh bi'io, U HriUiii, 

To hold tho Ijluk North, 
il'o ftow and nTti]» hiuI loval 
JVIuH havn Wt; hrvk>‘u froth i 

If a cockney rhyme was essonlia), the 
last word should havt^ been hro(r)ih, 
It goes better with No) th,” and makes 
I quite good enough eense. 


VOL. CXLlll. 
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OYE?j OYEZ! 

[TkoughU on imitaUdH^hivalryt iuggestcd by the 
jS^tVb CotiH lournammL] 

Loud rang the shock of lance on steel ; 

Out flew the swords with windy gust ; 

The tossing plumes were carved like veal 
And bit the Elizabethan dust ; 

Yet, in that hfgh and noble tourney, none 
Of those who joined the fray with all their spurs on 
Cared how his head was damaged, so ho won 
A glance of Beauty's eyes (from Lady Cuuzon). 

Of old the Knights of Arthub’s Court, 

Lest in repose their thews should rot, 

Were wont to joust by way of sport, 

When lisfs were set at Camelot ; 

A mimic warfare, yet it made them strong 
To dare all deeds that might become their Order -- 
** To ride abroad redressing human wrong,” 

And thrust a real foe back beyond their border. 

To-day the self-respecting liege 

Still plays at chivalry just the same. 

Only — the cry “ Noblesse oblige 1 ” 

Is Boldom heard outside the game ; 

When people, noticing our rotten state, 

Ask, “ Why has England's knighthood fallen so low ? ” 
He answers, *' What about this Earl’s Court f6tc? 

And how superbly wo beliave at polo I ” 

Ah, Sirs, if 1 may change at will 
From chaff to earnest in a breath. 

Wrongs unredressod are with us still — 

Hunger and want, disease and death ; 

Powers of tlio dark o’errun these Christian realms 
J'or lack of knightly service. Come, let ’s see, then. 
How, wearing England’s favour on your helms. 

Ye, too, can ride abroad to break the heathen. ” 

0. S. 


THE PARADISE OF POLITICS. 

[In the manner of Lorna” of The British Weekly."'] 

I SPENT a delicious afternoon last Tuesday on the 
Terrace at Westminster as one of the guests of Sir 
Thoopompus Luther, M.P. for the Mushton Division of 
Slopshire. Our party included Sir Cbadley and Lady 
Bandon, Dr. and Mrs. Heber Chopo, Professor Tertius 
Toshley, the Rov.« Eli Snuggs, B.D., Miss Aholibamah 
Jubb, Lady Goldnoy Horner, and Master Boaz Horner, 
who had recently recovered from a seve^ro attack of 
German measles and was unfortunately obliged to wear 
a respirator. 

We wore shown the lions and lionesses by our courteous 
host, and as it was at the height of the season and hand- 
some gowns were worn at almost every table the tout 
ensemble was all that could bo desired. Mr. “*Lulu" 
Habcoubt was the only Cabinet Minister who took his 
tea in the open air. Mr. Harcoukt has grown graver 
and more dignified in the last six years, but he still exhales 
the same spiritual suavity, the same debonair unction, 
which have always made him a vital force in earnest Badical 
circles. He was^ wearing a grey frock suit with a white 
tall hat and a collar almost, if not quite, aq high as those 
affected by the present Earl Spbnceb. Altogether, a fine, 
well-groomed, statesmanlike, urbane and gracious figure. 
I overheard him sp^ial]^ ask for China tea, and noticed 
' that he partook of apricot jam with his bread-and-butter. 


Load Obbwb'b Mastbbt of hm Jjiktm. 

After tea our kind host conducted us into the House of 
Iiords, where we heard Lord Cbbwa addressing a large and 
deeply interested audience with impassioned cdoquepoe md 
vlyacit;;^. Lord Obbwb was wearing a fawn-coloured waist* 
coat with magenta spots. He has the face of a dreamer 
and idealist, with luminous eyes and a butterfly moustache, 
and the timbre of his voice reminded us strikingly of Dr. 
Wuthering Waddell, of Arbroath. Lord Bosbbbry may 
well be proud of his gifted son-in-law, who holds Dpper 
Chamber in the hollow of his hand. We also ^aw Lord 
Moblev of BLACKnuiw. who was reading the article on 

Armageddon ” in The British Weekly witjh an expression 
of awestricken solemnity; Lord Courtney op Pbnwjth, 
who followed Lord Crewe's sallies with intense and boyish 
enthusiasm ; and Lord Haldane, bland and sphinx-like, 
whoso wonderful resemblance to that noble-hearted Con- 
gregationalist leader, Dr. Methuselah Spong, of Dalwhinnie, 
was never more strikingly displayed. Indeed our host was 
only just in time to prevent Professor Toshley leaping on to 
the Woolsack to salute — as he thought — his old friend and 
follow-student. The dejection that reigned on the Tory 
benches was indeed remarkable. Lord Lanbdowne’s hair 
was rumpled, Lord SELnoHNE wore a wilted mien, and 
liOrd CuRZON positively shuddored beneath the torrential 
stream of Lord Ckewk’s impetuous indictment. 

Mr. Burns to the Rescue. 

On our return to the Terrace an incident occurred which 
might have had a painful termination, but fortiinittely 
ended without disaster. Master Boaz Horner, who had 
been liberally treated by our hospitable host to ginger-beor 
and cracknels, was suddenly seized with a violent choking 
fit, to the consternation of his mother. At this moment 
Mr. John Burns came out on the Terrace, and, swiftly 
taking in the situation, leapt over the intervening chairs, 
seized Master Boaz Horner, smote him violently on the 
back, and held him upside down over the Terraco wall until 
the spasms liad subsided. Mr. Burns has grown whiter 
and rather thinner in the last seven years, but otherwise 
he is just the same vigorous athletic capable man whom I 
first saw at Westbourne Chapel, listening to a sermon by 
Dr. Boanerges Bopp in October, 1896. 

A Glimpse op Lloyd George. 

As wo left the House we had the extraordinary good 
fortune to see Mr. Lloyd George stepping into an R.U.A.T. 
taxi and driving off in the direction of Downing Street, 
amid the loud cheers and benedictions of a crowd which 
had been waiting for hours for a glimpse of England's 
darling statesman. The taxi-driver seemed nervously 
conscious of his tremendous responsibility, for he sounded 
his horn repeatedly. The Chancellor, who wore a dark 
lounge suit and a Trilby hat and was smoking an Intimidad 
cigar, scorned in radiant spirits and responded to the cheers 
of Dr. Snuggs with a gracious inclination of bis noble head. 
Other statesmen may have surpassed Mr. Lloyd George 
in physical strength or stature or their mastery of Latin 
and Greek, but certainly no one has ever approached 
him in what the Rev. Wanless Dodder has so happily 
called the consecrated ingenuity" which he has dedicated 
to the service of the suffering masses. 


“Two huiidi-cd metres . . . First Heat; C. D. Redpatk (Aiwerioa). 
Time 226 niiiia. 10 secs. , . . Third Heat ; J. J. Courtoey (America). 
Time 2|V bco?," — Vorksldrc JEveniiig Nem* 

We can only duppoae that Bbdpatr was npb fully ex- 
tended, but we imagine that Courtney wodifl idwayB 
beat him. 
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THE KNIGHT OF THE MAPLE -tEAF. 

Sm B 08 »BM. "LADY, AN THEBE BE AN AEMAGEDDON OR OTHER SCRAP TOWARD. 
QOBNTriilB' iN-rr. . . ■ 

Bwfia^ I COULD DESIRE NO BETTER CHAMPION t ' * > 





RETRIBUTION. 


jr • — 


Mri. A., WITO rr.AlMS to have done MOUE foe the OVI LE and MOTOK car INDUkTUV than any man, ham HEEN OHhERKD 

WAI.KINO KNEIICISE »Y HIS DOCTOR. TlIlS IS HIS FIRST SATURDAY AFTERNOON IN A NoilTlIKRN SUliUKH. 


SOO-TL 

A Tekinesb. 

Soo-Ti, J tlmnk tlie caroful fato 
That made you wiso and obstinate, 
Alert, but with a proper pride, 

And gay, but wondrous dignified. 

I praise your black and tilted nose ; 

1 praise your heart’s deep love that 
j shows 

In songs made up of whimpering 
cries 

And in the radiance of your eyes 
(And if they bulge — forgive the 
allusion — 

Are eyes the worse for such protrusion? 
The smaller eyes are, sure, the blinder, 
And size makes every kind eye kinder). 
Next with afifection’s look I note 
The gloBsjr levels of your coat, 

Where a rich black doth most prevail. 
Shading to beaver in your tail, 

And lightly f^ing as it reaches 
The tufted things you wear as breeches. 

The dweller on the cushion purrs 
No less when Soo-Ti barks and stirs. 


She blinks and blinks and lots you 
share 

Her bowl of milk, her fav’rilo chair. 
For you slie hides her cruel claw 
And taps you with a velvet paw ; 

And, mastered by your lordly air, 

For you is meek and debonair. 

Even should you growl her hair stays 
flat : 

Be sure she thinks you half a cat. 

But you 're a Dog and know your job : 
Oft have I seen you hob-a-nol), 

And grandly gracious to unbend 
With a Great Dane, your bumblo friend. 
As on the lawn with him you roll, 

He makes your very being droll. 

Yet how you set to work to flout bin’., 
To tease and gnaw and dance about 
him! 

You risk the pressure of his paws, 
Plunge all you are within his jaw s, 
And, swelling to a final rage, 

With pin-point teeth the light en'gage, 
While he submits his silly size 
To every insult you devise. 

At last, withdrawing from the fuss, 
You come and tell your talc to us, 


Hearing aloft through every roiuu 
Your high tiul’s und<^foate<f plume, 

Till, fed with triumphs, you HuliEido, 
And sleep and doff }our nativi' pride, 

( 'Omposing in a wicker fane 
Tliobo limbs that terrify the Dune. 

So, Soo-Ti, 1 bavo*tried to juaisc 
Yourself and all your winning w^aj^s, 
Gonterit if I Inay guard and please 
My little dusky i'ekiiieBO. 

B. Cn II. 

*' Amid iiiUmfloly diunuiti'} »e6m‘« vcMilu t 
iu lh» [trolongi'd (Umurm trial giv«n 

to-djiy. (JuDlrury to oxntiotatioiHi, tim jiiiy 
found that livo wcit guilty of miudor on all 
ooimts, and vrif* wntom 'JU ytiaii#’ hard 

lahour."— -/M i/// *V< us . 

This will bo a lesson to any fniuro 
juries which try to interfere with the 
goodtrfwork which this Hooioty is carry- 
ing on. 

From The Hose of l^ife by Enri» 
Adelaide Eowlandb - 

“ ‘ oil I iluhbi'i vd diily/' 

We cannot do this, 
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PUNCH, ;0R THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Jvm 17 , 1913 , 


THE REMMCENeE OF aiHTAIIk 

pETfiiai'BiLKY WQ-fi one of those lucky 
people who^ take naturally to games. 
Actually he only got his blue for cricket, 
rugger and boxing, but his perfect eye 
and wrist made him a beautiful player 
of any game with a ball. Also he rodo 
and snot well, and fcnew all about the 
inside of a car. But, although he was 
always enthusiastic about anything ho 
was doing, ho was not really keen on 
game!. He preferred wandering about 
the country looking for birds* nests or 
discovering the haunts of rare 
huttorflies; he liked managing a 
small boat single-handed in a stiff 
broo;^e; he would have enjoyed 
being upset and having to swim 
a long way to shore. IVfost of all, 
perhaps, he loved to lie on the 
top of the cliffs and think of the 
wonderful things that he would 
do for Bngland when he was a 
Cabinet Minister, For politics 
was to bo his profession, and he 
had just taken a first in History 
by way of preparation for it. 

There were a lot of silly people i 
who envied Peter's mother. They | 
thought, poor dears, that she must 
be very, very proud of him, for 
they regarded Peter as the ideal 
of the modern young Englishman, 

If only my boy grows up to be 
like Peter Eiley!" they used to 
say to themselves ; and then add 
quickly, “But of course he'll bo 
much nicer," In their ignorance 
they didn’t see that it was the 
Peters of England wim were 
making our country the laughing- 
stock of the world. 

If you had been in Berlin in 
1916, you would have seen Peter ; 
for he had been persuaded, much 
against his will, to uphold the 
honour of Great Britain in the 
middle-w^ eights at the Olympic 
Games. Ho got a pbsition in the 
papers as “P. Eiley, disqualified " — the 
result, he could only suppose, of his 
folly in allowing his opponent to butt 
him in the stomach. lie was both 
annoyed and amused about it ; offered 
to fight his vanquisher any time in 
England ; and privately thanked Heaven 
that he could now get back to London 
in time for his favourite sister's wedding. 

But ho didn't. The English trainer, 
who had been sent, at the public ex- 
pense, to America for a year, to study 
the proper methods, got hold of bi»n. 

“I've been watching you, young 
man," he said. “ You 'fi have to give 
yourself up to me now. You 're the 
coming champion." 

• “I'm BoiTy," said Peter politely, 
“ but , I shan't be fighting again." 


“ Fighting ! " said the trainer, scorn* 
fully. Don't you worry; I'll take 
good care that you don't fight onj 
more. The event ymbWe going to win is 
• Pushing the Chisel.’ I 've been Hatch- 
ing you, and you’ve got the most 
ponect neck and calf-muscles for it 
i *ve ever seen. No more fighting for 
you, my boy ; nor cricket nor anything 
else. I'm not going to let you spoil 
those muscles." 

“ I don’t think I've ever pushed the 
Chisel,” said Peter. “ Besides, it *b over, 
isn't it ? " 



THE NEW INDUSTRY. 

“Any HTAMrs to i.ick to-oay, Mum?” 

“ Over? Of course it's over, and that 
confounded American won. ‘ Poor old 
England,’ as all the papers said.” 

“ Then it's loo late to begin to prac- 
tise,” said Peter thankfully. 

“Well, it's too late for the 1920 games. 
But w'e can do a lot in eight years, and 
I think I can get you fit for the 1924 
games at Pekin.” 

Peter stared at him in amazement. 

“ My good man," he said at last, “ in 
1924 1 shall be in London, and I hope 
in the House of Commons.” 

“ And what about the bpnour of your 
courftry ? Do you want to read the 
jeers in the Aniorioan papers when we 
lose ‘ Pushing the Chisel ’ in 1924 ? " 
don't care a curse what the Amer- 
ican papers say," said Peter angrily. 


Then you’re very different from 
other Englishmen," said the trainei* 
sternly, 

-Jt ^ it 4 

Of course Peter was persuaded; he 
couldn’t let England be the laughing- 
stock- of the world. So for eight years 
he lived under tlie eye of the trainer^ 
riding at five and retiriog to bed at 
seven - thirty. This prevented him 
from taking much part in the^ordiuary 
social activities of the evening; and 
even his luncheon and garden-party 
invitations had to be declined in 
some such w’ords as “Mr. Peter 
Eiley regrets that lie is unable 
to accept Lady Vavasour’s kind 
invitation for Monday the 13th, 
as he will be hopping round the 
garden on one leg then." His 
career, too, had to be abandoned ; 
for it was plain that even if he 
had the leisuro to get into Parlia- 
ment the early hours he kept 
would not allow him to take part 
in any important divisions. 

But there wwo compensations. 
As he watched his calves swell ; 
as he looked in the glass and 
noticed each morning that Viis 
head was a little more on one side 
— sure sign of the expert Chisel- 
pusher; as, still surer sign, his 
hands became more knuokly and 
his mouth remained more per- 
manently open, he knew that his 
devotion to duty would not be 
without its reward. He saw 
already his country triumphing, 
and heard the chorus of congratu- 
lation in the newspapers that 
England was still a nation of 
sportsmen. . . . 

In 1924 Pekin was crow’^ded. 
There were, of course, the ordin- 
ary million inhabitants; and, in 
addition, people had thronged 
from all parts to see the great 
Chisel-pusher of whom so much 
had been heard. That they did 
not come in vain, we in London knew one 
July morning as we opened our papers. 

“Pushing the Chisel {Free Style). 

1. P. Riley (OrCafc BriUiti), ^ith (World's 
Record). 2. H, BifTj)uffer (AniericA), 5iiii. A, 
Wafer (Ainenca) was disqualified fur going out- 
side the wood. " 

if 

And so England was herself agaia. 
There was only one discordant note in 
her triumph. Mr. P. A, Vailb pointed 
out in all the papers that Peter Biley,. 
in the usual pig-headed English way, 
had been employing entirely the Wrong 
grip. Mr. Vaiib’s book, How to jP«s« 
the Chisel, illustrated with 50 foil 
plates of Mr. Vailb in kniokerl^kiarB 
puehing , the Ohieel, eiq[>lained the 
oorreot method. A. A.. M. 




BY-ELECTION. 




Rauicai. Candidate, who owns the aiiove rRoPEiiTV, sustains a snocic on uiscovEuivii a khemi j:\ami'li| oe his AOKNr’H hieai- 


ARTHUR’S BALL. 

{Being a tcholly apocr^yphal description 
of a recent social function,) 

Whkn Parliamont, sick with unreason, 
Was occupied, night after night, 
With bandying ciiarges of treason 
And cliallenging Ulster to fight. 

To ease tho political tension 
Good AitTHUR determined to call 
A truce to this deadly dissension 
By giving a ball. 


Demurely adorning tlm wall ; 1 

“ Puncli " Fairs, and his conqueror, | 
Covey, 

Though neither was “killing tho ball 
Disciples of Bergson and Eddy ; 

Denouncers of greed and of graft ; 
Wholo-hoartod supporters of “ Teddy,” 
And backers of Taft. 


Vienna, 

Tlio genius of joyous unrewt ; 

And HTJtAitHH, who tl.iO Khrinks of 
(jlehenna 

Contrives to suggest. 


Tho guests were by no means confined 
to 

The ranks of the old Upper Ton, 

For Arthur has always inclined to 
Consort with all manner of men ; 

So tho brainy, though lacking in breed- 
ing. 

Were bidden as well as the fops; 

The foes of carnivorous feeding 
And lovers of chops. 


I saw a delectable duchess 
Sit out with a Syndicalist, 

And a battle-scarred soldier on crutches 
Hobnob with a Pacificist ; 

And a famous professor of psychics ^ 

A Scot who was reared at Dunkeld-— 
Indulge in the highest of high kicks 
I ever beheld. 


I ’d like to floscribo, hut 1 cauna, 

Tlio envy combined with dismay 
Aroused by the wonderful Anna 
W hom several kingdoms oIh\V ; 

Her entry producfjd quite a criwis - - 
Some prudes were surprised she was 
axerl — 

She appeared in costume of bis 
According to Bakst. 


There were golfers from Troon and 
Kilspindie, 

Discussing their favourite greens ; 
Bronzed soldiers from Quetta and 
Pindi ; 

Pale pilots of flying machines ; 

There were d^biUmteSy visibly flustered ; 

Calm beauties from over “ the Pond *’ ; 
fiHeek magnates ol soap and of mustard ; 
And BBumfBus and Mojnb. 


Lord Haldane, whose massive pro- 
portions 

Were gracefully garbed in a kilt, 
Performed tho most dariuf* contortions 
With true Caledonian lilt ; 

Lord Mobley resembled a Gracchus ; 
Lloyd GBOiiQE was a genial Jack 
Cade; 

And Elibank, beaming like Bacchus, 
The revels surveyed. 


It was four ol tho clock ere I quitted 
'rheso flconoB of ocloctlo delight ; 

Tho fogies had most of them flitted, 
Tho revels wore still at their height ; 
For Garvin was dinioing a Tango, 

His head in tho place ol his logs ; 
And SuENDER a blameless Fandango 
Encircled by eggs. ♦ 


The music was subtly compounded 
Of melodies famous of yore 
And ibeasures that richly abounded 
In modern cacophonous lore ; 


What incidents happerio<l theroivffcer 
I only can dimly surmise; 

But gpsts of ecsiatical laughter 
Wont echoing up to the skies , 

And 1 know from my own obwvatkm 
The guests wore agN^n^l, one and all, 
That Arthur unite^l tim nation 
By giving this ball. C. L. 0. . 
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PUNCH, OR tHE LONDON OHABIVARL [Jvrnn. im. 


THE MIGHTY UVINQ. 

0 wad some power tha gitUe gie 
uat" was appeal; audthegiftio 
has come. *A second-hand bookseller 
in the Charing Cross Boad (tliafc happy 
hunting-ground) gives it to hoiho* of us 
with a vcngeanoo by the simple dovico of 
issuing a catalogue ojauiograpli lottcj*s, 
each with its price, of a number of 
literary gents who arc for ilic most 
part too young or iiisutliciently famous 
to come, in the ordinary way, under 
tliis species of valuation. Each with 
its ])nce! — that is the deadly part of it. 
l^ecauso that tells ; tliere is no escape 
from that. It shows liow “others see 
us." 

Lot UB take iltom alphabetically. 

Tlioro are two of Mr. William 
Alien ku’h letters, and one is throo-and- 
sixperico and tlio other three shillings. 
Not nnicli for the hand-writing of that 
hardy Norseman, now in the Land of 
the Olirysauthonunn, if the illustrated 
papers arc to bo trusted. 

<) W'lLMAM, who in far Japan 

Talk'flt lusES to MiinoHa San, 

Ldt not that daniael over think 

Three bob will buy tby jH‘U'au(i-ink ! 

Claude and Alice Askew, mys- 
terious names familiar as household 
words to soDsation-huntors on the 
fouilloton pages — wh^t offers for a 
letter by each to a j>ubli8hor ? Well, 
the price is throe shillings the two. 
Mr. A. J. Balfour’s note to “ my dear 
lowler " is four-and-six ; hut how “ my 
dear Fowler ” came to part wdth it is 
not explained. The sarao figure is 
asked for a “ fine ’’ lettoi* from Maurice 
Baring, while ordinary letters from the 
same spritely hand fetch only half-a- 
crown. Mr. Granville Barker is 
priced at tliree-and-six and tw^o-aiid-six, 
and then we jump to higher things 
with Mr. Barrie, who has two letters 
to a publisher, one at twenty-live shil- 1 
lings and the other at a guinea. Mr, | 
Max Bekrrohm’h “fine"letter is twelve- 
and-six, and an ordinary one eight- 1 
and-six ; but the economijjt might pre- 
fer a selection of Mr. Harold Beghies 
at one and'Six or two-and-six according | 
to their Haroldian merit. Mr. Arnold 
Bennett also is offered in some 
quantity at from four-and-six to seven - 
and-six. Mr. E. F. Benson is throe 
shillings, whilqfor “ a receipt for money 
received from a publisher on account 
of one of his hooks/’ signed by Mr. 
Laurence Binyon, half-a-crown is de- 
manded. All these have been in ink ; 
but Madame Clara Butt’s scrFubling 
in penoil will cost you two shillings, 

How much for a Hall Caine? 
Surely here ^e reach ^old once more ? 
^No. A long letter i&eight-^and-Bbi:, and 
*a letter-card, although written on four 


sides, six-and-six. And that Other-^ 
how much for Her? Well, she just 
beats her rival in the popular bosom, a 
long letter being half-a-guinea, and 
more common measure eight-and-six,; 
but one is a little shocked to find the 
distinguished editor of the Fortriightly 
quoted as low as one-and-six. But 
editors can always take their revenge 1 
G. Iv. 0., wdio for the moment can write 
to no one, having, as all the world 
grieves to hear, broken his arm, costs 
five-and-six a letter; but Sir Arthur 
Conan Doyle may bo had at from 
tlireo-and-six to fivo-and-six apiece ; 
Mr. Galsworthy is only three-and-six, 
which is very cheap; and a review 
of Miss Stoddaut’s Life of Professor 
Blache by Mr. Edmund Gossk, “en- 
tirely in Mr. Gosse’s handwriting," 
is even cheaper. A hand which trem- 
bles not in the presence of peers! 
Then wo jump again, for Mr. Hardy is 
priced at two guineas, one pound ton, 
and one guinea, and decline swiftly to 
Mr. I'TiEDEiuo Haurihon at throo-and- 
six, and The Man Harris (who knows 
Shaksveare as other men know the 
alphabet) at from threo-and-six to five- 
and-six, pick where you will. 

So far wo have been on normal 
ground; but inalotter from Mr. Anthony 
I loFE Hawkins “to a w^oll-known 
publisher who had made proposals to 
him which ho must not call extravagant 
but W'hioli he certainly thought altru- 
istic," wo touch upon wonder and 
romance. I^or such a letter, containing 
such strange matter, seven-and-six 
seems to be a farcical sum. Mr. Hew- 
lett is also outside the normal pale, for 
he writes a “humorous letter to a 
publisher" and eight-and-six is asked 
for it. A signed receipt of the epis- 
tolary Englishwoman, Mr. Laurence 
Housman, is three shillings, and there 
should be a rush for it under the green, 
white and purple ; and the same 
figure is required for a letter, also to 
a publisher, by Mr. Jerome K. Jerome, 
who apparently did not think it worth 
while to bo funny in it. Coulson 
Kernahans rule at sixpence or a 
shilling loss, and Bart Kennedyb are 
a little stronger, while the only Bay 
Lankester is two shillings, and the 
only Oliver Lodge half-a-crown. Any 
number of John Masefields (in prose) 
are to be had at four shillings to seven- 
and-six each, and any number of 
Eustace Mileses, from two shillings 
to three shillings each, or the price of 
i a nut orgy. The great question 
agitating the present writoi* is whether 
to up for the Eustace Mileses or 
for the Dr. Saleerys, which range from 
two shillings to three^and^six apiece. 
A cheque drawn in Mr. Bernard Shaw’s 
favour (but since cashed) at four-and-shi 


| is curiosity thsft wouM lay ilbe 
foiRiidations of eny mnsenih of |eninfel 
an4 cannot be called dear; but to w 
two shiliings for a letteic by w 
Clement Shorter is, it mUst ^ 
fessed,. going rather far. 

So much for this very remarkable 
and ejre-opening catalogue, ^ith its 
revolutionary appraisements. As an 
aid to the young collector with a guinea 
to spend and a desire for variety in 
literary heroes, the foUowing^'tablo of 
suggestions has been drawn up, con- 
taining illustrious names not hitherto 
mentioned ; — 



£ s. 

d . 

1 Thomas Cobb . 

. . 1 

6 

1 Norman Gale . 

. . 3 

6 

1 Sarah Grand 

. . 3 

0 

1 W. J. Locke . . 

. . 2 

6 

1 Oliver Onions . 

. . 2 

6 

1 Pett Kidgr . , 

. . 2 

6 

1 Sidney Webb , 

. . 2 

6 

1 I. Zangwill . . 

. . 3 

0 


£1 1 

0 




In a hundred years’ time, think of 
the rush and tnmhlo at Sotheby’s to 
acquire these documenls 1 


THE SUNDIAL. 

It was an old square dial resting 
upon a niche liigh up on the South 
corner of the house. Lichen grew 
upon its hoary surface. The sun oast 
a slanting shadow of the pointer round 
the time-worn lettering of the hours. 
Ivy trailed clinging fingers over its 
face. 

Until tlie new gardener came. 

Ilis hobby was clipping . . , clip- 
ping anything and everything, and at 
all times. He clipped the creepers, the 
roses, trees, shrubs and grass edges. 
The tousled Skye underwent a startling 
transformation with the shears. He 
clipped his hours of attendance. His < 
hand would even open and close con- 
vulsively at wage time. 

It was clipping the ivy wliich climbed 
over and incidentally proved to have i 
been the main support of the tottering 
old sundial that nearly led to his 
undoing. . . . 

I helped him up, raised his wages I 
and promised him a new straw hat to ! 
replace the ruin lying crushed beneath I 
the fallen stone. Then word was sent { 
to the local mason to come and repair 
the damage. 

At 6.30 next morning 1 had to go i 
down in a dressing-gown to intendew 
an old and very deaf labourer. He told 
me his name was Jargesdr, ahdi he had 
worked nigh on seventy years man and 
boy in the village, he had, ^d thought i 
it would clear later. He had brought I 






*‘I SAY, Mother, there must have REE*Y nURGtAItS in the house. I HAI> a VKNNV JlfAUIHlNiV in my Ikkichichbookeiw 
LAST NIOHT AND NOW 1 'VE ONLY A PENNY." 


a wheel-barrow and spade — ^presumably the time these articles wwe unloaded, 
to show that there was no disguise laid out on the lawn, sorted, identilied 
about his being a workman. I explained and discussed, it had become too dark 
loudly that lie was not wanted to bury to see, and further postponement was 
a dog, but to replace a sundial that necessary. 

had fallen off the wall. lie retired I was away ilio' following day, but, 
grumbling, and came back late that on returning in the evening, found tl)e 
afternoon with a fellow-mason, a young men perched on ladders and freely 
lad of about sixty, carrying a ladder, bespattering everything within reaoli 
This, after a severe battle with the with cement. The sundial was back 
creeper, was placed in position against in position, but faced somewhere about 
the house, and the old man slowly E. by S.S.E., with the pointer hori- 
crawled to the top. Then it was zontal. I spent some time drawing 
discovered that the ladder was too diagrams on the path to explain the 
short, and it was decided that the men principles of sundials in general ; J 
should return with a longer one and go emphasized tho importance of tliis one 
thoroughly into the matter. in particular facing due Soutli, and 

Next morning they came with a arranged that the men should come 
longer ladder, placed it against the next morning at about 11.30, so as to 
wall, climbed up in turn to examine get the shadow of the pointer falling 
tho spot whence the dial had fallen, on the XII at exactly noon. Jargosir 
descended, tried to lift the stone, agreed couldn't make head or tail of It, but 
that eewur-a-eavy-un, eewur, and went his young companion thought ho had 
away to procure some ropes and tackle caught the idea. There was just tiu'e 
and have dinner. In the afternoon that night to get the stone loose before 
they brought a hand-cart, some scaffold- the cement set. 
ing pic^s, l^Opes and blocks, a sack of It was unavoidable that fi cloud 
varioHus trowds; also should obscure the sun from 1140 to 
toothed feeling eon- 1.15 next day, and most unfortunate 

vmo^ that aoinepne would require that at the next attempt io 

buryiag before the job was done. By taking a funereal tolling of the church 


boll for tho striking of noon led to our 
being an hour out. Al tho third 
experiment, however, we were com- 
pletely Buccesstul. Tho cement was 
run neatly along the joiols with a 
trowel, and the scaffolding removed. 

At the last moment lar|i^>sir leant 
across to give tho pointer just tho least 
tap with a hammer (as It had got a 
little bent from thefivll) . . » and broke 
it off short. 

“ ‘I flo not AiiV it i« tlie mo)<tt iim»ortani/ 
Mr. oa«tii>u»ly. ' 1 lUnn.t think 

I can iijicl'inly ad uuythlng till h (li^nMiou ha« 
lakrn j»lnor,' " 

Hut The Hvmimj Ner# might have 
added a ** tl/' 

“IliB wnldiviiml watermen a 

long oven etjoko."' -/Vi’rot 

Wo believe that the adjective applies 
to others than watermen^ but we see 
no reason for dragging it la. 

‘^Not until tthout i?0 yards eo»n homo did 
oAvrr manago to put hio nunmVo slun i head 
ia iVont, tbs vordiid being u ^ shsiiri hsad.' " 

Tmc^ « 

The custom of measuring a perse's bqad 
to see wbai he won by still holds in 
Zululand. 




Tuic KKKIx r OF THE EaUL’s Count ToUllNEY ON THE “ FlOWEE OF EnOLAND’h NohIUTY and CllI\ALnY." 

No. 1. 

Wk hear that, at a hecent ball at the DuciiEris DF % Sir , on entering the baij.-hoom for the first 

^'ALTZ» FMIN<» ni.S GLOVE ON THE TAUQUET WITH THE ilEHAKK THAT, IF ANYBODY PURSFA T SAID THAT LaDY WASN’T BY 

LUNG CHALKS THE PKK'ITIEST IJlllL IN THE ROOM, WELL '-HE KNEW WHAT JIB COULD DO ABOUT IT ! 


THE BLIND ALLEY. 

Callow, when 1 mot him in the train, 
wore the uumisiakahlo look of ono who 
has passed a sleepless night. Ho said 
he had been to a public dinner, and in- 
stinctively I made the obvious comment. 

•‘No,” said Callow, “ tho food was 
top hole. That isn’t the trouble. Look 
bore; perhaps you c«n help mo. It 
was a good dinner. Menu good, wine 
I good, toast list good — several excellent 
I spooches, in a good cause : tlie Society 
for tho Immediate Provision of Cork 
Limbs for Conductors of Orchestras 
who have had tho Misfortune to Lose 
their Working Arm.” 

“ With a mouthful like that, there 
was hardly any .need for a dinner,” I 
put in facetiously. 

I “So I've been told,” was Callow’s 
rather brutal reply. 

"Well?" 

“ Well, the President got me tef go, 
and afterwards, just as 1 was leaving, 
I ran into him. He thanked mo for 
coming, and all in the same breath 
B^id what a clever Bp; 2 eoh*Sir Pinker 
Parkipson bad made. It was quite true. 


Jle liad made a clever speech, a very 
clover speech, and in the hurry of tho 
moment, while 1 was thanking the 
President for giviftg mo the chance of 
being tliore, I agreed with him about 
Parkinson, and went on to say that 
it was the cleverest speech, for ono 
delivered practically impromptu, that 
1 had ever heard.” 

Callow paused, evidently expecting 
mo to sympailiiso. 

I did my best. '• It was so clover 
that it kept you awake ? I am sorry — ” 

“ Don’t be an idiot !” said Cailow. 
“ Don’t you understand that the Presi- 
dent made a speech too — a jolly good 
one ; better tliari Parkinson’s really, by 
a long way.” * 

“ Well,” I said cheerily, “ I don’t 
suppose he noticed anything. You’re 
practically accusing him of fishing.” 

“ Not a bit of it. But he must have 
thought afterwards what a clumsy ass 
I was,” 

“ Why not write and explain ? ” 

“ Yes, and make myself out a self- 
conscious fool.” 

“Don’t be hasty. Have a little 
patience, and I may he able to help 


you. Put it to him in general terms 
as to one who must have had experience 
in such things. Parkinson and you 
and the President can bo A, B and C. 
lie is ce^rtain to make ono of two 
obvious replies. Either ho will say 
that the President wouldn’t be likely 
to worry his head about such a trifle, 
in which case everything is all right ; 
or he will say that you wouldn’t be 
likely to worry yours, which will show 
that ho has a poor opinion of your 
sense of decency, and you will have to 
take more definite steps to put your- 
self right with him.” 

“ I ’ll try it,” said Callow. 

A day or two later I met him, and he 
showed mo a post-card from his friend. 
It said: “B wouldn't waste his time 
over such nonsense.” 

“ There,” I said, “ I have helped you 
after all.” | 

“No,” said Callow. “I cannot for 
the life of mo remember which of us 
was B,” ! 

The Coming of DiaestabliBhinent, 

“Sexton, epxttplcte in box and in perfect 
order, 1 6s , ' mid Mart, 


July 17 , 1912 .] 



“MINE EYES TO THE HILLS/' 


Old David iho Psalmisi he laid down the cup, 

The wine ceased to Ldaddou, the harps had lost tune, 
And he wont to his casonienb, I think, and looked up 
Where the hills of the Philistines fronted the moon, 
And ho thou;j[ht of old days— and a sling that ho took 
And of five smooth white pebbles he’d picked from a 
brook 1 

And his eye lighteWl up as he looked at his hills, 

The hills of old triumphs, and high-riding stars, 

When he watched by tlie rush of the snow- watered rills 
Where the wild asses drank and laydown on the scars. 
In the days when he 'd hunted and followed his flocks 
Whore the little grey conies ran over the rocks I 

And his spirit was caught in the magical calm 
Of far rugged faces, of scarps and of screes, 

For a day on a hill-side will lend you a balm 
That begins with bell-heather and murmur of bees, 
And ends with the mantle of silence that drops 
Twixt man and his troubles on reaching the Tops ! 

So now, when the nights have grown warm with July 
(And London in summer 's as bad as Bombay], 


Our town -sickened hoarfs through the windows will fly 
To T(*viot and Taysido, Ihil(|uidder and Bpny, 

To loch ami to rlvei, to conin and strath, 

Whore wo also have mot with (ioliaths of 

Oh, giants we've counternd-- trrmt, salmon or stag — 

We dream of you now and of battles we've foUf*ht 
Py hare windy hriULlace, by [leat pogl and hog, 

Wliere, if you 'vc; f^scapcMj us, you le si ill to he nought; 
But it matters no whit how' tlie combat has g<ui(\ 

Since the hills in tluiir bigness and peace have looked on I 

Then wo fasliion — ^fur Fancy plays WMUiderful fimkw - 
The sough of a jiino v\ood, the scont oi a brae, 

With, massed far above us, crags, sadilles and peaks, 
Whore groat caller winds blow the coliweha away, 

And roar in the galleys, and whoop d«)W’n the cuts, 

And bring the wild grouse-pooka like arnoke to the butts I 

By leagues of red heather and murdorous midge, 

By crisp Autumn dustings a-bellow with door, 

By straight-flriven coveys, by rigging and lidge 
It 's mountains for us now that August is near ; 

For London *s got every sublunary yil, 

And our hearts — like old David's — are lain for “ the hill" t 

















SBOWDiG the brave effort of a rOSTER-AETlST TO DO JUSTICE, IN THE LIMITED SPACE AT HIS DISPOSAL, lO THE VARIOUS ATTPwAGTIONS ADVERTISED BY THE 

Municipality and Sports Committee of Mixingham-on-Sea. 
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A “THEATRICAL” GARDEN-PARTY. 

We have KEVEU been to one, but imagine it must be someth TNG IiIKE THIS. 


THE DOUAIME. 

Sometimes I rest on the sofa. I was 
doing so the other day when rny litllo 
claugliter Felicity cumo along and sat 
on top of mo. 

** 1 think/' she said, ** wo ought to go 
abroad." 

“ 1 've boon Ihoro/’ T said. 

“But I haven’t* and Stoplioii hasn’t 
either. Wo all need a change." 

Stephen, I should esx’l^^hi, is a liedge- 
hog wlio belongs to rny little daugliter. 
He lives in tho garden and is intro- 
duced to visitors as “ quite one of tho 
family," though personally 1 cannot 
endorse this view. 

“In any case," 1 said, “Stephen 
must stay L'Chiiul ; 1 never travel with 
hedgehogs/' 

And so eventually it was agreed that 
Felicity and 1 should depart tlio Kealm 
while Btex^hen remainotl at 
caretaker. 

There was ii considerable tempest 
when we ovossed the Channel, and I 
could not bring myself to fall in with 
Felicity's scheme 6f roving about the 
so I found a deck-chair and a 


rug and gave hor permission to explore 
by lierself. 

“Bight- 0 ," she said. “I’ll leave 
this with you," and sho, deposited 
beside me a small basket hag that she 
had boon carrying on her arm. “ Don’t 
lot anybody take it." 

“ What ’s insido ? " I asked. 

“ A surprise." 

I concluded that it was some assort- 
ment of fruit and chocolates that she 
was intending to spread befoio my 
deliglited gaze at a later stage of the 
journey, and liaving little appetfto or 
curiosity during the voyage 1 lot it bo 
without making any investigation. 

Felicity, put in some good work. 
After a tour of inspection round the 
other passengers, she disappeared up 
a flight of stairs anil apparently found 
her \vay on to the bridge, for sho came 
back later with a glowing account of 
tho Captain, who, it seemed, was the 
darlingest person, and iiad permitted 
h^ to sice: the vessel. It is possible, 
however, that she was mistaken in 
this, as it can hardly be supposed that 
a captain with any sense of responsi- 
bility would entrust the safety, of his 


ship to a child of twelve, with little or 
no experience of navigation. 

However, bo this as it may, wo 
arrived safely in port, and, after some 
turmoil, found ourselves within tho 
precincts of tho doiiano. 

Our luggage was slammed down in 
a row on the counter and wo were 
invited to make declaration, 

“ Him " (Nothing), I said. “ Tabac ? 
Oui, un pen, viaisj^our fumermoi^vihm** 
(Tobacco ? Yes, a little, but for my own 
consumption). 

“ Et Mademoiselle ? " they asked. 

1 repeated. “ Bien ne Vitiiliis'* 
(Nothing at all — strong negative). 

Felicity looked up, deep indignation 
in her eyes. 

“ Sty fai heaucottp d declarer” 

I was considerably taken aback. The 
officials ca,st eyes of fierce suspicion 
upon me and their moustaches hnstled. 
Follow-passengers crowded forward 
eagerly, anxious, no doubt, to what 
would become of mo. 

Felicity/' I whisp^^* ‘*my 
child, you should have told W* Tout 
should have told Papa. ie it you 

’have?^' 





c^eBW 

vmiMog theia* wMwoly 


m I ^ *>7r !A \ n^n* 1 ^ -T:! 


ancient and 

ii|^I; 4 ili 0 ij|p^t^ golly wog\vhose 

^air itad <m 1 departed from its head. 

I^e officials eyed her in expectant 
, sjleitoe.^ ilVith reverent care eho sat it 
down tipdh the counter facing them. 
I'here woa an awful pause. 

Suddenly — cc n*est riai ^a." 

“ Bien ! *' cried Felicity, “ ^'a / " 

They had said the wrong thing. 

I roraembeied well presenting this 
antique exiiibit to my little daughter in 
the days when slio first began to operate 
with tofs, and I know that no successor 
had ever supplanted it in her aiTociion 
and esteem. 

I thought for a moment that she 
would close the proceedings, but, after 
giving them one glance of intense 
disdain, she explored the second trunk. 

A lighter note was now struck by 
the introduction of a collapsible Toddy- 
boar which, being apparently in a oon- 
ditiqp of pent-up energy, iininod lately 
advanced upon the (lotinnicrs in a 
series of somersaults. 

Almost incoherent, they tln'iist it 
back with gestures of impatience. The 
crowd behind us surged forward, and 
the historic building was filled with 
clamour. 

Felicity, however, her chin at a 
serene angle in the air, calmly proceeded 
to the next ‘‘ turn.'’ 

Tliis un fortunately, or perhaps 
fortunately, did not come to pass. I 
reicognised the vehoty hindlegs of an 
elephant rising out of a soa of muslin. 
But, for some reason — at the time 1 
thought it modesty - it refused to come 
bodily into sight. (As a matter of fact 
its tusks had become hopelessly en- 
tangded.) 

Then, amid a scene of indescrihablo 
confusion and untranslatable language, 
wo arrived at the finale. 

“The basket now, I’apa." 

“ What basket? ” 

“ The surprise.” 

I found that I was unconsciously 
carrying the thing under my arm. 

She took it from me and poured the 
contents out upon the counter. 

It was Stephen 1 

*}{• ii- * a- 

In the railway cariiago I sank back 
into my se%t with a sigh of relief. 

” We oai^e abroad for a little chance, 
didn't lye? "I said. 

; :Fslici^ i^gatided me with profound 
|wsWnity,'s|ttd then suddeoly an irre- 
fifPiw t^iMtle ctune into her eyes. 
r/«.:^o*i’dS;;'&S!t^',gi)(i» $i^en a 'run in 














FORCE OF HABIT. 

Tiik Lonuon Poucemav takes a Moi niw, 


the corridor,” I suggested. “ IIo must | 
be a bit stiff.” I 

“Yes, 1 will,” «ho said, and, taking, 
the basket off the rack, she opoiiod it. 
The Teddy-bear was williin. 

Felicity gasped. 

" Oh, Stephen, where are you ? ” 

She threw tli(5 Teddy-bear across the 
carriage, where it began a vor> slow 
somersault and then ceased with its 
feet in the air. i 

“ I expect lie got into a P. O. | 
Special or some such fancy* train,” J 
said. “It would be like Stephen.” 
Felicity gazed at mo thoughtfully. 

“ No, Papa, it must have been at the 
douane. They made us pack up again 
in such a hurry, Stephen got wrong.” 

“ Well, whoi’e do you think ho wont? ” 
“ There wore some Fi’ench people 
next us wdth a sort of pomic tea- 
basket* It iny boUef that in a weak 
moment l^ephon got in there. ]Qe was 
flustered, and it was a bit like hiit own,** 


“ Wcll,l »upjK>so he'll stick to their 
party now,” 1 suggested elunnhilly. 
“Tlioy say there’s nothing like tiavob 
ling with Fj’GUch people to pick up the 
huiguago.” • i 

“Yes,” said doubtfully; 

1 am a little tyixious about him. He I 
never gets on very w<»ll with strangeiT?.” 

At that moment we were startled by 
a suddt^n uproar coming from the 
coTiipartinent. Several j)eoplo rusluwJ 
out into the corridor, calling loudly for 
tlic (luanl, Their demonstraUotv* was 
made in the French tougno, anch horn 
the fleeting vision that she oa\ight, 
Felicity was convinced iliat she incog* 
nisod some of Stophen's new fthmds, 
We both felt that wo shoidd go round 
and invdktigato. 

There was a good deal <»f baggage 
sprinkled about, togeth<}r vvith an ©ver- 
turhed tea-basket, some hyiO(^hei and 
some buttered rolls. jOther wltne, St||phon 
had the compartmuniiia himself. « 















THE OLYMPIC AIRPLAY. 
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TIPS FOR THE THAMES, BY A SOCIALIST, 
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OORTUME ANU STYLE SllOUr.n HE rNT« AMMELl.KIL 


Situ vv the idle uicii. 








8hO^ VOUtt EQUALITY IN THE LOCKS. 


BEWBMUKII the KIVBtt WA« MAUE EOU MAN, NOT MAN 1* 011 THE HIVE^* 


















for the Diver, which elwaye behev.e. S ie a Sportimaa of BouIogne-iur-Mer. T for our TourUU-at home anywhere. 
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MR. PUNCH’S HOUDAY COMPETITION. 

Ik oBder to bq in tho itiodern Press 
movement and to bring to light any 
hidden talent among holiday-makers, 
Mr. Punch has recently organised a 
grand competition for his readers. 
They were requested to send in de- 
scriptions of tlie holidays they had been 
experiencing, together with sketches 
illustrating the more salient points of 
enjoyment ; such contributions to be 
judged as evidence of the competitor’s 
capacity for holiday- making rather 
than of his skill as an author or 
artist. To keep enthusiasm up to its 
highest })itch Mr. Punch offered two 
noble pri;^es, the first being a £500 
motor-car, and tbo second a postal- 
order for soven-and-six. Jt was pointed 
out, however, that tho winner might (a) 
be already in possession of several cars, 
or (6) have nowhere to keep one, and it 
was decided tlicroforo that ho could 
choose alternatively a jdot of land in the 
Island of Shoppey. Unfortunately it 
has been found impossible to separate 
four of the competitors, and until they 
have mot and decided whether they 
would rather share tho automobile or 
the building site, the que.stion of the 
prize stands over. Meanwhile wo have 
much pleasure in giving publicity to 
their liolidays, anti in congratulating 
them all on the amount of enjoyment 
thoy have extracted from them. 

A. A. M, 

I. — A Holiday in the Alps. 

[Mr. Kriicst S|M)tk'y, r», Pink Luiio, 
PoiKiiuK End. j 

Until this year 1 had never seen 
Switzerland, tlioiigli i have always been 



Unfortunately epae iias little chance 
,in London of indulging one's taste in 


this matter, and I have unceasingly 
looked forward to the time when I 
could cross the Channel and make 
a first acquaintance with the world- 
famous Alpine scenery in its native 
haunts. Owing to certain private 
matters, into which I need not go now, 
but they wore connected with tho death 
of an aunt, I was able last June to 
launcli out in the way of a holiday 
rather more than usual, and I at once 
decided to visit the Mecca of tho Alpine 
f ni torn i t y — S wi t zerland. 

The month previous to my departure 
was happily spent in preparing for my 
holiday, and 1 took good care to 
provide myself with an excellent supply 
of rope, nailed hoots, riickaacks, alpen- 
stock s, and so forth. In this matter 
1 was much assisted the advice of 
my friend, Mr. (ieorge Bagg, who is a 
confirmed fravoller, liaving undertaken, 
during last suinmor, a three days' 





walking tour in Holland. 

lie was, however, a little against me 
on tho question of tho rope. 

“ You ’ll want a guide to tie it to,” 
ho pointed out. 

“ 1 shall pick up a guide out there,” 
1 said. 

“Then why not pick up the ropo 
there too ? When I was in ilie Netboi - 
land.s ” 

However, I decided to bo on the safe 
side and make all my purcliasos in 
England before starting. 

The ill ought of the journey alarmed 
me, for 1 am a bad sailor, but Bagg 
assured me that there was no fear of 
illness so long as one always kept 



in the same position. 

I was particularly glad to hoar this 


because reasons connected with finance 
compelled me to travel by the longer 
route from Newbaven to Dieppe. 
My destination was a little village 
called Weissenwald, in the Bernese 
Oberland, recommended over a game 
of dominoes by a chance acquaintance 
at lunch. It was not, he admitted, 
precisely at the foot of the Matterhorn, 
the Jungfrau and Mont Blanc (the 
situation I had hoped for), but there 
were several peaks well woreV'climbing 
in the neighbourhood. 

I had purchased a circular ticket, a pre- 
caution which, as I understand from my 
travelled friends, saves a good deal of 



trouble with the authorities 
abroad and 1 was on the eve of starting 
when a most unfortunate event occurred. 
My fellow-clerk, a man of apparently 
robust constitution, was suddenly struck 
down by that dread scourge appendi- 
citis, and it became absolutely necessary 
that my holiday should bo postponed. 
'J’he senior partner suggested a fortnight 
in October instead. 1 need hardly say 
that 1 was thunderstruck. An earth- 
quake or a sudden 



eruption of Vesuvius 
could not have disturbed me more. When 
the first shock was over there was 
nothing for it but an enquiry as to the 
autumn prices of lodgings in Southend. 

Yet, though the body is still in 
London, my heart is in beautiful 
Switzerland, and I can truly say that 
I am spending “A Holiday in the Alps.” 
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II. A IN WOHDBRFDI, LONDON. 

[Mr. Jtwbiia Oobble. The Cottage, 

Marsh Mallow.] 

On arriving in London my first busi- 
ness vcas to call at the Punch office and 
learn the full details of this great Holi- 
day Competition. \We were very glad 
to $ee Mr. Cobble . — Ed.] I accordingly 
drove there in a taxicab, feeling that my 
knowledge of London did not justify me 
in trying fb^find my way to Bouverie 
Street on foot. In loss than an hour 
I had all the information which 1 de- 
sired, and had decided at once to enter 
i my name as a competitor. 

1 'London is a remarkable town. For 
I myself I am 



never tired of looking at it; 

and I feel that oven if 1 had stayed 
longer than a week 1 should still not 
have discovered all that there is to 
Know about it. To describe everything 
that I saw would take too long; the 
most 1 can do is to take one day, such 
as Tuesday, and let it stand as a sample 
of the rest of the week. 


2.10. Betumed to delight. Lunched 
heartily at A.B.C. in Trafalgar Square. 

3.0. Borne soldiers appeared in the 
Square and marched down Whitehall. 
HastHy left A.B.C. and followed them 
to their barracks opposite one of the 
parks. 

3.40. Returned and spoke to a police- 
man. Most interesting. 



4.0—4.15. Crossed Trafalgar Square . 

4.20. Re-entered underground and 
took ticket for Mansion House. 

4.20 — 4.30. Watched numbers on 
notice-board. Very clever idea. Got 
on train for Mansion House. 

5.10. Arrived Richmond. 

6.0. Arrived Mansion House. Dined 
leisurely. 

8.0. Watched whisky and tea adver- 
tisements. 

10.0. Entered train for West Ken- 
sington. 

10.40. Arrived Wimbledon, 

This is only a sample. After a whole 
week I can say that I enjoyed my 
holiday thoroughly, and I i^hall have 
plenW to tell the v^ife when I get back 
to Marsh Mallow. 1 have only had 
ono real disappointment, and that was 


III,— A Walking Tour m Oioiimant. 
[ Ha Albert Mm, , 
Pookliiigton Tower#, I 

I started from Sprookansf^itiK on 
the Monday, and after throe hours* 
steady wolRing arrived at Brockonbit«, 
Brookenbitz is a delightful place; I 



remember it well. 

A short rest here was necessary, 
tJieii I prooecuied to PilHcnHoliwsi 
(2 w.), wliere there is a poat-otliee jmuI 
an English church, hosides miinciimH 
hotels, 'rho |K»piiliition is Bomothi»ig 
over 1,200 and the town lies in a 
delightful situation. Having aocoru 
plishod nearly nine miles since hrmt 
fast, I ducidtHi to rest hero for the night. 

Next morning I left for Teufelw(»Uet , 
a village souio six miles distant. My 



memories of Toufelwetter 


Tuesday, 9.0 a.m. Made my way to 
Kill Is Court station on the underground, 
where 1 took a ticket for Charing Cross. 

9.30 -10.15. While waiting for train, 
tried the moving staircase. A very 
clever arrangement. 

10.15 — H.O. Watched the numbers 
appear on the notice-board of the trains. 
Most ingenious. 

11.5. (lot on train for Charing Cross. 

11.30. Arrived Ealing. 

11.30 -11.46. Watched moving ad- 
vertiscjments on Ealing platform. 

12.20 p.M. Arrived Charing Cross. 

12.30. In the underground passages 
of Chuving Cross. 



1.15. Still there. 


I wont 



to see the Latin races 
at Shepherd's Bush. London is an 
expensive place to stay in, and I had 
hoped to get something hack over these 
races ; but they were evidently over by 
the time I arrived. 


are unfortunate, and 1 may say at oncu 
that I was greatly disappointed with 
the place. I puslied on as hurriedly as 
possililo to Dortchen (3 ?n.), passing 
over a well-known gorge (whoso name 
I have forgotten) oniny way. Dortchen 
contains a post-oflico iisid an lingliHli 
churcli, neither of whicli, however, I 
entered. Tliero «jo nmiunous shops, 
and the loads appear to hti well-kept; 
the surrouuiling scemuy also is deBei‘v- 
ing of atleniion. At lk>rU‘bcn 1 



remained foi^ seiteral days» 

noting the chief beauties of the place 
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and it was not until tho following 
Monday that I continu^ on my way 
towafds Bummelkursaalbrooken, This 
is a medium •sized village some hve 
miles away, and I arrived there about 
noon. The place is much visited 
by travellers, containing as it docs a 
post-office and an hhiglish church, 
while there iS* a waterfall of some 
celebrity in tlio neighbourhood. I did 
not have time to visit this, being some- 
what unexpectedly 



detained after lunoh 
for several hours ; and it was not until 
the next day that 1 finally reached 
Stiltzburg (5 r/i.), from which place I 
took train home to England. 

IV. — A Spouting Trip to the 

lllOHLANUB. 

[Mr. Gub Moutmoronoy, 

Tho Kyrio, Mai<hi Valo, N.’W.] 

[ Duncan McGooghly has always been 
one of the boys. Wo wore at Corpus 
together for a term ; we go every week 
to the dear old Claiety together; wo 
often drop in at Oddcinino’s for a grilled 
bone after painting tlie town red. Dear 
old Duiiky — 



a thorough sportsman. 

if ever there was one. When he asked 
me up to his little place in the Trossachs 
last Junq, I threw up all my other 
engagements, cut Lady Flufiio's little 
dinner dance, told my man to pack my 
gun-case and fishing-tackle, and caught 
the night train up to Perth. There 
was no need to take my hunters along 
with me, as I knew 1 could rely on 
Dunky for a mount if we wanted a day 
wuth the-hounds. 

My host met ^ met with the cob and 
tooled me out to* his little shooting-box 


in no time. Old MeStymie, the head 
gillie, greeted me at the gates as we 
drove up with, ** Hoots, it ’s the braw 
laddie herself, dinna fash the noo,*' 
to which I replied with a cheery, 
“What hoT* He will never forget 
that day last year when I flushed a 



runnable stag of seventeen points 

and gave it both barrels. 

“ Well, Gussie, old sport,** said 
Duncan McGooghly to me next morn- 
ing at breakfast, “ what would you like 
to do to-day ? ” 

“ What ’s on ? ” I said, helping myself 
to another whisky-and-soda. 

“ You can have a day with the 
grouse,” ho said; “I*vo been keeping 
the home coverts specially for you. 
Or would you rather flog a stream for 
salmon ? ” 

“ 1 think, dear old fellow.” I said, 
“ I T1 flog a stream,” and f bit the 
end off a Corona. “ Are the little 
beggars rising ? 

The fish, it seemed, w'oro in splendid 
condition, and so we lost no time in 
getting to work. Barely had I com- 
menced whipping tho stream when 



I got a bite. 

and in a second a magnificent sixty- 
pounder was at my feet. I am one of 
those old - fashioned sportsmen who 
prefer their fishing mixed. 1 like to 
wander out with a rod, a fly and a 
retriever, and pick up what I can. 
,Luck was in my way that morning and 
at the end of the day my bag oonsisted 
of three salmon, twenty brace of trout, 
four dozen perch, a pike and a couple 
of dabs. There was rejoicing among 


the natives when we came in yrith the 
spoil, 

** The Harriers are meeting here this 
morning,’* said Duncan next day at 
breakfast. “Would you care to go 
out ? ” 

“I haven’t a gee,” I said, as I 
squirted some soda into a glass. 

“I can give you a mount,” he said. 

“ Good man,” I answered. 

It was on a fine raw-boned flea-bitten 
grey that he mounted me, with careful 
instructions to ride him on the snaffle. 
We drew Sporran Wood first, and 
hounds put up a fine hare, scent being 
splendid. At Dewar’s Corner, 



puss doubled, 

but I headed hor off, and she sc/on had 
the whole field streaming after her, the 
kill taking place at Broek’s Beeches 
after twenty minutes of tho best. 

“Dunky, old sport,” said I, as we 
walked our tired nags home, “ London 
can show us nothing like this.” 


TO THE GENTLE READER ONLY. 

Herb our holiday pages end ; 

So, before the last is done, 

Let me beg a boon, my friend — 

See, 'tis but a little one ; 

Ero you leave tho breathless city 
Eor tho scents of mead and moor — 
Give a thought, for love and pity, 

To the children of the poor. 

Ere you sit, o’ summer nights, 

Whore the sea has much to say, 
Walk the woodlands, climb to heights 
Washed by all the winds at play ; 
Ere you thrid the watered valleys 
W ith your own, a merry troop — 
Don't forget tlie stifling alleys 
Where the other children droop. 

Would you make within your heart 
Brighter yet the golden hours. 
Calling those to have their part 
In the gathering of the flowers ? — 
Ere you leave the sombre city 
For the green ways, soft and sunned, 
Please to send, for Jove and pity. 
Something to the Fresh Air Fund.* 

0 , 8 . 

* This year sees the coming-of-age of the 
Fresh Air Fund. Lost summer it sent 285,000 
children for a day to the oounCry, and 4,530 for 
a fortnight. Gifts should be ad^iressed to the 
Hon. Seo., 23, St. Bride Street, £.0. 
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FOR THE WOMEN AND CHILDREN. 

Mr. PoNOH (to CAar%). ‘‘OOME, MADAM; YOU WILL NOT ASJC WHEEE TUE BLAME LIES; 
YOU WILL ONLY ASK HOW BEST YOU CAN HELP." 

IFrom tho kttier sent to the Press hy the Bishof^s w« Icarq that *Hwico as many women and chiUlrou as arc relieved lunu»<l away 
Jmpty iiinl hungry,. despite their piteous appeals.” Contributions to the relief fund will be received by the Kov.^!), S^Lowhik, Poplar 
Rectory, and the Bisaop oir Southwauk, Bishop’s House, Konnington.] 








^ 0 NCH, OR Mr li 03 S^ 


. g|i|^t 'OF:%RUAMeNT.'''l 

Ot Toalr^ M-P,) ■ 

tbRi RTOr wl» well-^grooroed Mimster 
Rfca^lcidltig Table addreftsio^ a Ust^ 
l^es, hall*emptiy House, would imagine 
he wae ttsdVing the Second leading of a 
Reform Bill containing potentiality of 
adding lo the electorate two-million- 
andfa-b^^ft males, ten - million - and - a - 
half tomaldb. Appearance of House on 
Btich momentous occasion faithfully 
reflects attitude of public outside. JNo 
thronged public meetings have sternly 
recommended Bill to favourable con- 
sideration of Logislatuvo. Not a park 
paling has fallen. Reason for notable 
state of things obvious. No one believes 
in reality of Ministerial intention to 
pass the Bill this Session. 

If such conclusion of tlie matter 
were desired or meant, it is physically 
impossible. With full length of average 
Hession practically run, there remain 
two great measures, either suflicient 
of itself to form ilie background of a 
Session. House wdll sit into New 
Year, or to March, if necessary. But 
tijo time so appropriated will not prove 
too much to dispose of the Homo Rule 
Bill, of which one clause has been 
passed in Committee, the Welsh Dis- 
establishment Bill, not yot in Com- 
mittee, and a Bill abolishing Plural 
Voting, fragment of the bulkier measure 
discussed to-night. 

Wherefore then this apparently de- 
liberate waste of precious time ? Why 
this hauling up of empty buckets from 
dried -out wells ? 

Answer is found in the old 
injunction, Cherchez la fevivie, 
pBKMiiSR, distraught amid divided 
counsels, hemmed in by conflicting 
sections of party, gave a pledge 
that a straight issue on question 
of Woman Suffrage should be 
provided in Reform Bill. By- 
and-by vre shall got into Com- 
mittee ; the fateful amendment 
opening door to addition of ton- 
million-aud-a-half women to the __ 
electoral register will be moved ; 
it will be negatived ; a pledge wdll 
have been fulfilled, a troublesome 
question temporarily got rid of, my 
and the Reform Bill having played 

its part in the little game will be = 

dropped — all but the principle of 
the abolishment of Plural Voting. 

Meanwhile Lulu, seductive in 
bis ^ijiibday clothes, speaking in 
level oo^Siversatiotial tone at speed w 
unohebked by obstacle of a single r 
oommAi Oommends the measure 
to fayottrable consideration of 
some ieinpty Benches and here 
and ttfora a group of Members 



*‘Ij1i1u, soduclivo in liis Sunday clotheB.’^ 
(Mr. Haih-ouiitO 

more or less successfully repressing 
instinct to yawn. 

Business done . — Second Reading of 
Reform Bill moved. On behalf of 
Opposition Pretyman submits amend- 
ment declining to proceed with it. 
Tuesday , — House emptier even than 


iiOTrs-& 


frABL, , - JS 

KViaa'.iUlftonQ Bill «imi ttHiln' diaMpicii. ‘ 
to raustoc in> tjviORjijim ; iniiitoMi- 
[mg kee|^'iij| ^ Ut. : 




’ GiH by life-belt, scanning the faivilving line of 
battl^ips." 

(Lord fiAiiSBUBt.) 


rith pleasurable ^nUoipation pi^jper 
io a pionfo, it was not without mfo* I 
giving that Membetl their 

)reciou9 lives to eMi|kK|y pf a i 
I'osterday amciouR ihqulwe | 

o Admiralty as to precautions token 
igainst disaster. Would be 

nade, it was asked, for a sumnient 
lumber of lifeboats, rafts and other 
ippliancos for the safety of Hoiuhniible I 
Vlombors? 

Maonamara able io give required ' 
issuranco. Still there wuh hesiliufon, 
Irlow about priority of Moiubers taking 
.heir places in tiio boats in < of 
lisas tor ? 

As this question Was put, Mtuubors 
>olow Clangway on l)t>th aitlcH east 
listrustful glajicos on oecui»anh< of 
Avo Front .Ih'nchos facing the IVUde, 
It is a favourite axiom with the Pri\aio 
Momher lluit when the two l^imt 
Lfonclios agree upon a oun'ent (|ueHtiou 
.here is mischief ahead. Suppowe in 
:^aso indicated they wore to agree upon 
bhoir right of priority to lake to the 
boats, what w'ould bocomo of Private 
Monibors, some of ihoui fatheitt of 
[amilios ? 

As it happeii(3d these premonitions 
proved superfluous. All wont well, ami 
Members have returned prepaml 
rote any Bupploniontary Naval I3ati“ 
nates that may bo asked for. 

Fooling personal intei'ost in 
measure delicately entitled Mimkl 
Doflciency Bill, set down asprhb 
cipal business for to-day, I diil not i 
go to Bpithead. Sark, who was 
of ilio company, reports oompleie 
success of expedition. The Ath 
miralty, their intent spurred by 
what took place m Um House 
yesterday, oxcebdoil their original 
provision for the safety of JVlnm- 
hors. Oi> boarding the AnmehU 
(Jasile Members of both Houses 
T of Tarliamont wore equipped with 

I lifebelts, whiesU they retainad | 
throughout tho voyage, tempo- ! 
rarily disrobing for limcheou. 

^ Bark, not oonstitulionallv emo- 
p- tional, not habltuaHy exuberant 
V in language, much impressed by ^ 
spectacle of Lord lUbHnimv, gh t 
^ by lifebelt, scanning tho far-flung 
lino of battleships. Says he 
ne^fer before realised the might 
and real kingliness of NepiunSb; 

At first sight resemblance 
tween the Sea-god ahd a foriiisi’ 
Lord CbdnooUor is not rocog- i 
nfsable But the poetic eye in fine 
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frenzy rolling Mreeives much hidden TOUCHING THE MATTER IN 
from gaze of ordinary man. /\iiconnM 

Btmness done , — After *all, Mental QUESTION* 

Deficiency Bill not reached, Hou^je When the room winch I and Murray 
being with difficulty kept sitting till occupy in chambers is void of briefs, we 
7.30. Got a couple of useful small go in to our Big Man’s room and steal 
measures over a stage. some of his ; partly to occupy ourselves 

Friday,— Dead set against .Home in perusing tliem, more to give ourselves 
Skcuiutary made from Opposition an illusory appearance of business and 
Benches continu( 3 S. Daily finds issue prosperity by spreading them on our 
in cunningly-contrived qin^stions de- table. But oven Big Mon have their 
signed to put him in the wrong, bad times, and ours has had only one 
McKenna a Jiard nut to crack. Sup- sot of jiapers thi^ week. That one, 
plemontary Questioners and others do however, wo have each road six times ; 
not got mucli change out of him. and 1 can toll you with authority that 


jEHSEii recently found this out when ho 
attempted to show that last year the 
Horne Office liad saddled Metropolitan 
ratepayers with cost of 500 mernliors 
of Metropolitan police force sent to 
Hull in aid of local police. Wanted 
to know what Home Sec uetauy 
was going to do in the matter. 

After explaining tliat the alleged 
circumstances took place a year 
ago, before he was rnsponsihlo 
for })Usinosa of the Dojiartmcnt, 
McKenna added, '* Tlie question 
of tho Honourable Member is 
impertinent.” 

Boar expressive of outi*agcd 
Bonso of decency hurtled from 
Opposition Benches. Half a- 
dozen Members sprang to their 
foot to ask Kdeakeu’s ruling if it 
was in order to accuse an Hcn- 
ourahlo Member of putting nn 
impertinent question, h’or tliom 
the word had nothing beyond 
its meaning in colloquial use, 
defined in New English (Oxford) 
Dictionary — a hook so seduc- 
tive by its literary lore tliat, when 
searching for a word, one pauses 
to read a page — as “ meddling, abusive, 
presumptuous, insolent in speech or 
behaviour.” 

“ I use tho word,” McKenna quietly 
added, in its older sense.” 

This roraiudo(k House that it had 
originally another moaning. In usage 
of the law, “ impertinent ” still means 
“ not pertaining to the subject or matter 
in hand, irrelevant.” That, it seems, 
was what McKenna had in mind. 

Just as well to have it explained. 
This done, storm blow over as rapidly 
as it had arisen. But tho badgered, 
proYokingly smiling Home Secretary 
bad his retort courteous. In skilful 
hands, more blessed than “ Mesopo- 
tamia ” is the word impertinent.” 

Business done . — Boform Bill read a 
second time by majority of 76. 


“Somerset aro»i>ayifig Mr. Norm»n llanlr, 
medium moe rjo^ht-lmud bowler, for tlic firbt 
time.”— Mail, 


it conocrriH an omnibus and a policeman. 

There arc periods of slump at tho 
Bar when it is nticcssary to give it up 
for good or go to sleep for the mom out. 
We choBO tho latter alternative. Murray 
dreamt of liiriisclf conducting theomni- 



“ Impertinent ” in its oklci sense. 

(Mr. MrKKNNA cxplaiup.) 

Ims case witli extraordinary ability and 
conspicuous success; I deliberated upon 
turning tho facts into the form of an 
occasional contribution to the Chit 
Chat columns of the daily press. 

Waking first, I put my cogitations 
on paper. They bore no reseinblanco 
to the case or anything on earth, hut 
ran thus : — 

“i want*' said Charles, approaching 
the Policeman outside Victoria. Station 
— “7 ivant to go to llammcrsniithP 
Why ? ” said the Policeman, 

And what is more, 1 loant to go by 
omnibnsP 

By omnibus ? Aie you quite sure 
yon mean what you say ? ” 

Charles observed him narrowly, “ 
he declared, “ I have thought the matter 
out carefully and that is my fixed deter- 
ij^ination, I apprehend that the vast 
majority of people do not go from Victoria 
to Hamniersmith by omnibus, but that 
is only because the xmt xnajoriiy of 


mersmith. For myself, homver, I have 
a peculiar affection for the BeaihP 

** What Meath f ” asked the Police- 
man, being greedy of sensational details, 
Hampstead Heath, of course,** said 
Charles irritably, 

“ Then what you really mean is that 
you want to go from Victoria to Hamp- 
stead, and not Hammersmith, by omni- 
bus ? ” Charles accepted the correction, 
“ In that case,*' continUicd the policeman, 
“ / will oppose your wishes ^td further, 
and, if you arc quite sure that you want 
to go by omnibus and you do not think 
that the walk would do you more good, 
I will 710 longer stand in your way,'* 

And he 7uovcd off in an Easterly 
direction, 

•It -St ^ 

Murray woke up second, a had 
second, and took my manuscript off 
mo. Ho put on Jiis pince-nez 
(liis greatest asset, upon which 
alone ho relies for his future 
success in the profession). Ad- 
dressing an imaginary ]3ench 
with great condescension but 
firmness ho asked leave to cross- 
examine tho defendant on lus 
affidavit. Imaginary Benches 
accede to all Murray‘s sugges- 
tions with tho utmost rapidity 
and deference. 

Murray took off his glasses 
to read my writing (tho reason 
of which process I could never 
understand) and then put them 
on again to cross-examine me. 

-K- -x 

“ Yes,” I said ([ omit his 
questions and give iriy answers 
consecutively), “ that is a true 
account of the affair. I am 
quite sure that the direction w^as 
Easterly. . . , 

“The account I have given you is a 
true one. I dare say I am prejiarod to 
vouch for it. . . . 

“No, 1 did not remember for the 
moment that I was on my oath. That 
of course might make a difference. 
Having regard to that, I now say that 
the account I have given you is more or 
less true. By that I do mean probably 


as 


“ Yes, it is a tissue of lies. . . . 

“ There is no such person 
Charles. . . . 

“ There never was such a Police^ 
man. ... 

Victoria, Hammersmith and Hamp- 
stead wore names invented by me on 
tho spur of tho moment No such 
places in fact exist. . . . 

“ Certainly I will be careful, Sir. My 
memory is fair to medium. , It serves, 
without overstraining, to remind me of 
what we agreed to a minute ago, that 


^e fear this makes him a professional, peoph^do not go from Victoria to Mam- I am on my oath. And yet, somehow, 




I still swear that those three places do 
not exist. ... 

“ I swear that I invontod the names. 
I often invent names. I do not regard 
tliat as an immoral thing to do. It is 
my business in life. I may or may 
not liave seen names very like thenj 
soniowhero. From time to time I see 
such a lot of tilings tJiat it would bo 
impossible to speak positively as to any 
of tlioni. Yes, I often invent things 
tliat have boon invented before. My 
conscience does not prick mo. I have 
not got a conscience, if you prefer to 
put it that way. What is the com- 
mercial value of a conscience as a 
business asset, all said and done ? . . . 

“Certainly I will try lo answer 
your questions. 1 am not endeavouring 
to conceal anything from anybody. Jf 
there were in fact such places as Vic- 
toria, Hammersmith and Hampstead. 
I should ho the first to own up to them, 
cost me what it might. I have no 
quarrel with any of the three. I have 
no grudge against any of them, I tell 
you I never heai*d of any of them before 
to-day. . . . 

“ No* I am not aware that there is 
anything astonishing in what 1 am 
saying. It is not true that I have 
appeared before the South London 
Sessions lor using coarse language to a 
dog. TJiero is no foundation whatever 
for Suotii a suggestion. I was indeed once 
bitten a dog. Very likely I expressed 


an opinion. I draw a very marked dis- 
tinction between sarcasm and coarse- 
ness. Yes, I do expect a jury of twelve 
intelligent men to believe all I say ; 
some of them one part of it, some of 
them another part of it, but all of it 
lietween thorn. . . , 

“ Yes, I have a brother. No, ho has 
not been convicted of perjury, 1 liave 
also two sisters. I do not think either 
of them has ever boon convicted of 
jierjury, but you never know. 1 still 
swear that those places do not exist. . . 

“ Yes, if you please, wo will now turn 
to this Charles, ^ My own name is 
Frederic. No, I spell it without a ‘k.’ 
Am 1 bound to give my reasons for so 
doing? Well, then, 1 do it to save 
ink. . • . 

“My name is not Charles. It never 
has been Charles. Have T ever called 
myself Charles? (All right, I will not 
repeat your questions if yon ’re ashamed 
of them.) Only once did 1 over call 
myself Charles. When was that? Oh, 
just lately. Very well, have it your 
own way ; I am the Charles 1 w^as 
telling you about, if you must know. , . 

“ I still swear that there are no such 
places as Victoria, llammorsmith and 
llampstead, ... ^ 

“ No, I have never been convicted 
of perjury myself. I swear positively 
that I have never committed perjury. 
This is ihe first time I have ever tried, 
and I have failed teth ways. » » * 


“Thanks. I will stand down, if I 
may. By-the-hy, how does ode stand 
down ? ” 

r. -K- I*- 

If one plays too long with Murray, 
he always gets spoilt. When he pro* 
posed to continue the affair and 
tlie j\iry (f now' to be the jury) I 
refused and went hack to slfiep. NevtU' 
tholoss, or ])erhups for that reasoii, lun 
porsistod in regarding me as the usual 
intelligent Twelve and addressed mo as 
such. 


Local Fashions in the Animal World. 

Fi‘om a hotter in Thf^ W( stern Mornrm) 
News : 

“In ttiiy ollicT (iniiitiy flio luathsomn 
tik;N \>lK)Nl:r up i^^olrly in oi4nr to line 

Uicir ]io 'Krl'.) Iniiff nu UiIh havo W u 

t‘I/ij»p(}d III t»r luini'^luui tlut country/* 

It is doubtful, though, whether the 
reptiles in any other country do wear 
pockets. 

Our Boliberaie putters. 

A half liocuiod assuitril, lar khai I 
with a hve year putt for \\\i> hoh‘/ 

This is the sort of golfer wo liate 
playing behind. 

“Mias , M.A., will oti ‘ ^riy^du*la|y 

as ths Basis of Dogiua,' attpr w hii h tlioni xm\ 
be a thi-eo months’ iioctfss, " — t4fc^u tn , 
Personally wo should bo aU right again 
in a fortnight. ^ 
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. A B158T CUBE. 

Alfrbd, my friend, when late you wrote 
From your Arcadian retreat, 

Bidding mo cast the Bond StiAdot coat, 
The patent leather from my feet; 

Leave all those labours none may tell, 
That bow a conscientious l)ard, 

And take, within your gates, a spoil 
Of rural rest as my reward ; 

Worn out, at once 1 saw in dream 
A gently rocking hammock, far 
'Neath shady willows by your stream. 
And straightway wired you, “ Right 
you are I ” 

And fancy painted, as I packed, 
llow I should revel at my ease 
In scent of liaycocks newly stacked, 
Wild rcses and late sirawhevries. 

Back to the kindly, restful land. . . . 

Alas, my dream ! the first Jiot clay, 
You put a pitch fe rk in iny liand 
And hauled mo out to make that liay ! 

Five long days now I ’ve fagged about 
(Oh, sluuly side of dear Tall Midi !), 
My peaceful dreams all put to rout, 
Alfred, how can you deem it well ? 

Tills breaking Imck T might endure. 
These fingers in their blistered pain, 
But now I ’vc got, 1 ’m pretty sure, 

A sunstroke on iny simmering brain ; 

And, lest my premature decease, 

Gcxxl friend, should he the end of it, 
I must give up this rural ease, 

Got back to town - and rest a bit. 

"It WAS a p'py day mnilc chilly hy a Kharp 
wind, which gathered an cd^c tliroiij^h 
atropiud on the flnow-cai)pcd vidgea ol‘ the 
Taranias, ' ’ — Ihin in ion, 

"The guns continufd to breathe licavily 
I»e)iiud the ireoa (inciUjd by ineinbera ot the 
D Battery ).” — Ihraituj 

Tlio judges ore unable to separate tlieso 
two competitors from New Zealand, 
and they will hold The Daily Tcleyraph 
Cup jointly for one year. 

Frcim a paragrapli in 21ie Yorkshire 
Evenimj Post entitled " Cat’s Fight with 
• Fox”:- 

"It was aflcrwaids diacovc.red that tlic cat 
had a litter ol chickens near tlic chickeii'i'iin, 
and it was the inatcinal instinct tliat made )»er 
*go’ for Key Hard,” 

This reminds us of the fierce fight with 
a weasel which our tortoise put up when 
sitting on a clutch of young Rabbits. 

From the rules of a cycling club: — 

"All niembcT^i to meet at Hijadquart-em for 
all mna , , . and diapurs^ at llcadquartcis on 
. f^pturn.” « 

It is this paying up at the end which 
is so unpleasant. 


THE REVIVAL OF 8QDA8N-BALL. 

It is possible that the present gener- 
ation, with its wide-spread infatuation 
about golf, cricket, tennis and other 
elaborate summer pastimes, will hardly 
oven know the name of the King of 
Games. The real cause of its decline 
and fall is to bo found in the fact that 
Sinclair lias been in the Argentine for 
the last seventeen y^ears. louring the 
whole of that time Squash-ball has 
been under a cloud. Even the Annual 
Tournament fell through shortly after 
ho went, and tho Annual Revision of 
the Rules (which is much the most 
sporting event in tlic Squash -ball year) 
has not been held since 1895. Last 
week’s matches were played on an 
obsolete register. 

But now that Sinclair has come 
hack, to see him again, porringer in 
hand, is to recall ti)o groat summer 
of IHHO, when ho and I seceded from 
tlie local cricket club and formed a 
committee of exports to consider the 
condition of our national game. For 
we are only too glad to admit that 
Cricket is the father of Squash -ball. 
Our original intention was merely to 
eliminate the more obvious Idemishes 
in tho game of cricket, such as the 
extreme hardness of the ball, the pre- 
carious tenure of the batsman, tlie largo 
number of plajci’s involved, and the 
oxcessivo amount of menial labour, 
fetching and carrying, which it entails. 
Kor l ightly considered tho fic’ or is a 
mero slave. Thus wo arrived at the 
: main principles of Squash-hall ; I mean, 
of course, that it shall bo played in 
an enclosed space with short boundaries 
of varying values, witli one man a side, 
who has eleven successive innings, with 
an enormous wicket, counterbalanced 
by tlic accumulative boundary system, 
by which you may score as many] 
lioundaries as you can roach in a single 
liit by taking in the two sides of an 
angle of tiie wall. A small white ball 
ami a porringer or bioomstick tliree 
foot long were adopted as tho standard ; 
and it was at some of tlio later Re- 
visions that tlie principle of catching 
off walls or roofs or first bounce off 
the ground were admitted. This latter 
practice has enormously strengthened 
the interest in tho game, whicli is now 
a blond of all tho finer points of Cricket 
with tlie iiioro interesting features of 
Fives. 

We spent a busy Sunday afternoon 
— Sinclair and I— and at last wo came 
upon a couple of bi'oom sticks and a 
packet of balls in the lumber room. 
It was clear from the very first that 
the farm-yard provided an almost 
perfect pitch — might really have been 
built' for it; and we had no difficulty 


whatever in " priping the boundaries " 
('a technical term). We put one on the 
cart-shod and tho granary, two on the 
stable. The shippon, which is on the 
off, was valued at three ; the hay-shed 
(about mid on) at four, and the pig- 
sties, barn and straw-houses were 
adjudged to be wortli five each. A 
straight drive full-pitch to the wall of 
the hen-house was the only six — it is 
up a narrow passage — while a back 
cut through the gate-way into tho 
trough counted three. Sinclair, who 
always likes to introduce a little play 
of fancy into these laborious details, 
insisted on allowing nineteen for the 
kitchen chiinhoy ; but of course, if you 
missed it and went over the roof, you 
wore out. 

I certainly was a hit nervous while 
Sinclair with a pot of gioen paint was 
marking off tho wicket on the wliitc- 
washod wall. You see I had no means 
of knowing what iny servants would 
think of this sort of thing. I liad b'jen 
ten years in tho farm, and had striven 
to maintain towanls them a friendly 
but dignified demeanour. This was 
bound to 1)0 a new aspect of me^ so to 
speak. I am becoming middle-aged 
and might almost he regarded as stout. 

I was not at all sure if tliey would 
quite understand or appreciate. Jt 
was all very well for Sinclair. 

The game began, and 1 may say at 
once that the howling was atrocious. 

A rigid couise of practice at the nets 
must clearly bo undertaken if wo aro 
ever to recover our pitch. But tlie 
batting, on tho other hand — to our 
exlrome delight — had lost noticing 
whatever of its old freedom and vigour. 
Sinclair (who had won tho toss) amassed 
no fewer than twenty-six off my first two 
overs without loss of a wicket, chiefly 
by clean powerful drives to the Imy- 
shed. I got him out however. All 
tho last fceven men were l.b.w. He 
had really made tho wicket too wide. 
But his score was J17, and the light 
was alieady failing when I went in. 
Mine was an eventful innings. Off tho 
first ball 1 nearly killed a cockerel in 
the slips, and in tlie following over I 
liad a beautiful square cut which 
resulted in a dead loss of three gallons | 
of milk. But it is notoriously no use 
crying over that when it is spilt, and I 
wont on to cause a panic among my 
cart-horses by pulling a wide long-hop 
through the stable window. My big 
hitter however was brilliantly caught 
in tho third over off tlie turnip cutter, 
and after that something of a rot set in. 

I was perhaps a littlo distracted by 
considerations of the attitude of my 
farm staff. It was a great evening for 
the*;?. The ploughman took up a 
moderately safe position in the door of 


: the boundaries " 




Fond Molhcr {of tormntlhig hithc\ “Don't let 'im d .stukii vk, 


It’s only yeh (/L.lr^^/cs' wot isriiKSTH 'iM, I ' 


tho sliippon with a pipo in his nioutli, 
intensely enjoying tho spoctaolo, arul 
tho two bo)s, witli tho Briton’s irinato 
love of sport, appeared to tumble to it 
at oiico as hoin^ all in tlio clay’s work. 
Ono took up a position at cover point 
— saving two — and had to bo persuaded 
to desist ; while tho otiior did some 
tine retrieving work on tho railway. 
Tho plouglimari’s little girl insisted on 
going long-stop on tlio top of tho wall 
(which was, of counso, most irregular) 
with a basket. 

Meanwhile the dairy-maid, who was 
milking at tho time, ran back and forth, 
whenever her duties necessitated it, in 
open terror and squealing as she went. 
And 1 do not know that she was far 
wrong, for I always score freely on the 
olT side. The dogs barked wildly. It 
was by no moans a peaceful game. 

Well, he got me out for forty-nine. 
But the light was getting bad. My 
foreman had already kindly placed the 
stable lantern on the w^all before tho 
last wicket fell. 

The Annual Tournament is to begin 
on Wednesday, and the Revision will 
bo held next week. There are already 
seventeen amendments to tho rules on 
the order paper. It is quite like old 
times. 


Mlstku. 


TflE WOM.VN AND TlIJ^l HAT. 

Amelia liociEns i.s haughty and slim, 
Her brother is jolly and stout; 

ihit don’t you pay any attontion to him, 
It ’s her that I 'in talking about. 

A lady is clearly entitlod to stand 
And gaze at a hat-shop ; but why 

The paper and pencil slie holds in lier 
hand, 

Tho sinister look in her eye? 

Is sketching in Bond Street becoming 
a vogue ? 

Or what in the world is slio at ? 

And what has her business to do with 
that rogue, 

That positive rogue of a hat. 

Whose frame is cerise and wiiose ribbons 
are pink 

(Tho colours hlojit subtly together) ; 

Whose price, thirty guineas, is slitiisli, 
you think, 

But includes, ono supposes, the 
feather ? 

ik Vf ^ ^ 

You have hoard of the busineiils of 
Robins and Pete, 

But scarcely are likely to know 

The popular shop in the popular street. 
Their ready-cash loctis in quo* 


[I hlu.sii to to tho latter; enin»g)i 

I'hat lliis is where bargains are 
made 

In ribbons of ovtuy conoi*ivahlo stitlV 

And ever} (tonceival)l<^ shadf), 

Mor(X)ver, though known by ibo lech 
riioal name 

Of drapers, or pooplo who drape, 

Politely aiJprouchcd, they wdll nuiKo you 
a frame 

Of any concoivrhle sluipo. 

And many a liuly wo know of lias 
been " 

To Kobins and Pete, and her Block 

Is complete when a bj’othov (you know 
who 1 mean) 

lias slauglitcred a pheaflaul, a cook, 

r. .1 

Amelia llogfM’s is haughty and slim 

(I think I have told you before) ; 

There’s that in her hat, in tho twirl of 
its brim, 

Oompels you to gaze and adore* 

Its ribbons are pink ainJ its framo is 
cerise 

(The colours Wont suhll y together) : 

Tliey cost h^r eleven tiueo farttungs 
apiece ; 

The pheasant proviclcd the fesSiher. 





POINTS OF VIEW. 

First Galnuhu “Papku says there’s ole htstricts ov London wherk you couldn't find a 'ansom if you wanted ONE/' 
tSerond Cabman, “Bi.oomin’ lot more difficult to find the bloke as wants one/’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punches Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

During debate on the Homo Bulo Bill of 1893 Mr- 
Gladstone, recurring to the Union of Great Britain and 
Ireland, startled the House of Commons by the declaration 
that there was “no blacker or fouler transaction in the 
history of mankind,” The statesman who twice attempted 
to invest Ireland with a Home Kule Parliament was 
suspect. Lecky, most loyal of Unionists, in the front rank 
of historiansi declared that accomplishment of the Union 
was made possible only by the fact that “the virus of 
corruption extended and descended through every fibre and 
artery of the political system.” Mr. McDonnell Bodkin, 
in relating the history of Qrattan*s Parliament fFiSHEU 
Unwin), deals at some length with this episode of nistory. 
j Coming out just now, the book, result of profound study of 
I annals of the time, is opportune. I am not quite certain that 
it is designed in favour of the resuscitation of a Parliament 
on OoUege Green. If it be, it is much more damaging to 
the BUI now before the House of Commons than are the 
WOcUjes of Sir Edward Carbon or the ejaculations of 
Captain Oiuia and Mr. Moorb. Grattan himself cal- 
culated that of those who voted for the Bill and i^naoted 
llnion ** nbt more than seven were unbrlbed/* In 
a majority, three millions of money vrete 
distetpMf were made in the Irish 

twef new peeragee TVYere mated, and 

' wdn' , owners of ' botofigH seats 


“Jockey of Norfolk,” Ireland was bought and sokl, For 
Irishmen it is a pitiful momory that it was their own 
countrymen who Bhamelessly made the bargain possih)e. 
In his narrative of proceedings in Grattan’s 
j Mr. Bodkin cites several passages from speeches, I 

Grattan’s own, wliich mark the highest stylo of Patlia-i 
montary eloquence. The value of a book full of 
for the reader of to-day is augmented by reproduction of 
some thirty portraits of men who at this critical epoch 
helped to make a new history for IreUiucJi 

If a body kiss a body in the dark, and a bo%, ilo far htmv 
crying, look upon tiie incident as*a not unpteatapt iaslt 
and if, upon recognition later in the full light df day^ 
is neither confusion on the one side nor even of 

resentment on the other, but instant love on botb, 
there is no reason for three hundred pages of dclhy r 
Daniosel Croft (Stanley Paul) fails to show oartsc' lirhy 
Toby, in such circumstances, should hafig back atm 
allow his less dashing rivals to try thek sovero) looks 
meanwhile. True, Janey was no mere serving wench* as 
originally supposed, but the highly respeotabla daughMlIof 
a local yeoman family, and something of an heiress ^ timt : 
but no importance was attached to this ; the argumchf of | 
the book is that, though townsfolk may hanker after foi^l i 
introductions and eavd about sottlemetitei to the hO^t 
countryman there is only one pertinent euestian 
discussed before xzKiming, and that is, have the partttl a 
mutual mind to dd it? I can odly acod^t fek 
proci^astiiiato^ a Sportin| whfh 
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IJvvf 17 , > 


determined him to let the reader have a run for his money ; It was a land of oliveyards and of vineyards, fra|prant with 
he knew that there werq no contingent complioations to the scent of thyme and myrtle and leptisk bushes, golden 
postpoftethe happy issue, and was fortified in his altruism,, and purple and green with the fruit of lemons and muh 
no doubts by the feeling that the other starters, a local berries and figs, rich and beautiful and godlike in the fresh- 
dullard and a second-rate Ijondoner, were never really in ness of its light and colour and Sound. Eye and ear 
the running. I blame him far his folly in thus trifling with rejoiced as I learnt to love the purity and delicacy of the 
his own happiness, but thank him for his kindness in sweeping lines of its sunny bay, the blue of its seas and 
promoting mine. For the company was very good to meet, skies, the gleaming white of its houses, the green of its slim 
and their quaintlj^ idiomatic conversation a pleasure to hear, cypress trees and the soft curves of its pines, or listened for 
Mr. B. Muhray GincHuisT imports Timothy Motyneux, the liquid tinkle of the goat-bells on the mountains, the 
popular author and noxious egoist, into his homely atmo- persistent chirp of the tettix, and all its othez:^ imfamiliar 
sphere, largely, I think, in order to scoff at novelists with sounds. Of a certainty this little island set in^the Gulf of 
wide circulations. Let me warn him that, if he will put a Aogina, close to the Peloponnesian coast, forty miles across 
little more stuff into his stories and continue writing in the sea from the Piraeus and Athens, was a dream of beauty, 
this attractive strain, he will be in jeopardy himself of But for all that I didn’t expect to enjoy my stay there one 
achieving a vogue. bit. I know better now. I have sat with the women filling 

H their pitchers at the fountain, and joined in the gossip of 

My feeling about The Sirjn (MacmiMiAn) is mainly the market-place till the faces and tljoughts of these simple 
that it has outgrown its strength. In other words, Mrs. islanders are real to me ; because I have been told by a 
BoBiiLnY Fedden has spoilt what miglit have been a woman with a rare gift of sympathy how the hearts of 


powerful short story in the 
attempt to stretch it into 
a novel. It is a strange and 
interesting little study of a 
phase of what is, technically 
speaking, morbid psy- 
chology — a term which wo 
all know can be used to 
explain almoKfc anything. 
Hero it treats of what might 
bo called the strango case 
of M6nik, It is dedicated 
“to the painter who told 
mo the story ; ” and, as a 
matter of fact, I seem to 
remember bearing that 
something very like it did 
actually take place, not long 
ago. M6nih was a Breton 
peasant girl, upon whose 
imagination the sinful state 
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*1 vtf 

1 ^ 










JONK8, WHO UAH Jir.ST llXTUr.NKD FROM A VIHIT TO PARIS, CON- 


~ mothers and lovers in Poros 
I ache, and how sickness and 
I separation and death and 
; cruelty and ingratitude, and 
I even the stonier tragedies 
I of murder and suicide, 
disturb the quiet current of 
their lives. All the stories 
are sad, though not all of 
llinin have unhappy endings; 
hut the manner of their 
telling roilocts the beauty 
of the island, and they are 
not quite like anything that 
1 have read before. 

It would bo a churlish 
spirit indeed tliat could cavil 
at the collection of reprints 
published by Swif’t under 
the title of Leaves of Prose, 


of the countryside worked chives the jiuilliant ioea of formino a TiiurnY with the si-uiiious with the exception of two 
Bopoworfullytlmtshevowed o^thIt city rNscRuruLous waiteiui .. gfcujieg - by May Sin- 

hersolf to bo crucified in ‘ olair, they are essays from 


OF that city. 


“ studies " by May Sin- 
clair, they are essays from 


the village square as a sacrifice; with the result that, when the pen of Annie Matheson, and they are prefaced by the 
she was dying (of consumption, I gathereil), marks became most meticulous expression of gratitude tliat 1 have ever 
visible in her hands, and she herself was found stretched seen in a publisher’s note. Not content wdth acknowledging 
at daybreak in the market-square, “ as if upon her the courtesy of the periodicals under whose auspices these 
cross. . . .” This is the wdiolo story. Not exactly a leaves first burgeoned, Mr. Swjb'T bows hie thanks to the 
pleasant one, yoti perceive, nor one easy to tell without living authors who have been occasionally quoted by the 
offence. To do Mrs. Fbdden justice, the only objection essayist, and to those holders of copyrights who guard 
that can be urged against her way of treating it is that the privilege of citation from the glorious dead. The range 
the interest is a little hard to sustain, especially in the of this anthology, if I may use the word of leaves, is con- 
subordinate passages with which she has had to fill siderablo, for it comprises literary and sociological criticism 
out her book. Some of the minor characters, however, as well as vignettes of people and places, and, in the teeth 
are well drawn ; the best being the egoistical genius of its own title, a considerable number of laurel sprigs has 
Walden, the head of the little artist-band, whose life crept in amongst the less pretentious foliage. Many of 
and thought are effectively contrasted with those of the the compositions are well and all are pleasantly written, 
Breton folk amongst whom they work. Of course the though I discover an occasional triteness, as when in 
tale is sad, no one would object to that; the trouble is “Thyrsis in a London Square,” a very short essay, the 
that it is occasionally also dull, and that it need not have writer feels it necessary to quote twenty-five of the best- 
been. known lines of The Scholar Gipsy, But, since it must 

have been this kind of thing that prompted the preliminary 
There is no golf in Poros,* and no sport and no casino ; psean of thanksgiving from Mr. Swift, I refuse to complain* 
hardly anything, in fact, in which the heajrt of the ordinary 

Englishman rmoices when he takes his journeys abroad. Notice in a country churohyard : — 

And when I began to read Tales of a Greek Island “ Dogs mu&t be by tbe band.** 

fCoNSTABLB), by JuLtA P. Dbaqoumib, I felt, for all my Arm-m^xn with our French poodle we walk stately past 
Classicu! education, that I was a stranger in a strange land* th^ cbnrohf _ ^ 
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WM « distiag^hed Liberal leader 
Mid a abort time ago, " We ahall 
•hzink from the oonsejiaeQces of 
oar aota." liberal majorities, how- 
vret, appear to be less obstinate. 

***** 

Heading in a newspaper : — 

** Btamp-Liokino Eacb.” 

Yes, is what Mr. Lloyd Gbobob 
has ma^ of us. 

* 

The Postmaster-General pro^sos 
to establish a system of Urgent Tele- 
grams between the United Kingdom 
and the Continent. We hope 
shortly to hoar that he has 
also made arrangements for 
a system of Urgent Telephone 
Connections for persons who 
are in a hurry. 


The British Government 
has lodged a protest at Wash- 
ington against the Panama 
Canal Bill, with the conse- 
quence that Mr. Taft’s Pan- 
ama Hat is now in the ring. 

ilr. Athrlstan Rilrv, in 
a letter to 'The Timas, declares 
that tlie so-called Sacred Pea- 
cock recently accepted by the 
British Museum is a fraudu- 
lent bird, worth at the most 
£10. It is hoped that it may 
be possible to dispose of the 
creature either to the Natural 
History Museum or Dr. Bode. 


the tube a oirouihle^ m iMi 

to allow of tho motion of mmmar 
residences on each side of the line. 

V 

. The City Police, on their return from 
Stockholm, have, it is said, been 
challenged to a tug of war by a team 
of newsboys. We caution these little 
lads that, though the good temper of 
the City Police is well known, it is a 
dangerous thing to tempt Providence 
during a heat wave. 

* * 

The first criminal alien to bo de- 

E ortod under the Aliens Act reappeared 
i^st week at the Marlborough Street 



Eeadersof newspapers have 
so many tragedies brought to 
their notice that they are apt 
to bocotno callous. Jt would, 
however, bo an exceptionally 
hard - hearted person who 
could fail to bo moved by the 
pathos of the following inci- 
dent : — “ Twenty gentlemen cadets of 
the Royal Military Academy, Woolwich, 
are victims of an epidemic of mumps.” 
* * 

“ On Saturday,” says a paragraph in 
The Pall Mall Gazette, “ between 
Charing Cross and tho Savoy Hotel a 
correspondent met seven one-legged 
men. Why ? Tho number was out of 
all proportion to the balance of the 
traffic.” The heat wave was no doubt 
responsible for it. We have always 
understood that wooden legs are much 
cooler than the other sort. 

*** 

The low temperature of the Central 
London Tube auring a heat wave has 
again baen conspicuous, and it is now 
realised that the engineers showed a 
jgre^ lack of foresight in not giving 





THE CAMPER’S DILEMMA. 

Uncle Joe {who hm hem left to cook dimer for the part}/, rctuiuuj from 
** Things all iSvoiUs Should Know**), YOUii only wax MATrU 

FALLS INTO A PUDDLE . . . YOU KKED NOT DEyrAIR ; DUV IT 
liOUOHLY ON YOUK COAT AND THEN HTICK IT IN YOUR HA 111 . DeAVK 
IT THERE FOR A MINUTE AND IT WILL COMB OUT PElll-Kt rLY DRY 
AGAIN.” 


Police Court. In spite of his historical 
value he was senteuoed to five weeks’ 
hard labour; but an effort is to he 
made, we understand, on bis release, 
to secure him for the London Museum. 
* * 

A contemporary informs us that at 
her wedding Miss Viola Them cut “ a 
cake of tho shape of the Cathedral of 
Milan, where the bride recently studied 
for the operatic stage.” The secular- 
isation of sacred edifices evidently 
proceeds apace. ^ 

* 

“Where is the Ideal Village? 
Plan fob * Embalming' a Piece of 
Aroady.” 

Thus a cohtemf)orary. But surely the 
average village is dead enough already 
without cai^ying the idea father ? 


WooMu, ft Fftsjbiira , , 
from Pftr^, ftTO flaw roiMl 

— «ad thMa Iftdiw 

Baifioal operatiom 

oftm« the mode will dboirtly Jtat 

ing iitto nanoeriM until thin hKMMO 

once more become tlie thing, 

%*’* 

“ If you want to*be bofthtihili Ae yotur 
own washing,” sftyt Dh. D*vin pDin:.^ 
BON. Let UB hope tbftt this n^y be 
more suooesBfal thftb the ifttMIBipte 
many ladies make to do tlhdk OlMI 
painting. , * 

* 

,4 projkjn ot a suggestion for ft eiinUei 
match. Married v, fUnghi, ft 
corrcBpondout oskH, in Jlhe 
Exjyrm, what is tho |Meition 
of a widower : is i»« nuuriedi 
or is he single ? We should 
bo inclined to descrilin him ftS 
" ntarrird, but lot oiT with a 

caution.” . 

* 

We had thouglit that prac- 
tical jokes had dii^l out, but 
n(3W8 of an einliieutly success*^ 
fill one reaches us fmm the 
Hiaies. When aiiackntUvy her 
husband, a woman at Heran- 
ton, i'a., feigned cleat) i, and 
tho hnBl)and, helievlnig he 
had killed his wife,coiuniitted 
Buicido. ^ 

'1* 

There is no aocoimUi^g for 
prioes at an auotioiL One 
would have thought ilmt a 
unique copy of a hitherto 
unknown work by Matwibw 
Aunoi.d, on a subject which 
is attracting cousiderahlo at- 
tention just now, would h«tvc 
boon worth a fabulous supL 
Yet The Eastern Daili^ Pms 
tolls UH iliat, at the Marling* 
ford Hall Sile, Mattwew 
Arnold’^ “ Forsaken Mo*'- 
with wonderful illustrations, 
fetched only forty shillings. 


rnon. 


Trop de «61e« 

According to The Daily ChronMct 
tho recent devastating cloud-hin^«its in 
Mexico afforded opportunity for binds 
of ruffians to loot shops and liousos, 
and a Cabinet Meeting summonetl 

“ to take steps to put a stop to excesses 
on tho parti of the lullagers.” This 
is as it should he. We have fct^ays 
set our face against oxcessc^s on tho 
part ot pillagers, hoWing, as w^ do, 
that people should only pillag# 
moderation. . 

Oomxaercial OandeuTs 
“gbooting to l«t, Kood eovutw ; aoihi|i|l«bot* 
liust year.”-- of (Kigfd Prm, 
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BLANCHE'S LETTERS- 

The PJlBftlNG OF I’HB Seabon. 

* ' * Park Lane- 

Dbakest Daphne, — The janglod 
nerves caused fay the Sturm md th ang 
of town this guminer have made rest- 
rooms Pcv)plo who 'vo come 

rushing in froih two bazaars, a llowor- 
show, a dog-show, throe coiicerls and 
[ several garden-parties, just lly of! to 
I their rest-rooms and throw tlioinselvos 
I flat down aniong cushions. You care- 
fully extract all the expression from 
your face, make your mind a blank, 
as far as possible-rif you mu^t think, 
think of nothing but dull grey things, 
and dull rnauVo things, and oval things 
(oval is ivonderful for jangled nerves !) 
— and stay so till you have to got up 
and wrestle with your evening ongago- 
ments. The rest-room must bo quite 
iinite restful. There must l)o nothing 
to look at — nothing with any sliapo in 
it. Everything must ho neutral and 
vague and undefined. If there are any 
pictures, they miist bo pictures of 
nothing in particular, they must he 
om/, they mustn’t have any frames, 
and must just blond itiio tlui walls ; 
the walls and draperies must just 
blend into the ceiling, and the low, 
wide, neutral-tinted couches must just 
blend into the floor. If there are any 
chairs, tliey must have neither hacks 
nor legs and must blond into whatever 
is near them. Some people, when in 
their resb-roorhs, have an old-faslnoiiod 
hurdy-gurdy played a long way off, and 
say it gives a feeling of remoteness and 
dreaminess that heli)s tliom immevheU/. 
No pots at all are allowed in the , 
rest-room — with the one excoj)bion of 
donnicc, and these, though they blend 
in quite nicely with a rest-room, are, 
as pets, just a bit inadequate I 
A good many people have gone 
already to their yachts in the Solent. 
Some of them havo been complaining 
about the h'loot having been ilioro, 
filling up the place, an^ making a 
noise and turning the water oily. 

[ They say it was too bad to assemble 
the Meet and inspect it just where the 
yachting people go to enjoy tliemselves. 
Ninny ffollyott goes farther still, and 
says It was “rotten bad form ! " 

Kay Bymin|;ton’s first play, Unman 
Beings, is a succt^n fan — that 's to say, 
Everybody and Nobody both crowd to 
see it, Tnero ’s a married couple in it, 
and a man, and some people, andj 
the situations are rather now/i and, I ! 
beliovSi are highly disapproved of by i 
those who go oftenest to see it ! It 's 
the thi&g, my dear, to hear 

JLiay tell how he came to write a play* 

,sat down one day to write poetry 
as usual, and began trying a new 


fountain pen, scribbling idly with it 
and scarcely thinking of what he was 
doing. When be looked through what^ 
he 'd scribbled, he saw that it shaped | 
somotliing like a play, so ho split it| 
into Acts, wrote “Curtain** at the end 
just for a joke, put it in his pocket, 
and forgot all about it. He evidently 
dropped it in the street, for the next 
thing that liappened was a letter from 
the manager of the Doric, saying it 
had boon picked up near the theatre 
and brought to him, that immediately 
on reading it ho had put it into 
rehearsal, and it would bo i)roduced 
at once. When the interviewing people 
came bothering Bay, asking him what 
his plans are. and what *8 the way to 
wu'ito a successful play, he tells them 
he has no plans, and tlie way to write 
a j)lay seems to bo to sit down with 
the intention of writing something else, 
or, better still, w ith no intention at all ! 

The rago foj- the Middle Ages this 
summer has left traces behind it that 
w^on't easily ho got rid of. A good 
many who arc just rushing off for 
their cures will have to have special 
treatment this year for Klizabothan 
liict3, rnodiu'val back, and all sorts of 
new horrors ! Among the men, Lord 
Clarges, Jack and Dicic Mummery, 
and several otliors, will luivo to go to 
Krankeiihad (o have Jiigh - frequency 
electric baths for hclinet-Jiead and 
tournainent-loc ! And tlio mischief 
doesn’t stop there. Had to say, our 
speech is affected, and wo find oin selves 
involuntarily using all sorts of queer, 
high-ruffed, long \vaisto(l expressions. 
Fur instance, the other day, wlien 
Norty’s schoolboy brother was clieeking 
liim, instead of his usual, “Slnit your 
head, young ’un, or 1 ’ll punch it,” 
Norty actually said, “Go to, Sir J3oy! 
Od's bod ik ins and marry come up, 
thou art over malapert! ” 

And now, my dearest and best, to 
tell you of something that ’s made me 
so angry and disgusted that I feel I 
must go away and live in a tub, like 
SoimocLES - or was it Sookates ? 1 

always mix those tw’o up. 

Yesterday the Haviland boy came 
to say good-bye before leaving town. 
Ho brought mo some flowers and a 
gold and jew^elled manicure - set for 
darling Pompom, and 1 gave him some 
parting words of wisdom, telling him 
ho must see, and think, and all that 
sort of thing, for himself ] that, in short, 
lie must try to make life an inde- 
pendent trip, not a personally conducted 
tour! He hung about and kept on 
thanking me for having been so good 
to him, and taken him about, and 
shown him the ropes, and he asked if 
Josiah and 1 would go down to Havi- 
land, and I said. ** Ob, my lessors 1 my 


— 

lessons I Haven't you yet tbit 
husbands and wives are not invitod 
tc^ether ? *’ And be laughed and said 
he 'd forgotten, and then he went book 
to the coda and began thanking me 
again, till I stopped liim with, “ That 
enough, my dear boy. It *s admitted 
I have done a good deal for you* 
Probably no other woman could have 
got you out of the Manmuvrer camp 
that time. If it hadn’t l)een Jor that 
daring rescue the Widow Manmuvrer 
would certainly Jiave planted one of 
her twins at Haviland Park by this 
lime! ” “Please don’t speak of it so, 
Cousin Blanche,” he said, stammering 
and fidgottirig. “I — I felt such a 
champion rotter after that patty t I — 
1 hated to think of it. And when, 
after the first little coldness. Lady 
Maumuvror forgot and forgave, I felt 
a still bigger rotter. You must own 
it was awfully docent of her, Blanche — 
it — it was iiobk!” I lookod at him 
in surprise: “The Widow Maperuvrer 
would only have made herself ridiculous 
by quarrelling witli yon, and she ’d 
have simply coinmltied social suicide 
by quarrelling with me and risking my 
cutting her and deserting her parties. 

1 ’in like the star ot something in 
SnAKSPEAJjE that draws a third of 
Heaven after it.” 

“1 — 1 wish you’d do her nioro 
justice, Blanclio,” he went on, stam- 
mering and lidgetting worse than ever; 

“ I — 1 do so want you two to be real 
friends !” “ Wanuent ? ” I said coldly, 
“This is really too lovel}" for words! 
Am I to understand, then, that you’re 
again a captivo in the Manmavrer 
camp?” Ho didn't answer, and I 
couldn't help stamping my foot a little. 
“After all the troahle I’ve taken with | 
you! And wdiich of tlio twdns, pray, ! 
have you engaged yourself to -Mari - 
I gold or Bluo))oll ? ” “ 1 — L - I 'm not 
engaged to eitiior of the twins,” he 
said; “1 — 1- I’m engaged to Lady 
Manaaivrer herself ! ” 

Fiver thine, Blanche. 

“Ho eitlior indul^jcs tKis drive or a well- 
foiieeuled lob every time on his for-'head." 

Siiortman- 

Our own aim at lawm tennis is (o got a i 
well-concoalod lob on to the other man’s 
forehead. 

“ Enries simply poured in,” says The j 
Eastern Daily Press familiarly in its I 
account of the Aylsham Lawn Tennis 
Tournament. We hope that there was ■ 
an equally good supply of ’Erbs and | 

“It was further ascertained that Mr* liOok>* 
hart, the owner of the house, had a good deal ; 
of vdluble old Fronoh 

TheparianAl ehAriu^ififrio* 
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IfliSW iNSTft^MENTS. 

M' •oooaint appears in 

the Imgfis.'ot aaMteetoed contemporary 
of M ne«r setf-playing violin that has 
recehily placed on the market. 
“The aotnal violin is used. It ims 
mechanical fingers and a horsehair 
bofr, wliose pressure is varied to pro- 
duce increase or diminution in tone. 
That tone is fully characteristic, and 
includes iit|p violinist's ‘close shake* 
or vibrato* The effect of the instru- 
ment is very pleasing, and the invention 
is likely to attract a good deal of 
attention from the success with which 
it applies mechanical means. It can 
be inspected at any time.” But it is a 
great relief to know that this wonder- 
ful invention does not stand alone. 
Another highly-relished addendum to 
the ranks of the self-playing instruments 
recently patentetl is tlie Phonoplunk 
Banjoletto which has recently been 
placed on the market hy Messrs. 
Vamper and Fudge. This instrument, 
which is a wonder of mechanical in- 
genuity and can be used in con- : 
junction with the patentees’ renowned 
Phonoponk pianolotto, is operated by 
mechiviioal lingers of ebony. The tone 
is entirely representative of the boatj 
Virginian traditions and is admirably i 
adapted for accompanying cake-walks ' 
and other negroid fantasies. Tlio ' 
Phonoplunk Banjolette can bo in- 
spoctotl any day except Sundays and 
Bank Holidays at Messrs. Vainpor and 
I^idge’s show-rooms boLweoii the hours 
of C) and H a.m. 

Ainiitcurs whoso executive capa- 
city can best bo expro.sscd by the 
formula (/> - will imniensely appreciate i 
the facilities placed williin their roach j 
by the invention of the new Plionok - 1 
link Triangulina recon f ly placed on the 
market by Messrs. Josser and Jubb. 
The instrument, whicli is operated by 
mechanical fingers and a steel plectrum, 
produces a very pleasing effect, in- 
cluding the characteristic tingle- tangle 
of the human iriangulator. The Phono- 
kliuk Triangulina may bo inspected at 
any time during thuudor-Btorms at the 
wareliouso of the patentees. 

In his masterly work on S/yfc in 
Mtmc, Sir IIuhebt Pahrt notes with 
regret that the enlightened and eman- 
cipated democracy of the day has 
abandoned some of the simpler old- 
world instruments for more compli- 
cated musical monstrosities. By wQ,y 
of countoraoting this lamentable ten- 
dency, Messrs, Schuyler andPepys have 
placed on the market an astounding 
instrument, to which they have assigned 
the name of the Phono-Sou-Simeur, 
or Automatic Penny Whistle. The 
P.S.S., aa it is called, is operated by a 


FANOy 


FACT. 





Timxc; in tiir ICju Ci.ntiuiy as ^^K run' hr it 



.,\M) As 


UOHAIll.Y WAS. 


mechanical mouth, from wliich issues 
current of compressed air whoso 
pressure is varied to xiroduco increase 
or diminution in tone. Tlio timbre is 
extraordinarily penetrating and hiil- 
liaiit, being compared by Professor 
Garner to the highest register of the 
Burmese Cockatoo. Mr. Josef 11 ol- 
lUiooKR, the composer of T/te Children 
of Von^ has written several character- 
istic pieces for the Phono-Sou-Sillleur, 
the Arpa Judaica and the tenor Trom- 
balloon, with a basso oslinato (or the 
Gontra-Zoedone. These may be lioard 
any day at the show-rooms of Messrs. 
Schuyler and Pepys between the hours 
of 3 and 4 p.m., subject to the interven- 
tion of the police. 

Lastly we have to chronicle the 
appoaranoo of what is perhaps the 


most monientouB of all these addiiious 
to the automatic or^u fitra of today. 
This is the Phoiioblitz Hax-Bronto 
hlastliorn, whidi has Ihhui ]iatenUxi by 
Messrs. Godfrey Laniel, the famoiMl 
blastfurnaeomon of Leeds. The valves 
are oj^nrati'd by imichanieal feet of 
colossal size, and no otm of normal 
hearing can listen to a single note at a 
distance of loss than two miles without 
serious damage to the tympanum. But 
tho instrument may be inspected at 
any time, and rnoasiiroiueiitH may be 
taken of tho feet, wliich are said to 
exceed in size those of tho Colossus of 
lihodos, * 


Subject for a HiaHUANo Land* 
SCAPE. — Tho rugged heights of Bei| 
Tillett proudly dominating Loch Out. 
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PAMELA AT THE TELEPHONE. 

I Aiii«not tbiAt I $m going to 
continub our tebpbono. If, 4ia seems 
to me to* b$.p|>ea* ^ifch extraordinary 
frequence, Pamela gets put ,on to a 
wrong number, she will stand for hours 
misle^ing the people the other end, 
pretending to take their oi-ders (if they 
think she "s a shop), accepting invita- 
tions to dinner from perfect strangers, 
inventing bulletins from invalids to 
anxious enquirers, or assuring an irate 
householder that the plumber shall be 
round in ten minutes at the latest. 
She has no moral qualms alK>ut her 
behaviour. ** You see, Dick,'* she said 
to me the other day when 1 expostulated, 
“ to gab as mueli fun out of the tele- 
phone uas^you possibly can is the only 
way oL^etling even with tlio amount 
of aggravation you have to put up with 
from it.*' ' And wdien 1 said something 
about confusion being worse con- 
foundoil^ she oaked me not to swear in 
front of her. I was glad, therefore, to 
hear her getting some of her own back 
when 1 was silting writing the oilier 
day while she was on her knees beside 
the telephone at my elbow. 

** Oh, are you the riding-school ? *' 
she began. “ I want the riding-school.” 

** My dear girl,” came back a lazy, 
good-natured voice quite audible to nio, 

how can I be the riding-school ? I 'm 
in bed. In bed with flu. Jioastly pains 
all over mo from head to foot, h'eel 
a perfect worm. You simply couldn’t 
have rung up anyone who felt less like 
a riding-school. No, don’t apologise. 
I like it. It 's awfully dull being cooped 
up here all day. Do talk to mo a 
little. Tell mo about yourself. Are you 
only just beginning to ride? Are you 
going to pay your Insurance Tax ? Do 
you like caviare ? I ’vo just had a lot 
sent mo and I hate it. Shall 1 send j 
it on ? You soutid so jolly, 1 should 
love to. I say, are you dark or fair ? 

I I mean, it ’s so dull nob knowing.” 

A gurgle of delight escaped Pamela. 

“Oh, with a laugh like that, of course j 
you ’ve got ripping grey eyes, and the i 
sort of hair that ‘ escapes * from iindor- 
I Death a large shady hat. It curls up 

S uite tight in a sea-mist too. I know 
lat sort.” 

I 1 burst into a loud laugh. It was a 
I remarkably good shot. 

“ I say, what on earth ’s that ? That 
noise, I mean.” 

“Oh, that,'* said Pamela — “that’s 
my husband laughing, lie ’s sitting 
next to me and is rather enjoying you.” 

“Your hush — - Oh, 1 say. You 
miglit have tol^ me before.” 

“ Why ? It *8 so nice our both know- 
ing you. I almcmt^ feel I could ask you 
tq dinner now.'* 


“I wish you would* I'd come like 
a shot. Well, if you mmt go, good-bye. 
1 hope you *11 mistake me for the ridiUg- 
school again soon.. An, revoir^ 

“ I wish you hai^'t laughed so soon, 
Dick,*' she said, as she rather regret- 
fully put the receiver back. “ He might 
have gone on much longer, and it was 
being rather fun.” 

About a week later we were dining 
with Pamela's godmother, Lady Sophie 
I Lamb. As Lady Sophie's one form of 
conversation is a tirade against the 
manners of the present generation and 
the inventions of tho last fifty years, 
I didn’t feel very happy when young 
Campbell asked her if she was on the 
telephone. 

“Certainly not!” said Lady Sophie 
severely. “ I have never been able to 
see the attraction of paying £(> i 05 . a 
year to he at tho mercy of anyone with 
%l. in his pocket, liife under modern 
conditions is complex enough without 
that.” 

“ What a funny way of looking at it, 
Aunt Sophie,’* broke in Pamela on tho 
other side. “ You miss no end of fun. 
For instance, tho other day I got on to 
the wrong person by mistake. You 
see, you can say anything in those 
circumstances. They ’ll never know 
who you are. I remember I asked 
him to dinner. Or did ho invito him- 
self? 1 forget. Aren’t you going to 
have any caviare, Captain Campbell ? 
How nice of you! Then I can take 
your hit as well as niy own. 1 adore 
it. By-tJie-hy, my telephone man 
offered to send mo some. 1 trish 1 
knew him.’* 

Something had suddenly happened 
to Campbell, lie was a bright scarlet, 
and was staring open - mouthed at 
Pamela. He is a shy young man, and 
I probably shouldn't have thought 
much of it but that ho was looking in 
Bucli a very odd way at her hair. 

Afterwards ho confidod in me, and I 
j have promised not to enlighten Pamela, 
j “You see, I’m not a bit like that 1 
1 really, Molynoux,” he said, “h-~hut| 
through the tolophone . . . when you're 
bored to tears . . . and, of course, I 
never ilmiight I should meet her.” I 

As I said before, I shall not tell 
Pamela. | 

But it would be nice if lie rang her j 
up one day and continuod the conver- 1 
sation. 1 think I shall suggest it to j 
him. 


“LAdy and baby would liko chungo with 
bright jxioplo for a few Avcoks.” 

AdvL iu “ TJie Lady:* 

Baby (in disymt), “Call themselves 
bright people — and that 's the fifth one 
that *s shovru me his watch this morn- 
ing ! ** (Decides to advertise again.) 


DESPERATE 

i (A Song 0/ iAs 

*Tis not enough that I Uid 
Under tho lime-trees* soetit^jthitde ; 

’Tis not enough, O Mnse, , 

That from these han<k the heaveniy lyre 
Must fall, because its strings are nra, 
*Tis not enough ; I still perspire, 

I positively oox6. 

Tis not enough that slaves; should fan 
My temples, or that Mary Ann 

Should fetch me fizzy bowls ; 

*Tis not enough that I be dressed 
In some salubrious kind of vest* 

(John Binks’s [ad.] is much the Ix^st, 
It’s chiefly made of holes.) 

'Tis not enough ; nay, let me leap 
In fancy to some snow -topped steep 
Or plunge beneath the wave 
To grottoes where tlio mermaids sport. 
To Amphitrite’s vitreous court, 

Where undressed crabs may still resort 
And oysters need not shave. 

Let mo reflect on Northern nights, 

On polar- bears and stalactites, I 

And on the charnel vault; j 

On tho cool pluck that nerves the I 

frames j 

Of chaps that win the Olympic games 
(They keep tlio most peculiar names, 
But that is not their fault). 

Let mo perpend on snakes and frogs, 
And winter-pastime catalogues, 

And frosty days of Yule : 

On liurricanes of snow and sleet, 

And persons in Throgmorton Street 
(Confound them) in this frightful heat 
Making their thousands cool. 

Those ho my thoughts, and, if there still 
Falls from 1113^ brow the unwelcome rill, 
Lot ovoiy lady fair, 

Whoso face I keep remembor<!^d, 

Up to my leaf-hung haunt he led, 

And cut mo absolutely dead 

With her most Arctic stare. 

Evoe.. 


The Talking Force. 

“A crowd nuinlxTing sovoral hundredij as* 
sondilcd between Iiall'-fast eight end nine in 
TVafalgar-square, but owing to the regulations 
governing }mblio meetings there, speeches were 
not allowed to bo delivered by the polio© on 
duty. JMify I'df'-gnqth, 

However tho “Pass along, please” and 
tho “Now then, move along there” 
would be slight indications of the de- 
lightful oratorical feast to come when 
they were off duty. 


“Aunts in tho liouso are a iMnlous nnifiaitce, 
and are not easily expelled on(;e they hire 
established a kingdom. Perhaps a chemist in 
your town could help Peoples 

Better than a chemist, who is alw$.ys 
a dangerous ally, is a butterwslide on 
the top stain 
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GUARDS OF HONOUR. 

At MAKT PASniONADIiB AVEPBIKOS OF LATE QUITE A FKATCBE HAS BEEV THE OUAKD OF IIOKOIIP, EnttEB K^TAI., UlMtAnV, * 
TEEIiITOKIAI., ITUE BKIUADE OE SCOUT. TlIE 1I>EA IS EXTEKUIEO. 
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Ar THE WEunixa ok Mii. Ouanvim-e Paste, one of the 

LAIKJEHT ADVEIITISINO CON'l’l! ACTOUK IN Cl.EUK KNWELL, TO MlSS 

Daisy Ojiekus, tiik ouaro of honour was coMrosKO of 

NANDWIOHMEN, WHO FORMED AN AlN’ROrRlATE ARCH, WITH 
lUEIU BOARDS, OVER THE HATl'Y PAIR. 


WHEN Mr. Sam Dauic, Master Mwekr of HammeHsHMITH^ wab 

MARRIED TO MlSS DoROI'MEA WmiK I AST SATURDAY THE Ol'AlJD 
OF HONOUR WAS OOMPOSKl) f)K .MEM HER'’. 0|' 'IHK KAIH.K rUA'lWHMTY, 
WHOSE RIIUHHKH MADE A JAS'lEKiL Ai;<;U DNDBU WHh'U IHE 
IIAITY PAIR I.EtT THE (’lll'lK’H. 














A MUCH-ATTKNDED WKDDINO WAS CELEBRATED LAST WEEK 

WHEN Mr. Gkoivge Nutlet wa« married to Miss Tbicksib 
Falmeu, daughter op the celebrated conjurer, Professou 
Albert Palaier. The Conjureiw* and Jugglers* Union sent 

A QDABD OP HONOUR, AND THE BBIDE’s FATHER STREWED 
FLOWERS FROM A BORROWED HAT BEFORE THE HAPPY FAIR, 


The effect of a very pwrny wedding at hvli worthy 
Harbour was* somewhat marred the other day when 'i;ua 

ftUAAD OF HONOUR, COMPOSED OF FISHERMEN, ^llAD 'JHKUi AlttN* 
TION DISTRACTED BY THE ARRIVAL OF FIHII IN THE BAY HT 
TlIE CRITICAL MOMENT, AND ALl.OWJSD THE ARCH OF FISHtllMI. 
NET TO FALL ON THE HEADS OF THE llAPi^Y PAIR. 










Th^ Chie wUli the Aew.s {tonrlinlwf/ u^n/ul (nui lijnaj revelafiontt). “Thkv aveke last jikaiid oi' in New Yi)lu, hwacjoeuino Au iUir 
IN MOTOK'LAIIS, ANli «1IK -WITH THE TWO KUUHES— POOH THINU, If* HUNNINO A PICTUUE I'Osl-C’AUl* MlUl' IN WuHTUlNU/’ 
lAtth {whose presence h(U hem UMty forgotten)* **Now tell os anotheu stduv." 


A HOUSE IN A WOOD. 

I So 'tis your will to have a coll, 

My Betsey, of your own and dwell 
Here where the sun for ever shines 
That glances olT the holly spines — 

A clearing wdiere the trunks are few, 
Hero shall bo built a house for you, 
The little walls of boochon stakes 
Wattled with twigs from hazel brakes, 
I Tiled with white oak-chips that lie round 
The fallen giants on the ground ; 

* Under your little feet shall be 
I A ground-work of wild strawberry 
With gadding stem, a pleasant wort 
Alike for carpet and dessert. 

Hero, Betsey, in the lucid shade 
Come, lot us twine a green stockade 
With slender saplings all about, 
i And a small window^ to look out, 

So that you may be “ Not at Home " 

If any mortal callers come. 

Then shall arrive to make you mirth 
I The four wise peoples of the earth : 

I The thrifty ants who run around 
I To fill their store-rooms underground ; 
The rabbit-folkf a feeble race, 

; From out their rooky sleeping-place; 
The grasshoppers who have no king, 

‘ Yet oome in companies to sing ; 

: The Ijsard slim who shyly stands 
up^n his sleoner hands — 


1 ’ll give them all your new address. 
For me, rny little anchoress, 

I '11 never stir the bracken by 
Your house ; the brown wood bultorfly, 
Passing you like the sunshine’s f1(‘ck 
That gilds the nape of your warm neck, 
Shall still report mo how you do 
And bring me all the news of you. 

And toll me (wdiero I sit alone) 

How gay you are, and Jiowyou ’re grown 
A fox-glove’s span in the soft weather. 

-J'- T- ■):- 5 

No ? Then wo ’ll wander homo to- 
gether. 

THE SLEUTH. 

Of the romance of life behind the 
scones in London few men could tell 
so thrilling a story as that of Detective- 
Inspector Baggem, who yesterday cele- 
brated his silver jubilee of active seir- 
vice. While Inspector Baggem has 
often been taken for the custodian of a 
picture-palace in mufti, nobody ever 
suspected this quiet unassuming man 
(six feet three) of being one of the most 
alert and energetic of our detectives. 
The Inspector has a number of good 
stories to tell of bis varied experiences. 
‘"Yes, I have been in some tight 
comers/" he admitted modestly^ For 


instance, when 1 arrosted the HUlligau 
garig single -baiulcTl in ’^4, the father 
hand got a nasty bruise on it. Vos* 
thardts, it ’s better now, Mulligan was 
one of the most inconsiderate criminals 
1 have ever had to deal with.” 

The part the Inspector played in the 
Fairyland Street alfair will not readily 
ho remembeiod. Disguised as a jpulioe- 
man ho came suddenly upon the im^ 
susjMxding [»ic.k pockets, tno arrest of 
w horn was l)ut the work of a numu'wt. 

’riion who does not forget the 
notorious forger, OhocKnih In«}a'Ctor 
Baggein’K Bhare in tracking denvn this 
consummate loguo makes a story too 
long to tell in detail here; sufllce ii to 
Ba> , however, that the indefatSgiibto 
deUHitive, after a long and inietpititig 
tour through J'Vanoo, Bpain and Mor- 
occo, arrived at liio de Janeiro, and, 
not linding his man ihero, went on to 
Now Zealand, Japan, Opylun, and m 
roturnod to old blnf|land once more, 
wdiore he had the satisfaction of team- 
ing tiiat Cheoknib had just been feund 
in a Pimlico attic, where ho Inid labii for 
month* suffering from writi^r’w orkmp, ^ 
“ I shall hever forget that journey/* 
the Inspector impressively, ** Cliedknib 


got three months, arm well he deseClred 
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Tnx EFFECT OF THE EaUL’s Coi liT Tt)URNEY ON THE “EloWEK OF En»'.LAND’.S NoBILIT’' 

AND CmVALllY.'* 

No. II. 

W® ARE INFORMED THAT A CEUTAIN AMOUNT OF KCANDAL IS RIFE IN A REGION WITH N 
ORB JllJNDlLRD MILKS OK (JliOMVENOll SgUAKIO OWING T<» A AVELL'KNOWN MEMBER OF TIE 

Bacublors’ Club iiayinu exim:e.ssed his predilection fur a fair resident in too 
nDUCVAL A FASHION. 


-THE DAIIiY SN.\IL’S” WHIST 
PHIZES. 

As a protest against the cult of 
imintollectaal pastimes, The Daily Snail 
started this tournament with the idea 
of discovering hidden talent and en- 
cooragiDg whist drives generally. 

^ How far this object has been attained 
may be gathered from the c^^iLtraordin arily 
intoesting and appreciative messages 


I I I V UU. UilU lUO \J I UllQ 

local clubs wlio aro participating in 
this great patriotic movement. 

Trumpington Parva (Cambridge^. — 
— Fifty-two cards issued. Members 
wildly excited. Their families follow- 
ing suit. 

OliowBENT (Lancs.).— About 100 
entries. The tournament is going 
strong and all the shops are closing 
early. 


Stratton StrawiiEss (Norfolk), — 
Play greatly improved. No revokes 
yesterday. Several members driving 
ve^ finely. 

Idallybunnion (North Kerry). — A 
largo njamber of entries. Members shy 
at first but rapidly growing enthusiastic. 
Local Pilgrims’ Progressive Whist Club 
holding aloof, but hope to secure them. 
Hiot Act read this morning. 

^ Lulditch (Lines.). — Members get- 
ting keener every day. Supply of 
packs exhausted ; insurance cards being 
freely used. 

Slopton-under-Sihme (Dorset). — 
Great interest displayed on all hands, 
liocal Choral Society practising Aces 
and Galatea. 

Slaqton (Staffs.). — Please accept our 
best thanks for privilege of playing in 
your competition. Protest of Portland 
Club unanimously condemned by all 
our members. 

MuGaLEFORD-iN-THE-MARSiT. — Great 
enthusiasm prevails. Books most in 
demand : Aunold Bennett's The Card 
and the works of Owen Wister. 

Kirhy Muxloe (Leicestershire). — At 
a public meeting convened by the 
mayor it was unanimously resolved to 
confer the freedom of the village^ on 
the proprietor of The Daily Snail for 
his enterprise and generosity. 

MiFFIIAM - ON - THE - BlLOE. — Hosolu- 
tioii unanimously adopted by the 
Borough Council to subscribe for one 
copy of The Daily Snail for the staff 
of the local Alinack’s. 


From The Daily Mail serial by 
CoRALiE Stanton and Heath Uosken: 

“llo was very loml of lioi ; Ju* Uiought of 
uiairyiiig lier moio limn onro.” 

We believed at first that this was evi- 
dence of one of those struggles wliicli 
must take place hotween collaborators 
as to who should have tlie credit. Wo 
imagined some such dialogue as this : 

Death (suddenly insjiired). He must 
marry her 1 

Coralie {nnfnoved). Of course. 

Heath (astonished). But you 'vo said 
nothing to mo about it. You ought to 
have mentioned it. 

Coralie, 1 forgot. Anyhow, it ’s my 
idea. 

Heath. No — T spoke first. 

Coralie. I refuse to give it up. 

Heath, Very well, we must both 
have it. He must marry her twice. 

But we were quite wrong. The real 
reason appears a little lower down the 
column : 

“She looked like a thoiisand elderly women 
ho saw in the streets, walking along wearily, 
shopping, or going to and from their work.” 

Naturally one wedding wouldn't be 
enough. 











OE THE liOITOlf CBAEIFA&I. 


ESSENCE or l»ARLlAMfiflT, 

EkTEA^CTED PRttM T«« OP Tojlf, llP« 



Ilomaof Comvums, Monday^ July 15. 
— “ Sir," said Mr. Tim IIealy, mopping 
his massive brow with a bandana from 
whoso variegated hue no colour soeinod 
absent save a streak of orange, “has 
this House become a huckster’s shop? " 

If it were, business was evidently 
slack. At one moment four Members 
represented full muster of Ministerial- 
ists, wliilst nine Unionists testified to 
burning desire, implacable resolve, to 
go thoroughly into the Budget scheme 
Ijoforo House oa the crucial stage of 
second reading. Last wook Pbemikii, 
sketching programme of Session, pre- 
sented pleasing plan of adjournment 
for summer holiday on the 2nd or 3rd 
of August. ^ Lbadbr of OurosiTiON, 
pursuing his constitutional business, 
which is to oppose, sat aghast at so 
shameless a proposition. True, the big 
legislative measures of Session were 
postponed till resumption of sittings in 
October. With immaterial exceptions 
the next three weeks were to bo given 
up entirety to consideration of Financial 
Business* 

That not enough. A supinai reckless 
OovomWittit, caireleiis of best interests 


“Ab Prince Artlmr fiiisetj nsed to do.” 
(The CuAXCEi.i.oii or the Hxchei^uku. ) 

of State, anxious only to loll about in 
holiday array, might contomplato such 
arrangement. A patriotic Opposition, 
lofty in aim, unflagging in devotion to 



“Has UiLi House booome a Imckater'e shop?’ 
(Mr. Tim Healy.) 


public busiuosft, would not pundor to 
such priiici}d(^s. 'I’ho) must have full 
time to dinouss tlif) Jhidget and Supply, 
the latter opening up wide questions 
of administration oi great Bpenditig 
dopartnumts. 

“Very well,'’ Haul tho ruKMiEit 
blandly, “if tho Uight Hon. gontlomari 
think it doHirahle tlm sitting may be 
extond(3d into wook foUowing 8r(l of 
August." 

Injiocont remark oast gloom over 
Benches opposite. All very well to 
pose as Uodlin the faithful friend of 
tho country, his virtues sbiniug^ by 
contrast willi gloom of ebortoomings 
of tho Hbameless Bhorl. Bui when U 
comes to carrying over the Hessiori into 
another week in August thitigs take on 
fresh asjwct. Nothing more lieard of 
forcing Government’s hand. PmiiMmu, 
always ready to oblige, helped to smooth 
situation by allotting two days for dis- 
cussion of B^cond Beading of Budget* 
instead of the- one originiiily proiK>ae4* 
* And here wo are, numbering at 
various periods from thhteen strong 
to maximum* rarply atUlnedi of a 
hundted. * 
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What Tim HBaly and his rainbow 
bandana did in this galloy not at first 
clea^. Secret out laiea. In disposing 
ol Ins realised suqdus CtiANCEra.0R ok 
ExcuiJquer allotted halt-a-niilUon to 
providing loan on easy tjnns for pro- 
motion of railways in lilast Africa. 
That touched Tim, bringing liack for a 
moment someihing of the truculence 
that endeared him to I’arli aments tlead 
and gone, lleroitncnt fiasliecl forth his 
enejuiry about the luickstor’s shop. 

Does the Chakcellou of the Ex- 
ennguKu," be inquired, stornly regard- 
ing JjLoyo GEOuuE—olato with success 
following prolonged olTort to get his 
foot on the .edge of the Table whilst 
leaning hack on the Treasury Dench, 
as Drince Ar'I’Hur used to do whilst 
Leader of House -“suppose that, if he 
had 'included this proposal in liis 
Budget, a howl of protest would not 
have gone up from Irish Members 
against giving this money out of taxes 
raised upon their tobacco and wliiskcy ? 
Tamo cats as some of them have be- 
come ” (this with glance over his 
Bboulder at orn])ty benches reserved 
for John Eedmond’s mute supporters), 
“ there would have hocn angry protest.” 

Business done . — Second Beading of 
Budget Bill moved. 

Tuesday . — Many popular aphorisms 
clusler round the word I’oaco. But 
none excels the phrase dropped from 
lips of Harold Baker when, ap))oaring 
at Table for first time in capacity of 
Financial Secretary to the War Ollico, 
ho defended Territorial Forc(3 against 
captious critics. 

“ One thing the Territorials want 
more than anything else,” lie sa’d, “ is 
Peace.” 

There you have the whole situation 
crystallised in a phrase. Hero is our 
citizen soldier, to whom preservation of 
Empire is to he committ(;d in time of 
extremost peril, pati iotically giving up 
his leisure to training calculated to 


for the Government and the nation to 
take count of possibility of war. As, 
sf)6aking at Kennington Theatre the 
other day, Lloyd George (borrowing 
unconciously, Sark says, the imagery 
of one of John BnmitT’s most famous 
pei’oraiions) behold a vision of gloom 
passing away from the w'orking man’s 
homo, “ the rays of God’s sun piercing 
the narrowest window,” so (in his 
mind’s eye, Horatio) Arthur Lee be- 
hold vision of a body of invaders, 
seventy thousand stror^g, marching 
upon the Tcrrilorials left on guard at 
homo, and “going tlirougli them like a 
knife through butter.” 

Sp:ely ridiculed this pessimistic 
view. Its enunciation left Committee 
more than ever desirous of realisation 



The Onh'ittl Manner, 
(Col. Heely.) 


of Harold Baker’s summing up of 
the one thing needful for the happiness 
and prosperity of the Territorial Force 
— Peace. 


War Estimatea being to the fore this 
week, Military Ardour Hunt been 
much in evidence. His latest idea is 
set forth in question addressed to War 
Secretary. Recalling fact that First 
Lord ok the Admiralty arranged and 
carried out inspection by Members of 
Parliament of our sliips of war in 
fighting trim, lie proposes that Members 
shall now have opportunity of seeing 
ten battalions of regular infantry, ton 
battalions of the special rfjs#3rve and ten 
of the Territorial force (it sounds like 
instructions for confecting a cocktail), 
all to bo chosen by lot, the men to carry 
a full field -service equipment of 59,^lbs. 
in weight, march ten miles and then 
go through tactical exorcises. Docs 
not mention the detail, but it is under- 
stood that if his pl(?asing suggestion 
bo accepted Im is prepared personally 
to take command of the force. 

With that chilly dornoanonr which 
is so speedily acquired in ofiico Seioly 
curtly iinsw'oi ecl, “ The suggestion will 
bo borne in mind.” But, as Prince 
Arthur le^arned at an awkward period 
of his leadership of the Opposition, 
Military Ardour IIunt is not the 
kind of man to ho safely snubbed. 
Having been at some pains ta draw up 
his plan of campaign he means us to 
hear more of it. 

Business done . — Members returning 
from Gardcm Party at Windsor, 
Skeakeu took Chair at seven o’clock. 
Debate resumed on Second Reading of 
Kinanco Bill. On divisioii majority 
run down to 4H, “ This,” said Bark to 

the Master ok Elihank, who, mourn- 
ing for his absent men, refused to bo 
comforted, “ comes of your going a- 
garden -partying.” 

“T<*n military niuji, \^ith lilU's, liavo goiio 
ultor Mr. Kuk O'lmnir-Huii, a uuijulxT ol llic 
Advisory Coiimil, with the intrnlion of do- 
iiouiiciiig Inm for his reeomiiundirig Mr. Waiig. 
Chih-cliaiig to he lloviaiior-rhoMMul of Chihli 
piovince .” — Stmth ('hina Moniimj Post. 


prepare him for his task. Whether 
under the scoiching summer sun or 
chilled by the breath of winter lie. at 
some slight cost to a grateful nation, 
prepares hiniBolf for the ordeal of War. 
And all ho wants to complolo and 
crown a noble career is Peace ! 

Baker partly spoiled effect of this 
memorable saying by weakly explaining 
that what ho meant was not peace from 
the invader, but from liostile critics 
thrusting with pen or tongue. But 
House knows when it has got hold of a 
good thing, and stuck to the Financial 
Secretary’s declaration m the simple 
sense it bore when spoken. 

Arthur Lee damped hilarity by 
gloomy vieW of future of Territorial 
Force. All very well for them to seek 
peace and ensue k. It would be wise 


Biisines.s dour . — Tn Committee of 
Supply vote of 1^2,780,000 for training 
and other expenses of Territorial Force 
agreed to after interesting debate. 

Thursday.— This time live years ago 
we still had with us one of those horn 
and trained soldiers witli whom Ireland 
enriches the Empire. He was known 
in the Army Ijist as Sir John Audagit, 
Major-General of Royal Engineers. 
Among his friends, a wido and varied 
circle, ho was ahvays called “ Military 
Ardour.” The man who, had his care- 
fully gleaned reports of resources of the 
Boers on ovo of war in South Africa 
been listened to, would have saved the 
country from grave peril, is in his grave. 
His nom de guerre is revived in House 
of Commons in connection with Mem- 
ber for Ludlow. 


Mo doubt Mr. Ciutng-sau will justify 
his rocommoiidatlon with a shot-gun. 

“ Mr. Gut./.oji Horgluin, the American sculp- 
tor, says ill a lK'v^Hpal>tT article, ‘When I get 
.*111 Older tbi II statue of a dead man, I a*'k Yds 
people for a suit of his clothes— uot a now suit, 
hul ail old Olio, the oldest that may bo found.”' 

JSicic y^rk Outlook. 

English sculptors charge more than this. 

Record Flight by Lord Kitchener. 

“Lord Kitchener lurivcd at Dover this after- 
noon and Jolt by motor car for lirooni Park, 
Caiiterluiry .” — Kocituuj Stamlard,*' Friday ^ 
July 12, Special Edition. 

“Rome, Friday. 

Lord Kitchener has arrived here, and will stay 
a few da} 8. — Dakiel." — Standard,** 
Friday t July P2, Special KiiUion, 

From Canterbury to Rome in no time ! 
It sounds more like a spiritual than a 
bodily translation. 
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imiTLSir PLAGl'] PARS. 

IIockmijLe, 

One of ilio curious problems which 
confronts tho delighted visitor to 
Rockville is whero do all the fair 
motorists, who are to he mot with at 
every turn in their pretty gossamer 
veils, keep their cars? Some whore in 
the back of the town tJicro must be 
garages of gigantic capacity. Mean- 
while, rather than tire liis brain with 
this question, he will be wise to plunge 
into tlie giddy vortex of tliis popular 
Mecca of holiday makers. Tlio sea is 
so warm and still that most of tho 
visitors have become (like seals) abso- 
lutely ambidexterous and are as much 
iu the water as out, Tho place was 
never fuller. 

The Belle Vue, a true palace of 
comfort. Prices moderate. 

The Grand, Unrivalled service. 

IIoTifiD Pavilion. Writo for pro* 
spectus. 

PllAWNlNGHAM. 

The sea has never boon wetter than 
during this glorious summer. Beneath 


tlio radiant sky it presents a spcctaido 
of tho richest azure, and is useful as 
well as ornamental, for it not only 
buoys up pleasure craft on its bosom 
and refreshes tho limbs of bathers, but 
it provides in its shimmering doptlis 
choice fish for tho nourishment of 
visitors fortunate enough to liavo hit 
upon this little paradise for their 
annual recess. 

Hotel METiioroLB. Everything 
perfect. 

Hotel Suj»ekh. A home from homo. 

Easton-huiucu-Maue. 

This favourite seaside resort lias 
literally relinquished itself to tlio joys 
of summer heat. Mr. Ollerboy, wdio is 
not only the principal caterer hut tho 
mayor of tho borough, after years of 
sartorial precision has given way, and 
may be seen every afternoon on the 
sands wearing a Union Jack cummor- 
bimd, a frock coat, straw hat and whitu 
sand shoes, as ho superiutends the vast 
city of touts which is due to his 
thoughtful enterprise. Without Mr. 
Ollerboy, Easton would not be what it 


is; with liiiii it is wonderful. Eevrr 
was tho town so crowded. 

Hotel Mon Ih.AiKiw, I’ndor on 
tirc.ly new manageuMint. 

The (jkanp, IUkU 

RuMuoiioiuni. 

Tlio (biy deligiiis t»f Kurnborougb 
tlio jiromenade, ilie baibmg, tbo pier 
music, golf and boiUing are so well 
known lihat it is idh^ ti) hpe.ak of them 
again, but a word sliould be said of 
some of tlio treats wlneli the entorpria- 
ing corporal ion lias brought together 
for the dele.ct.atiou of the visitors after 
dark. At tlio Riviera Pahuie arc to Ik> 
found those delightful humourists, tho 
Japr-s, whose iniitaiious of London per- 
formers whom no one at Uumborough 
has ever seen cause convulsions of joy. 

Sea View Hotel. hirst tdass iD 
every way. 

Royal NJauine. Ear the best hotel in 
the towTL 

Very finv dimins liavo <jii tl>^' Upta/' 

Personally wo never .take our dinner 
on tlio floor. * 
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AT THE PLAY. 

Wakes/’ 

H 1 NDI 4 E is a, place in Lancashire 
but as lot the rest of the title, I never 
even made out M'hoiher “Wakes” was 
a noun or a verb. Tliis was iny only 
real diflBculty in a play of sin^'iilar 
directness and ^clarity. As a study in 
dialect and brop[uo it bears a superficial 
resemblance to the popular Haymarket 
comedy; but, as a drama of conllictiii^ 
wills and emotions, it is worti) ton of 
Bnnty, l>e(?auBe it deals with one of the 
universal problems of life and nob sim- 
ply with the particular idiosyncrasies 
of locarfreaks! 

Briefly the story tolls how one Alan 
JeffcotCt son of a wealthy self - made 
cotton-spinner, and engarjeci to Uca trice 
daughter of anotlior liancashiro 
jmrvenu (knighted), goes off for a week- 
end wdth Fanny Hawthorn, a mill-liand 
in his father’s works. The truth comes 
out through a tragic breakdown in the 
girl’s alibi, and Jeffcotc pere is informed 
of the facts, For two reasons — (1) 
because ho himself, though Lancastrian, 
wears the wliito rose of a blameless life 
and is a stickler for moi’al obligations, 
(2) because the girl's falbev, though now 
in an inferior social position, has been 
his friend from tiio days of early ob- 
scurity — bo insists, in spite of higli 
parental ambitions, that his son sliall 
marry Fanny ; otherwise he will cut him 
off. But Ala}i is a spoilt youth, and, 
since his heart, as distinguished from 
his body, remains true to Ids betrothed, 
ho declines tliis arrangement. Beatrice, 
Jiovvever, thougli ready to forgive Ids 
infidelity, will not consent to lot the 
other girl ho sacrificed, and throws 
him over. Under the general pressure 
Alaii gives way, and in full conclave 
of all the families concerned it is an- 
nounced that ho is prepared to “ make an 
honest woman” of Fanny, lUit Fanny, 
the only person not yc?t consulted, 
makes it quite clear that she is not 
prepared to make an honest man of 
Akin, Left alone with 1dm in order to 
worry things out, she assin es Jdm witli 
perfect candour that tlioir week-end 
jaunt was a more matter of auiusemont 
on her part, as on his, and that she liad 
never cherished any arricre pensce as to 
the issue of it. Ho is not the man she 
would choose for a husband and she 
absolutely declines to contemplate such 
a solution. To the consternation of 
the relatives — always excepting Sir 
Timothy Farrar who has week-ends 
of his own, and Alan\^ motner whose 
moral somples stop short of the ruining 
of her son’s career by a viimlliance, he 
is left suspended in air^ But I gathered 
that he counted on Jikairicc to out him 
down. 


It should be noted, as simplifying 
the author's task, that the one element 
which is the invincible difficulty in 
breaches of the moral code as between 
the tw o sexes is hero ignored altogether. 
If this deliberate omission escaped the 
audience, they might well, in face of 
Fanny's own indill’erenco, conclude 
that some of the tragedieis of life are 
tragedies only V)ecau66 our social system 
chooses to make them such. 

Mr. Stanley Houghton must be 
complimented on dialogue of extra- 
ordinary freshness and efficiency. From 
the very opening, where tlie right 



TIJIC CAKDbK I.EOTUHK; 

(HI, \ Sticau;ut Talk 'with a I’uodkjat.. 
tiprofe , .vrif, ... ... Mi. Hf.utikj’/i Jjomas. 

jun Air. J. V. UjtVA.M'. 

almospliero is suggested in a few lines 
and the situation at once becomes 
arresting, down to the novelty of the 
unconventional conclusion, every w'ord 
tolls; every word, oven in apparent 
[ligrossions, is a contribution cither to 
I ho scheme or to the revelation of 
character. The humour which so 
avishly relievos the tension of things 
s never wanton, never destructive of 
.he serious interest. Between the 
various typos, all really of much the same 
class, though money has made a differ- 
ence, the nicest distinctions are drawn 
both in character and manner. Com- 
pare, for instance, the dour and de- 
termined mother of Fanny with the 
comparatively soft and refined mother i 
of Alan — each full of maternal solioi- j 
tude for her child's career, but mani-i 
fested how differently. 

The acting of Miss Hobnimak's 
Company was most refreshingly human. ; 
They never troubled about stage tra-' 
ditioQs, but simply oonsulted ihe book . 


of nature. They were not 
shifting their seat or their l0!r 

fear of boring an audienbe ^ea^r for 
“ aotion.” Everybody spbke with the 
confidence of people who can afford to^ 
keep still and restful because they know 
that what tlioy have to say is Worth 
listening to. I^at Jeffcotc, as be Stands 
robed in a long dressing-gown and 
holding a tilted candlestick while he 
lectures his errant son, /s„an absurd 
figure ; but that did not trouble Mr# 
IlEimEBT IjOmas at all, any more than it 
would h ave troubled Nat Jeffcotc in actual 
life. The only person whose manner was 
at all conventional and restless was 
Mr. J. V. Bkyant in the part of Alan ; 
but it was a shifty part, and it is always 
difficult to show perfect aplomb when 
you never know from one minute to 
arioLhor what woman you are going to 
marry. Anyhow, ho had the hai'dest 
task of them all, for his parents’ ambi- 
tions luid lifted him above their own 
level and turned him out a relatively 
commonplace figure, lacking in thp less 
familiar qualities which gave a piquancy 
to tho other characters. 

Mr. Lomas as Nat Jeff cote was always 
rati I or throaty and at times indistinct. 
But i didn’t like to shout “ What ? ” 
from my stall, hocauso I shrank from 
\\U masterful way of replying “You 
card what I said ” — a common re- 
partee with him, and one that I shall 
ti'y on some inattentive friends of my 
own. Miss Enoi^and, who played Mrs . 
Jcffcole, SLorned to show a little too 
miicli refinement for a w’oman wlio 
dropped her h's so freely. It took from 
such lapses lialf tlieir natural charm. 

I hope I make plain by tho mention 
of these trivial blemishes how hard it 
is to find any fault with this most re- 
markable performance. M y only regret 
was that 1 did not see more of Miss Ada 
Kino as Mrs. Hawthorn, and of Miss 
Edyth GooDALii as Farmy. If this 
w^as “ Fanny’s first play ” on a regular 
London stage, I am safe enough in pre- 
dicting great things for her. It was a 
part that might have been made for 
Miss Lena Ashwell, but she could 
hardly have bettered Miss Goodald's 
playing of it, 

I find, by the way, that I have, after 
all, a grave complaint to make. The 
first night fell during the heat wave, and 
I think tho author would have better 
consulted the feelings of his audience ; 
if bo had not allowed quite so much;; 
liquid refreshment to be taken off the | 
stage. I, for one, could hardly beaf ; 
tho sight of it. ; 

Later, — I am credibly informed that 
the word ‘'Wakes” in the title mee^a ‘ 
a sort of beafio ; but, unlike the IrishJ 
kind, it doesn't need to hAve a fundi:^ 
just in front of it. S. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE- 

(Jhf Mi\ Punch's Staff of Learned (UerJes.) 

I DO Dot know exactly how far I ou^^ht to con^ratulato 
Mib« Katiiaiunf: Tynan ujjon the ucliicviunent of this 
charming story, Hose of the (Jardrn (Constadlr), because, of 
course, the en ents of her luu'oiDo’s career and many of her 
thoughts needed no invention. Thus it is possible that to 
those who are already familiar with the Jjife and Letters 
of Lady Sarah Lennox her tale in novel form may appear 
twice told. That is one of the objections to fact masquer- 
ading in the guise of fiction, and there are conceivably others 
also, hut of the fascination of tlio result in this instance 
there can bo no question. The author has managed a 
delicate and diflicult task admirably. Lady Salt, her 
husiiand, and her lover, are all figures that live. Of the 
three, tJje last. Lord Williaiu Gordon, is (as was inevitable) 
tlie most elusive. There are some delightful scenes, in the 
earlier chapters especially. Sally's childish adventure at 
Kensington Palace with the old King, and the episode of 
her b^ing, courted by young Gkohge III., are told with an 
excellent spirit. Perhaps the author is naturally at her 
Ijest in those passages where she can give her imagination 
play and become the unfettered novelist. It is a book that 
1 have greatly enjoyed reading, but one that suggests the 
reflection — “ Exactly how long ago must real persons have 
lived to become fit subjects for a story?" One sees the 
limiti hut it is undefined. Suppose somebody were to 
wri^ A romanoe about— for example— Mr. W. E. Qlai)- 

StlU, this need not iuterfere with your appreciation 
of ^ the which is as tactful as it is charming. 


Somo novels attnici, tlioiigli the stylo is 
Unpolislunl and slipsho(i the plot. 

While others, though export, like I, A. lij. WA»Ut«'H 
The JJaiujhicr oj Hrahma, du not. 

Her topic ^ tlu^ juxtnpoHition 
Of opposite racujs and (Ufmils 
In India — ofi’ors an author’s ambition 
Enough and to spare for its needs. 

Past hooks slio luis writtfU) have told mo 
She’s U]) in such siihjects, \et tloB 
(From Mills, to say nofcliing of Ih^oN) iloos not 
hold rno , 

It drags, and 1 give it a mins. 


A Diana of Qn(d)ec (SMini liLDKu) is partly a very 
pleasant yarn and partly an hi.storieal recjonsiruction, with 
the authentic musty documtaits from I ho British MuHcum 
worked into tlio fabric of tlie stoiy. The Quebec is the 
Quebec of 1782, and the hero a (jortain honest and Stolid 
CaiHain Military Secretary to General //aWinas, 

Governor of the Province. Tlio time is a time of excursions 
and alarms. America has been lost and Canada has great 
temptation to break away. The forlorn little PoBt-Captaiu 
who figures in the first chaptors on short »li ore-leave and 
conducts an impetuous ilirtatiorv with the heroine had not 
yet lost an arm or found a quarter Aleck of his own whonon to 
dictate history. 

Diana (whose real name is Mary Simpson) lx a charii||»g 
lass and adroit intriguer. Poor Mathews, thinking heicm 
tha wrong Bide, has an anxious time 'twixt love and ^ 
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Domplieaiied by a quite gratuitous loyalty to the lights 
hearted Nkkmk. As a matter of foot biana had irrevoc- 
ablv settled qn her preVevon before the little Post-Captain's 
philapdering began. It is plain that the ground has been 
carefully studied by the author, and I take away a very 
clear picture of this early Quebec and the troubled and de- 
pressed bearing of those responsible for lier. Perhaps Miss 
aIoIlwiiaith has been too conscientious with her docu- 
ments and Had boon bettor advised to give her yarn its 
bead and let meticulous accuracy go hang. Yet this may 
be merely the plaint of the indecently ignorant person not 
quite sure just when he enters historical ground or when 
he leaves it for the author’s romantic and plausible ex- 
tensions. 

Until I read Mr. H. F. Pbiiivoht BATTEiisrtY’s The Last 


eomments on the behaviour of the Oovemment in placing 
them in their perilous situation. But they were men, one 
must remembw, who had never gone deeply into polities, 
and did not realize that the Party might have lost votes at 
the next election had the defence of Magaliland been 
permitted to get into the papers as a War. 

Appropriately with the news of a recent Government 
grant, there reaches me a copy of the new Handbook of 
British East Africa (Pbabd), compiled by Messrs. H. P. Ward 
and J. W. Milligan. While hardly suggesting this as a 
volume for the general library list, I have no hesitation in 
saying that no one with any interest, vicarious or personal, 
in the Protectorate should fail to secure a copy. The in- i 
formation it contains is nothing less than staggering, and 
ranges pleasantly from time-tables to taxidermists. There 
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A NEW DEPARTURE. 


With a view to ArrHAonso the mojie studious clas.s of summeu visitoius the council oi the ahove .seaside hesoiit 

HAS SECUUED THE SEKVICES OF A NUMJJEIL OF KaTUHAL JIiS'JUKY EXPEUT.S. 


Besort (Lane), 1 had always imagined that a particular typo 
of muddlO‘hended mismanagemont was confined to the 
theatre. But^ if Mr. Battkrkuy is to bo believed - and he 
convinced me — some of the British Empire is run on the 
worst musical-comedy lines. Wlien Major Murk Sarrol 
wished to get four tliousand men from the authorities to up- 
hold Great Britain’s honour in Magaliland, ho found tliat 
in order to do so it would l)o necessary for him to “ get in 
[ with the management,” in otlicr words, to make love to 
' Mrs, Ilescltnic, wlio would then make love to Cf/iil Meldon, 
a moinbor of the Cabinet, who would hy these means be 
I persuaded to look with an indulgent eye on tho maintenance 
j of the country’s honour. But tlie major, who had wasted 
his life brawling witli Boers and others and was conse- 
quently rather bad at this sort of thing, failed to play the 
part assigned to him, and wont hack to fight Vyaz Ohama 
and his twenty thousand fcllo'wers with tlio handful of troops 
he already possessed. The result wa^ some wonderfully 
fine fighting, admirably described by tho author, and ending, 
through the timely amval of a cruiser, in victory. In the 
intervals of beating back attacks, certain members of the 
garrison permifted a slightly peevish note to creep into their 


is oven a conversation manual of Siuahili, containing such 
obviously useful phrases as “ Wliat are you fighting about ? ” 
and " Stop that noise ” ; while for many readers tlio element 
of tragedy will bo supplied by a photograph of a Eubber 
I’lantation. Altogether a little monument of comprehensive 
care, upon which I offer all concerned my respectful con- 
gratulations. 

A EOUNDEL OF PAGE. 

I STAMPED and swore; in fact, I lost my hair; 

1 knew the thing would be a beastly bore ; 

Yos, I, who really very seldom swear, 

I stamped and swore! 

The men in my employ are twenty -four, 

And wlion they came I had no time to spare, 

And there they were, all grinning, at tho door I 

Each held a card and, with a sheepish air, 

They clattered noisily across tho fioor. 

Wishing Lloyd George in — Header, you know where ! 

1 stamped — and swore. 
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Oililftfiiltioir progroases. Owing to 
the Inti^dAetion of French rifles into 
Africa., many natives who used 
to walk about in a state of coinpleto 
nudity now wear anyhow a baudolitr. 

It h said that a great development 
of our poultrv industry is about to take 
place, and thut Government assistance 
is to be given on a scalo hitherto un- 
approached. Tho grant, w© take it, 
will ho ear-marked, “ Conscience money 
from a robber of hen-roosts.” 

It is not unlikely,” said Mr. 
Winston CHURcniLn, in his spoecli on 
tho Siipplemontary Navy Estimates, 

'* that the Mediterranean Squadron 
will require to ho reinforced at the end 

of 1915-10. If so, the 

proper steps will ho taken ||j[[[^ ||| 

taken by the Opposition ||[|N|m 

I to mean that, in the l|ji||J|yi 
opinion of tho FiiiST |IHn|| 

Lord, the Unionists will lp|nH j 

A piece of stooT w as 
thrown through tlio win- 
dow of a shop hired hy 
tho Union Defence 
League the other night, 
and a reward of £10 is i 
offered for the discovery ! 
of tho perpetrator of the i 
outrage, “ llo is,” weiire 
told, “ believed to ho a 
political opponent of the 
League.” The guess “Do you 
strikes us as ])oing a re- •‘Di utatk 

markahly sbrewTl one, 

and, if it emanates from tho Tolicc, 1 
does credit to that body. 

‘\i ^ 5 |S j 

“Tho Commonwealth House of! 
Representatives,” Reuter’s Melbourne 
correspondent informs us, “ has passed 
a motion limiting mem hers’ speeches 
to sixty-five minutes, and to ninety-five 
in special cases.” Tho special cases, 
wo take it, will bo made of some sound- 
proof material. 

Quite a number of Gorman news- 
papers which had stated that English- 
men were guilty of the outrages on 
1 Indian rubber-gatherers in Peru were 
! prevented by pressure on their space 
from publishing our Foreign Oflico 
denial of this allegation. 

Upon being informed that, although 
he bad been beaten by Captain Guest 
at Elizabethan lWrney> yet the 
judges bad deoided ha was to receive 
tile Oold Cup, because tilting by proxy 


was not permissible, the Duke of 
Marlborough stated, «*!' shall abide 
by the decision.” Respect for authority 
is so rare nowadays that this resolve 
comes as a pleasant surprise. 

In a lecture at £»oipzig, Dr. Klotz 
stated that all tho ills to wliich man is 
subject are due to his error in behaving 
as though ho W’ero a bipod when lio is 
really a quadruped, and tho Doctor 
recommended that men and women 
should walk on all fours. Tho suggestion 
has been hailed with acclamation in 
the Boot Trade. ... 

* :'s ■ 

A novol adjunct to a publie-houso is 
being established in connection with 
a well-known Stepney tavern, in tho 
shape of a miniature rifle range with 
five targets. It would bo difficult to 



act as an ajvful wartdim fcia ithdw# 
Suffragettes who go In W 
strikes. ^ ^ \ . 

•* HoMBPmniNo as a PAhtimi'* 
is the title of an ariicte U\ a cUn* 
temporary. Wo fancy we havia seen 
several old gontlernon fiHIsly, apparently 
on their return from bafujnctsi playing 
this game quite late at nights 

Mr. Mahtkiiman has laid it down 
that it is tho wife’s duty, aud 
that of the husband, to lick tlu^ ser<> 
vaiits’ insurance stamps. This seems 
an oqiii table arningiMueet in view of 
the fact that tho lady often has the 
stronger tongue. ... 

;; 

In Routh Essex butlerlUes luive liaen 
causing great damage to tho eropfi« 
~ T It is estimated that eaoh 
1 biitterlly does one neuny- 

worth of harm daiiy^ and 

I I tho local police aio ex- 

I ^ poriencing tho grt^vtest 
j I diflicully in oapluring 
JL ulgr^ the olTenders. H 1ft 
w rumtiurod that Scotland 

■S cwked to 

I ' down a squad of 

I Win a doU’ctives clovoily di»- 

s[| miffm guised as flowers. 


“.Hlaokhorriom were 
picked at <1 uildfoiul, 
Rurro Y , yostorday 
The nows, wo imagine, 
reaclKjd the Prews 
through a Hospital cor- 
rospondeut. 


THINK, CHAK1.K.S, THAT WOAIRN SlJOUl.D HAVK 
UY NOT, EiAVARU.’' 

imagine a more satisfactory test of, 
sobriety, 

“ King’s College Hospital 
Anonymous Cheque for £20,000.” | 
Thus The Pall Mall Gazette, We i 
should have tliouglit that the value of j 
an unsigned cheque would have been | 
less than that. ^ ,,, I 

^ ' ! 

The Registrar-General’s statistics j 
as to Marriages show that widows are ! 
continuing to drop in popular favour, 
and there is a danger of tlicir falling 
into desuetude. It is only fair, how- 
ever, to say that we are sure that their 
ill-success is not due to any lack of j 
effort on thoir part. 

As a result of his researches among* 
oysters M. Dakton has discovered that 
the sex of an oyster often varies in the 
same subject, and that, when badly 
nourished, a female oyster will “ degen- 
erate ” into a mate. Perhaps this will 


The Governm cut's 

1“ Single Tax” Motto - 

Outhwaito and 

Of Insurance Stamps. 

H'if/t iipdloijit'H (o Jhtr ijjtl hluftinh 

Down in tho collar e(>ol no m(U*e 
Wo sit for idle drinking ; 

Tliougfi jiarchod our tlnoals and furufnl 
our tongues, 

Dry humour soU u« thinking; 

Wliilo Yankoes claim 1 o boat trie glolio, 
Fresh palms arc ours for piokiug ; 
Lloyd George's Now Oroation we 
Are licking, licking, licking! 

“Th(i Dmilanelliip, of odiuha, ih tho UAiU)W 
channe] 8Pj>ajtttiug Kuropo Ijom 

IhtUy 

Honcotboitpportanooof kcojiing itopoiu 
Only thus can Europe remain an island. 

“For SaIo, DOini-aot, nurlmi/ <h'Uoh(«l, s&x- 
roomed House, Avilh out mace. ' - ot 

Yes, but is there an exdj ? That ’s Jtho' 
important question. 
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LErr SMILING. 

• > 

It is the joyful time when out of town 
(t'or me uC large red letter checks it) 

To sea aud loch» to dale and windy down 
The public makes its annual exit, 

Deeming that they are dotty in the mind 
Wio choose to stay behind. 

“ Exodus ” is tlin tag tho papers use, 

A Scriptural term from ancient Jewry, 

Hut 1 sliall always steadily refuse 
To do like Pharaoh in his fury 
And fling rny hoiBC and chariot on thoir track 
To fetch tho people back. 

Poor crowMod souls, who think that when they faro 
Forth to tho briny, there to wallow, 

They leave in fjondon's every street and square 
An aching void, a yawning hollow, 

“ Town,” they observe, ” is empty I ” It is not : 

I still am on tho spot. 

They picture Jioauty vanished from the Park, 

Clubland a waste for flies to buzz in, 

' The Halls of Hong and high Cinema dark. 

And here and there a country cousin 
Sharing with vagrant cat and mongrel dawg 
i Tho putrid dust of Aug. 

I These are their views who shun the quiet shade 
I And go m via use in search of glamour, 

! ^Yash in the same sea., walk the same parade, 

I Fill the same solitude with clamour, 

And on the same rock, in a flat like Fame's, 

I Knife their confounded names. 

I Ho lot thorn trip it where their noighbours press 
t With loud excursion and alarum, 

] And leave me riondon in her Summer dross 
I Exquisite as tJie lily {arum) 

; And fragrant with the absence, all too short, 

Of tho more slutTy sort. 

I 

For then, when all tho obvious people flit. 

The towm unlocks her rarer treasures; 

’ More freely, witli companions few but fit, 
j 1 taste tlio less obtrusive pleasures 

i With whieJi the Choicer Spirits keep in touch 
I (Ar Editors and such), 

I Dearer I find than any change of scone 
The charm of old familiar places. 

When tho dull obstacle that stood between 
Fades and reveals their hidden graces. 

London with half lier Londoners removed 
Is very much improved, 

Unfin.fii rcfite. And, if some folk regard 
; My conduct as a thing of beauty, 

Saying, '* Ho slops in town, this virtuous bard, 
Because ho loves the way of Duty,” 

Why, let them talk ; I shall not take tho trouble 

To pi’ick this wanton bubblo. O. S, 

. two brothero aged thivteoa and fifteen, who on Wednesday 

swam a mile out' to sea, yesterday began their return borne to Ijeioester* 
shire by bicycle.*'— 

Our contemporai^ mx^ht have lent them one of its water- 
planes for the first mile. 


FROM PUnllO^tO 

MokIS <3aBI(}S of PbO^OTION:. 

Thw action of Sir Pmcy OiBOtJAim in ri6si||^0jg ^ 
Governorship of British Exist Africa for an appointment j 
Messrs. Armbtrong'h has given rise to disquieting ruihours.' j 
It is reported that other servxmts of the State are about to 
relinquish their posts and accept situations in commercial | 
or other unofficial establishments. Thus the HoMB i 

TARY is said to have been offered a lucrative oMagement as 
Hliopwalkcr to tho Constabulary Supply AssociCtion (strictly 1 
Ijirnitcd); Mr. Lloyj) Gkougk is considexing two chances — 1 
a partnership in a well-known Land Agency, and a post as i 
Fruit-Taster to a famous Jam Factory in the neighbour- I 
hood of LimehouBe ; Colonel Seely has a prospect of ; 
becoming Hoad Cutter in an Army Outfitters and Clothiers | 
Company; Mr. John Burns is thinking of taking up a post j 
as Trainer to the Battersea Pugilistic ; Mr. IjEWis Harcourt j 
is considering tho attraction of an Agency for a well- I 
established firm of Antiquarians in Wanlour Street, and j 
Mr. Kunciman may at any moment accept the Chair of i 
Pedagoguy at the Whitehall Kindergarten College, i 

Ijord Crew^e is a likely candidate for the situation of 
Chef in tho Curry Department of tho Savoy ; Mr. Edmunp 
Oos.^^^iiJ, Librarian to ilio House of Lords, is being tempted 
to become Header to the Amalgamated Press ; Mr. Master- 
man’s services are being solicited as Senior Leaflot-mongor 
to a leading firm in Paternoster Row wdth a branch at 
Vallombrosa; and Mr. Churchill has been pressed io 
become Manager of the Dogger Bank Marine^ Stores 
(lately removed from Malta). 

Mr. Sydney Bi'xton has been tentatively selected for the 
Secret ary xih ip of the Poplar Branch of thoA.S.R.S. ; Mr. 
Samuel's success with tlie Telephone has secured him the 
offer of a remunerative situation with the JCar-Trumpet 
and Aural Appliances Association ; the Master of 
Elihank lias under consideration the offer of partnership 
with the proprietor of a Pliysical Culture Emporiuni ; and 
Lord IIaluane, if he declines the opportunity of attaching 
Jiim.seir to a certain firm of Theatrical Wig-makers, will 
shortly be askf^d to join tho managemonb of the Anglo- 
German Mutual Understanding Society (wliich is about to 
be put on a war footing). 

Finally Mr. Ure is to be invited to fill tho Chairmanship of 
a Publishing Company that iiiakos a specialty of Popular 
Fiction ; and Ijord Granard, Master of the Horse, has only 
to lift his hand to become Confidential Advisor to Messrs. 
Tatterball. 

A WALK ON WIMBLEDON COMMON. 

{Extract from an actual essay by a 7 j,C.C. schoohboy.) 

. We then walked on to where we see a little wood 
with palings round. Just as we got near it I see a beautiful 
little wdiito ball lying in a hole in the grass like a bird's 
nest. I picked it up, and said to my sister that wo would 
have a game of catchball with it. Just as 1 was goin^ to 
throw it to her I heard all at once a awful lot of shouting ; 
tl)on I see two men in red jackets ninning to us, one ; 
holding his fist up, and tw^o men behind carrying bags. 
The gentleman with his fist up had a very red face, and ! 
he said to mo, “You’ve gob my ball, you little beggat.*' ' 
I said as I was very sorry, but 1 didn't know waa ^ 
playing, Then he told me to put it back at once in the ; 
very spot where I had picked it up ; he said ii|f was ft very 
important match they was playing. Bo Z w4nt and PUt 
it back in that little round hole. He then looked linal 
at me, and i^aid I hadn't found it in there, bnk just onteiae 
on the edge, Tb0 other gentleman, who lookw ^ kind 








Vncle, “Disimcii, stop, stop! Do you know I think it must jjii rou to whom thus (sooo mvn uam nomkI'IUnu TO 
SAV, roil 1 (^VNNOT KKA'OLLKCT KVKIl IIAMNO .sKKN I1I« l-’ACJC UKrolUS.’' 


inflocd atul did not spoak so loud, said to him that 1 looked 
a truthful boy and that tho ball must slop in the hole 
where I had put it. ^J’hoii, after a bit, tho otlier gontloinan 
lifted uy) a stick what ho took from tlio ba^, and ho gave 
tlio ball a hard hit that sent it further in. JIo then said 
a very bad word indeed, looked at mo, and gavo it another 
Ijit. This time it went furtlicr in still, and ho then walked 
away looking wild all round, while tho other man smiled 
at mo kindly. Tho man with the bag then stooixul down and 
dug out tlie ball with liis hands, tolling me to got out of it 
or ho *d give mo wliat for. , . 


JEAMES’S JEREMIAD. 

[The Improvements (JommiM,eo of Iho Cit y of VVT‘stnutiHtor Council 
Jiiivo had under consideration a hiiildin^ ])ropiiHal made by the (Irosvcuor 
Estate, involving th 63 ercelioii of shoyis in l\irk Jianc.] j 

Dkak Misteu PiTNcii, of hall tho crimes that hevor yet were 
planned 

To haggravato tho misery of liour hunayipy land, 

Hi ’m sure you will hagree with me that none is moro hirisane 
Than this owdacioua houtrago coiitemplatod in Tawk Lano. 

This 'orriblo proposal, this hopitonio of wrong, 
lilies in the faco of Providence, of .Mishion and Bong Ton(j\ 
When first Hi read it hout to Chawlcs — Twas in Thc^ 
Morning Post — j 

'E looked, pore fellow, just as liif 'o ’d seen 'is motlier’s ghost I 

Hi’ VO known somo horful changes since Quekn Victoxua’s 
day. 

The noxshus spread of parlourmaids, and powdor done 
aw6.y ; 

Hi lived to see pipes in Pall Mall and Consols on the 
. slump. 

But this Hi call the final stror that breaks the oamel’s 'ump« 


When ladies look to slmnmiid and to harskiir for the vole, 
When Kii’TiiNa houstod IIyuon hs iho fasimnmhlo polo, 

I sor tho way the tide lid turned, iud ho! I novel gm saed 
That 'orrid countoijumporB would hour privacy muhkut. 

When millionaires invaded us with noses shayiod ld<i{* 'oaks, 
Hi boro with tho inll ill, ion, though Hi didn't like theii looks; 
But they at least ’av(i i ison to a Htution near tlio tuj>, 
Hunliko tho petty 'ucksltuvr 'oo lou^yis a vulgar shop. 

There 's been just ono wine mci'<'h:uiL there for imm\ years, 
Hi know, 

But that 's an 'igh-tdasK l)i/J\ess, hiniirely rontnKY.l fo i 
But, when 1 think of hutchor's meat ami bieli igaposod 
for sale 

In that lioxaltoJ yirominynade, my very ffawvo^ tuiri paid 

Wliat, dossycrato with Ideous sho])"; this augld.y thoiough- , 
faro, 

Where liall tho liest liaristoor;itH lent'. rlios(ui to repair? 

Ji Hingland, Ji my coimirv, you Kurely won’t profane 
With luw commercial heiilei prise tho gloiiesof Pawk Hauol 

llap])cals are hall the fashion now, so Hi Inippf^al io Punch — 
By very far the host of hall llio joui nalistio hunch - 
To put a stopper upon this, tlio wicikcxlest of KifljoiueH, 

And jioarii the lasiing gratitude of his devoted JiCAMiSS, 

‘■'TiiveriMJol is cxccrlioniilly liiibk; to tho inir**jf a 1 iou of yicisons 
\v]io liiivo no knew'n j»lu,c(j ot uImhIc yi JCnghuich" 

Whoarotho mysterious half-dozen who keep on going hack ! 

to Liverpool ? * | 

# 

*'Hi»tory of the Purltane, vola, 4tc), russiin (j Mints 
4/6.’* — JBookacller^s CcMogue. . • 

I We protest against ibis crude appeal to Uie morbid. * 
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THE HEIR. » 

I.— Hb iNTEODllFOBfl HiMBEIiF. 

' Ik lesfi ihefined ciirdeB than ours/' 
i md to Uyta* ** your behaviour would 
be described as swank. Heaily, to 
judge from the airs you put on, you 
toi^t be the child’6 mother.” 

**He*a jealous because he's not 
an aunt himself. Isn’t he, <Jucksoy 
darling?” 

‘*1 do wish you wouldn’t keep 
dragging the baby into the conversa- , 
tion ; we can make it go quite well as 
a duologue. As to being jealous — why, 
it 's absurd. True?, I ’in not an aunt, 
but in a very short time I shall bo an 
uncle by marriage, which sounds to 
me much superior. That is,” 1 added, 
“ if you *r 0 still equal to it.” 

Myra blew mo a kiss over the cradle. 

“Another thing you’ve forgotten.” 
I wont on, “ is that 1 ’in down for a 
place as a godfather, Arcliio tells mo 
that it isn’t settled yet, but that there ’s 
a good deal of talk about it in the 
clubs. Who ’s tlio other going to he? 
Not Thomas, 1 suppose? That would 
be making the thing nithor a farce.” 

“UaSiVt Dahlia lirokcn it to you?” 
said Myra anxiously. 

“Simpson?” 1 asked, in an awed 
whis^per. 

Myra nodded. “ And, of couiHe, 
Thomas,” slu; said. 

“Heavens! Not three of us ? What 
a jolly crowd wo shall bo. Tfiomaa can 
play our best hall. Wo miglit ” 

“ Jlut of course there uro only going 
to bo two godfathers,” slio said, and 
leant over tlio cradle again, 

I held up my three end fingers. 

“ Thomas,” 1 said, pointing to the 
sniallost, “ ino,” 1 explained, pointing 
to the next, “ and Simpson, the tall 
gentleman in glasses. One, two, ihrcc.” 

“ Oh, baby,” sighed Myra, “what a 
very slow uncle by marriage you’re 
going to have 1 ” 

I stood and gazed at my three 
fingers for soino time. 

“ 1 've got it,” ] said at last, and J 
pulled down the middle one. “ The 
rumour in the clubs was nnaiitiiorj.se(I. 

I don’t get a place after all.” 

“Don*/ say you njiiid,” pleaded Myra. 
“You see, Daldia tliouglit that as yon 
were pracUeally one of tlio family 
already, an timde'cleet by marriage, 
and as tsbe di(in’t vv;uit to choose be- 
tween Thomas and Samuel ” 

“Say no moro, 1 was only afraid 
that she might Juivo Sometliing'against 
my moral character. Child,” 1 w^mt 
on, rising and addressing the unreapon- 
sive infant, “ England has lost a god- 
father this day, but t^ho world has 

gained a Whak? I don’t know. 

I want my tea.” 


Myra gave the baby a last kiss and 
got up. 

“ Can I trust him with you wlule I 
go and see about Dahlia ? ” 

“I*m not sure. It depends how I 
feel. I may change him with some 
poor baby in the village. Bun away, 
aunt, and leave us inon to ourselves. 
Wo have several matters to discuss.” 

When the child and I were alone 
together, 1 knelt by his cradle and sur- 
veyed his features earnestly, 1 wanted 
to see wliat it was he had to offer 
Myra which I cmild not give her. 
“ This,” I said to myself, “is the face 
wliich has come between her and mo,” 
for it was unfortunately true that I 
could no longer claim Myra’s undivided 
attention. But the moro I looked at 
liiin the more mysterious the whole 
thing became to me. 

“Not a bad kid?” said a voice 
behind me. 1 turned and saw Arcliie. 

“ Yours, J believe,” 1 said, and J 
waved him to the cradle. 

Archie l)out down and tickled the 
baby's chin, making appropriate noises 
the vvliilo — one of the things u father 
has to learn to do. 

“Who do you think lie’s like?” ho 
asked proudly. 

“The late Mr. Cladstone,” 1 said, 
aft('r (loop thought. 

“Wrong. llallo, here’s Dahlia 
coming out. 1 hope, for your sake, 
that tho baby’s all right. If she finds 
ho ‘s caught measles or anything, you ‘11 
get into trouble.” 

By a stroke of had luck the cdiild 
began to cry as soon as he saw the 
ladies. Myra rushed up to him. 

“Poor little darling,” she said sootli- 
ingly. “Did his uncle by marriage 
frighten him, then? ” 

“ Don’t listen to her, Dahlia,” I said. 

“ I haven't done anything to him. We 
were chatting log<*tiier quite amicably 
until ho suddenly caught sight of Myra 
and Imrst into tears.” 

“ J le ’s got a little pain,” said Daldia 
gently, taking him up and patting 
him. 

“ I think the trouble is mental,” 
suggested Archie. “ looks to me as 
if he had something on Jiis (ionseienco. 
J)i<l lie say anything to you about it 
when you woie alone ? ” 

“ lie didn’t say much,” I confessed, 

“ hut he scomod to ho keeping sonio- 
tliing hatdv. 1 think ho \Yants a bit of 
a run, really.” 

“Poor littlo lamb,” said Dahlia. 

“ There, he 's better now, thank you.” 
Slio looked up at Archie and mo. “ I 
don^t believe you two love him a bit,” 

Archie smiled at his wife and went 
over to the tea-table to pour out. I sat 
on the gniss a!od tried to analyse my 
feelingi^l^to my nephew by mSrrriage. 


“ As an acquaintance/' I aeid, ** be k. 
charming; I know noone wheiabette. 
oompany. If I cannot speak 
more $olid qualities it is only beotnse X 
do not know him well enough. But to 
say whether I love him or not is diffi* 
cult ; I could tell you better after our 
first quarrel. However, there is , one 
thing I must confess. I am rather 
jealous of him.” 

“ You envy his life of idlener'S ? ” 

“No, I envy him the amount of 
attention he gets from Myra. The love 
she wastes on him which might be 
better employed on me is a heart- 
rending thing to witness. As her 
betrothed I should expect to occupy 
tho premier place in her affections, but, 
really, I sometimes think that if the 
baby and I both fell into the sea she 
would jump in and save the baby first.” 

“ Don’t talk about his falling into 
tlio sea,” said Dahlia, with a shudder ; 

“ 1 can’t abeiir it.” 

“ J think it will be all riglit,” said 
Archie, “ I was touching wood all tho 
time.” 

1 “ What a silly godfather ho nearly 

had!” whispered Myra at t!io cradle. 
“It qiiilo makes you smile, doesn’t it, 
baby ? 01), Dahlia, he’s just like Archie 
when ho smiles.” 

“Oh, yes, he’s the living imago of 
Archie,” said Dahlia confidently. 

I looked closely at Archie and then 
at the hahy. 

“ 1 sl)ould always know tla^in apart,” 

1 said at last. “'I’hat," and I pointed 
to tho one at tho tca-tahle, “ is Archie, 
and this,” and I pointed to the one in 
tho cradle, “ is tho baby. But then 
J 'vo such a wonderful memory for 
faces.” 

“ Baby,” said Myra, “ I ’rn afraid 
you'ie going to know some very foolish 
people.” A. A. M. 

“U. c. A, (). oi r. c. L. I), p. K. (;. 0. w. i, 

Couiu'il of Um; flomocracy A\il] liold tlniir unitiMl 
< ol«hmU(Ui to iiiorroVN.*’ {Januiica), 

Having been elected under Pule II. — 

“ That this Council may be referred to 
brielJy as tho LI. C. A. O. of C. C. L. D. 
r. K. C. C. W, I.” — wo do not feel it 
necessary to explain to our readers 
what tho mystic letters stand for. 

“Alnjost ovary fiviJised race is reprowcated, 
and, in addititMi tlK'nj uro dedc;.,"ut(’s from llie 
Uiiilod »StuU"s and Mr, U\ jK, TiUer- 

tChl, in 77/r’ JJiSJXd'cJt.’* 

Wo should never havo dared to say 
that. 

“Bkkuit Oounuu) Boy, t-o l)0 gcmoriUly 
nseful ill printing Khop . in 
Mvening Bidliihu* 

Our own preference would be for a 
yery smart schomie — say, blue with red 
stripes. 
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TACT. 


him to be sipping this dangemus 
dangorens, tha ' 


mt is, to one on a rdgin^e 
It -was during the itmuvais quart ^ perfect content. I therefore 

4*heure that Konalds, my host (whom explained to iriy partner that writing 
I knew very slightly), dU*ew me mystori- was one of those mysteries that , one 


onsl; 


cannot tell anybody all about. 

Then came the fish, and my partner 
asked me if I did not think that Moiio- 
KiN was really bettor than Nijinsky, 
because she did. 

I was about to answer when hock 

I 


ro- 


ly dear fellow/’ ho said, ** I want 
yon to do me service. 1 'm on a 
rdjgiifMi and have to bo very careful, and 
that means nothing for ino but a little 
Imck, perhaps. But I luivo hoard of 

you as an epicure, and I want you to he was poured into my glass, and 
BO good as to toll me at onco if 
there is anything the matior with 
the wine. Will you ? 1 can roly 
on you absolutely, 1 know ; tlioy 
say your taste fs so perfect.’* 

Impossible to deny that ilioro 
was something flattoring in being 
deferred to as a gourmet and 
judge of wine, and 1 put bis ob- 
viously unquiet mind at case by 
promising to do what lio wisbod. 

Mot, liowovor, with any groat 
personal satisfaction, beyond the 
glow naturally communicated by 
the knowledge tliat a certain 
fastidiousness on which I rather 
plume myself Jiad reached 
Bonalds’ ettrs. Wlio had told 
him, I wondered. Anyway, ho 
knew, and, although 1 am not. as 
a rule given to putting myself 
into any kind of prominence, 
whether among friends or com- 
parative strangers, I decided tiiat, 
if anything was wrong with the 
wines, he should certainly know 
it. Such wore my thoughts in 
the remaining few minutes before 
we left the room in that absurd 
ark-like procession downstairs. 

I will not say that the respon- 
sibility under which T had boon 
laid spoiled my dinner, but it did 
not improve it. 

There was quite a pretty girl 
on my left, but her, of course, 1 
was nob cntitlejJ to speak to 
until half - time, wJien that 
automatic swing round to the 
other partner occurs. The lady 
I had taken dowm was of a inaturor 
build, and began badly by accusing 
me roundly of being a barrister. Now\ 
if there is one thing — but never mind. 

She covered her blunder by adding, 

**ThenI*m sure you write. Now ioU 
me all about it ! ** 

Tell her all about it! I w^as far too 

much occupied in trying to decide arrival of the champagne prevented an 
whether an^’^thing \Yas the matter with immediate reply, 
the Bherry or not. Was i^? Surely I hope no one thought me too much 
thait flavourivas not wholly nutty : the in need of stimulant, but naturally I 
laiiiitest BUggestion of the bcntchout was Imd to sip it instantly if 1 was to do 
there not wa4 there? I glanced my duty by the table, and again I was 
swiftly at our host^ terrific that plunged into doubt. To my palate a 
he might oatoh my eye, and, to my suspicion of cprk was again apparent — 
not untnixed with suiprise, found but only a .Suspi^on. Xet il WM hht 



wake up. 

Orr. 6.50 
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mombered niy duty. Nothing the 
matter with that, I discerned at onco, 
and replied tbut personally I found no 
comparison between the two men, 
N MINSKY being in every way the 
superior. She argued about it for a 
vsdiile and then asked me if I had read 
all Aunold Bennett’s books; but the 


peasant, it might be ^oQihg 
Jihn^r. Sboula I aofc t At thidi 
the butfer reached the boat the 
same large doudy jug^ and without 
a moment's hesitetibn our boat per* 
mitted him to fill his glass. 1 was 
conscious that my partner was sayjhg 
something about ClayhangcY and JEfi/cfo 
Lessioays, but I could not attend to 
her: 1 had to watch our host's ex- 
pression as he drank. At If^st he lifted 
his glass, tilted it, and set" it down 
again with no sign of dissatis- 
faction. 

I ^vas, I must admit, disap- 
pointed and also a little piqued. 
Why had I lieen singled out to do 
this service for him when he could 
obviously do it for himself? Why 
had ho so completely forgotten 
his physician’s advice? Why did 
he never look my w^ay ? I felt so 
sure about this being corked that 
I fixed my eye on him, determined 
that he should catch it, while 
vague murmurs about the Five 
Towns reached my ears. Our 
host being obdurate, I determined 
to tell one of the footmen, but, as 
lie misunderstood mo and brought 
mo a biscuit, I turned to my part- 
ner and said that 1 had not read 
some of the earlier ones, but all 
the later ones, and that I liked 
- The Man of Property best. I 
then asked her if she did not 
think the champagne was corked, 
and she said she never knew 
about sucli things, but her hus- 
band would toll her after dinner, 
as he was considered the best 
judge of wine in London. 

Mercifully at this point half- 
time was reached and I saw Jier 
no more, Imt, consigning wine 
and its problems to the devil, 
talked cheerfully with the pretty 
girl on tlio left. 

In the redistribution of seats 
after the ladies had left us, I 
found myself hotw^oon two men 
who seemed to bo old friends. 

“ Hullo I *’ said one to the other, 
across mo, “ what did you think of 
your first glass of champagne? Was 
it the least little bit cox'ked, or not ? ” 

“ Not,” said the other emphatically. 

“ Are you certain ? ” 

“ Absolutely. If it had been corked 
I should have sent it back." 

‘‘You?" 

“ Yes ; why not ? Bonalds asked mo 
to. He’s been seedy, it seems, and 
mayn’t drink anything much, and SO^, 
considering mine the best pali^te 
he asked me to watch the wine 
him." 

The other man lit a 
•* 6fat he did, did he ? " 


V' 
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;g0od; !, Btit> 'I 
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asked mo to be sure 
to Mtitiim if anything was wrong." 

’ , 

.**^ 00, he said be folt liimsclf quite 
aafe If I would do it." 

And that was all. 

And noijrl am wondering if afc every 
dinnor-party Ronalds adopts the same 
dovioo for putting certain of his newer 
guests into a good conceit, of themselves. 
But the plan has its defects. 


A PAIR OF OPERATIC BRACES. 

(Fmn our Bayreuth Correspondent) 

IIavk you, 0 Wagnerian, ever rim 
short of braces in lUyreuth ? It is 
the sort of thing that might happen to 
anyone, anywhere. But, happening as 
it did here and to me, it has entailed a 
I long and painful voyage of discovery, 
resulting in an iiusutisfactory com- 
promise. The first that were oflered j 
to mo had a picture of Wagneu worked | 
on one of them in pale blue silk and a 
picture of the theatre on the other. 
These were beautiful pictures in their 
way, but doomed, from the very nature 
of the case, to perpetual obscurity. 
Then I might have liad a pair with a 
Grail motive on thorn, or a pair splashed 
all over with demi-somi-quavers out of 
the Bing. Those that I got finally 
were really more like thongs than any- 
thing else. You know the sort that 
Mime wears ? 

You see, if you start any sort of shop 
in Bayreuth you have to do this kind 
of thing or be left behind by your 
competitors. You begin by placing a 
largo bust of Ekjiiaud Wagner, sur- 
rounded by massive folds of plum- 
coloured velvet, in tlio window. Then 
3"ou lay in a largo stock of picture-post- 
cards, a few photographs and some 
operatic texts. After that you may 
add — if you are a butcher — meat; if 
you are a baker — bread, and so on. 
But it is simply no good starting 
business at all unless you can give your 
premises the genuine festival flavour. 
The only successful hair-dresser in the 
place is the one that has an envelope 
addressed by Waonbe displayed in the 
window ; and the man who set up as 
a blacksmith on the strength of posses- 
i^tng one of the shoes of the original 
won't ask how he got it— 
protspeiMi enormously. 

. Pf oou]ree it is the real souvenir shops 
do 1^ ol the business. It is 
wpih^ tjbjat are now enough 

Bayreuth to 
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make a paste board hand — if they were 
laid side by side — nearly as long as tlie 
first Act of Qotterddvimeniiig. 1 have 
bought a souvenir myself this year. 1 
know it was weak of me, but 1 like to 
have it. It is so characteristic. It is 
a drinking-horn. Now that I have 
scraped the motives off it, it may ho 
called quite a simple drinking-horn, 
such as is in daily use among the 
humblest of Waonkb’b characters. J 
know that it will remind mo in days to 
come of what I regard as the chief 
cause of trouble and unrest in the 
Wagnerian world. So much worry 
would be saved if people w^ould only 
mix their drinks themselves! It nlay 
seem a small point, but it is not.i 
SundinpM Started, Tristan and Isolde 
would, w prospsied and triumphed 


had they but takoiA this very Kimplo 
prcciiution. For tho most snrptHlsfng 
thing al)out Wagneh’h characters -“in 
other respects aim'ahio enough - j,M their 
ahoniinahlo habit of doctoring one at^ 
other's drinks. 

“Out of forty fijiliiion I'liugKt by kjiud nets ; 
at Catooitibo in tlin Hovortl ill 0116 tidit itdi W6Ak 

ei;;'l)i wriil to a fttUinr ami three to a sdic" I 

We see no particular reason Why a 
father shouldn't catch a salmoUt 

''Kant bailod (latiufitly k>i Att licltu And n 
half, hut Jlaynrood ahiI I'UoiiiImioii mio£>i6iil 
anlorpdsing jiicthodi/’— yAu/.v 

Lower down we read 

“Thompson, cOhidgwy, 

Ah, how often we have been dli^ieicd 
for an enterprising A ouraelvesr % 






Jivhbi(\ “MV J)ANCK, I THINK r* 
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Madge. “I'm .sokry, ir'.s Di/NrAN'ii dance." 
1 BUHmiT YOU niOM HIM EOU TWO SUILLINCl-’." 


THE LIFE ROMANTIC; 

Ob, a Soft Anhweb to a House Agent. 

I HAVE beheld tlic mansion, I have seen 

The place you want to plant mo in as tenant, 

And “ lidl that messuage '* and tlio plot of green, 

And — ^no, dear Sir ; the little wooden pennant 
That cries “ To Ijet " 

Must still float on. I say so with regret. 

Not for myself, old comrade, but for you, 

Because I hate to see such trouble wasted. 

Because the gods give genius to few. 

But on your lips at least I think they pasted 
Ambrosial halm ; 

You have the gleam, tlic vision (nay, keep calm I). 

The world ho lives in, to a six- year mite, 

With some celestial glory is appareUod. 

The house, the stable, every common sight 
Seems nobler, and his pop-gun 's double-barrelled ; 
But most, alas. 

Suffer the dream to die as dull years pass. 

Too swiftly with tlie lapiie of time we pull 
Our boyish castles dbwn, or deem them odious; 

For you they linger on desirable 
For evermore*— for evermore commodious ; 

T]jie sty, the hutch 

You once deemed patacas, continue such. 


I would not dare to nip wild fancy’s bloom, 

I would not dare to quench that glowing ardour. 

But what about your third reception room ? 

What was that little shelf V was that the larder? 

Wliat about coal? 

Where does one keep it ? You fantastic soul, 

I cannot dream with you the ancient dreams. 

Nor turn a wilted shrub into a garden ; 

I build no temples under attic beams ; 

I know tho fault is mine ; 1 ask your pardon ; 

A plain, dull chap, 

I felt strange doubts about tlio bath-room tap. 

You are a poet, and 3 our brains, I think, 

Were made for better things than oflice-duranco, 

For weaving odes beside a fountain’s brink, 

For framing airy fabrics on Insurance ; 

But as for mo, 

I shall not take your hay -loft ; here *s the key, Evoe. 

Mr. Oswald Stoll, writing in Tlie Stage on the Sunday 
Opening of Theatres, observes : — 

“Wide and deep is the latitude that 1ms been given to it (tlic 
Sabbath) by the cities of tho world. Ijoudon, after oultivitting small 
patches of such latitude for years, is now opening up broad acres of it," 
Question for the Chancellor of the Exo^bqubb : — 
What is tbe site value of an acre of latitude, in view of 
threatened theatrical development f 1) above the Equator, 
(2) below the same ? 
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AVinhton’.s epoch-making speech, a fum. Treasuhy Bench takes hie >Iavy skkiocsly. 


House of Commons, Monday, July 22. 
— Emptiness of House and prevailing 
listlossness, noted of late, varied to-night. 
Benches on both sides filled. All 
sections of galleries allotted to Strangers, 
including preserves for tlie Peerage, 
crowded. From Diplomatic Gallery 
Canadian PiiEMiKii and some of liis 
companions in memorable visit to tliis 
country looked on. Impressed by 
gravity of situation, hushed by mo- 
mentous import of First Lord's stato- 
rnont, Members cheered but little. 
Silence broken when reference to 
emissaries from Canada was made, 
whether by Winston, Prince Arthur, 
or Prime Minister. Wliat Win.ston 
felicitously described as “a touch from 
the hand of a sU'ong friend ” w^as 
warmly welcomed, tlie grasp lieartily 
returned by all sections of parties. 

Contrary to early habit, Winston 
observed precaution of writing out his 
speech. Skilfully avoided depressing 
intluonce that commonly attends that 
method of oratory. Ilad evidently 
learnt speech off by heart ; only occa- 
sionally bent over his folios to pick up a 
line. Through hour and a half he was 
followed with almost pained interest, 
and with notablerestraint from interrup- 
tion by cheers or ejaculations. House 
f^t it was assisting at development of 
a/^tioal tjo^n in history of Empire. 


a^uoh orisis Pm 
Plf [ avspabjio iipbitesman of Oppo- 

^ 00000100 with the 


large-minded patriotism the IIoiiso has 
through many years learned to expect 
from him. There was no quibbling at 
details, no earning of cheap Party 
cheers by personal attack on individual 
Ministers. lie fully and generously 
admitted soundness and sufficionoy 
of Ministerial scheme. Echoed with 
approval Win.ston'b declaration follow- 
ing on detailed statement of Germany’s 
naval programme. 



Tsit O'OaABT’s PiiAttXTio 


'‘There is,’* ho said, “one Way, and 
but one way, to meet a menaco <;»f that 
kind. It is to imitate the policy of 
your neighbour, and uoitlier lapue Into 
panic nor, what is even more importani, 
relax for one instant the necessary 
annual augmentation of your strength, 
so that no foieseeable iwoluthwi will 
over put you at the mercy of some 
naval or military accident.*’ 

Lofty not(i thus struck was, with 
two exceptions, maintained tluohgbotit 

dohaio. llAMHAV Macdonabo o<*mpcHod 
by official jiositiori as Loader of Labour 
iNirty to protest against imu'easecl 
oxpoudituro for dofenco of KnVpire, 
Tommy IjOikiii, honestly uneaii^y under 
conviction that since ho loft the 
Go^xu’nmolll ludhirig has gimo well 
with it, mf>vo(l amondiuent rediioing 
Vote. Proj)osiil did not receive SUpprt 
that justiiicd Ids going hiio Divi- 
sion hobby. A<?conlingly wltluhn^n. 
Quosi-iou being put tfiat Vote bo 
agreed to, Labour Members dtocnted. , 
On Division tlicrc mustered 42 id No j 


iiobby, against 291 supporting iiovern- 
rnent. 


Bnsiims (lofte.- T^nm liOiin delivers 
epoch-making speech. Buppletnentary 
Vote for Navy carried. ; 

Tumlay.r^kMi^A misfortune fen hap- 
less wives find children in London Doeli^ 

S rd district that they »houWj^i^r 
m advocacy in Pornswumt |l T«« 
O’G^iady. Public sympathy g|p but 
la pawns in 


io them as innocent pawns in | gapie 
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played by paid agitators with incredible 
recklcBSuoBs and lack of aVilh It will 
doubtless survive Tub O'Gkady per- 
formance />f yesterday, but incident re- 
mains profoundly regrettable. Want 
of finish about carefully prepared out- 
break fatal to success. The geniiiB and 
reputation of barely survivoil 

the bathos of conchiding inllamrnatory 
speech by flinging a dagger on floor of 
House. When, after noisily but in- 
effectively wrangling with autliority 
first of ilio SpKAhMK then of Ciiatuman 
OP Committees, The OXihady thought 
time bad come for dramatic turn, ho 
looked about on J3onGli for copy of 
Orders of the Day. Fortuitously liud- 
ing one, ho twisted it between liis 
hands, flung it on the floor, and strode 
forth amidst titter that would have l>een 
a laugh but for thouglit of empty ciiji- 
boards, famishing women and children, 
down by tho docks. 

Significant that, with exception of 
Will Tiioune, who never can hear a 
man shouting and resist temptation to 
display his own oxcoptional gifts in 
tho matter of volume of sound, The 
O’Guauy’s colleagues of tho Labour 
Tarty took no part in tho performance. 
They watched the scene in embarrassed 
silence. 

Matter reverted to to-day under 
more orderly circumstances promising 
happier issue. On motion for adjourn- 
ment, cause of strikers was pleaded by 
The O’GiiADY and IjANSimiiY in terms of 
moderation pleasantly contrasting witli 
earlier bombastic freaks. I’osition of 
employers sob forth by Noiiman Craig 
in brief' businesslike fashion. They 
are, bo said, walling for tho men to 
return under same conditions with 
respect to wages and 1 1 ours as before 
tho strike. Full consideration would 
be given to all grievances subuiitted by 
tho men or the Unions. As oppor- 
tunity offered, reinstatement of strikers 
would bo olTooted. But employers will 
have nothing to d6 with officials of the 
Federation who, without statement of 
grievance, without consulting the luen, 
without a thought of the women and 
children, without notice to tho em- 
ployers, brought about tho strike.’* 

This being state of affairs it seems 
iniquitous that strike should bo pro- 
longed with its acepmpanying desola- 
tion of very^many thousands of homes. 
Bambay Macdonald with quick in- 
tuition lield out hand to seize proiTored 
olive-branch. Suggested that Norman 
Obaio,. representative of the employers, 
should talk the matter over Svith him 
as spokesman of the workmen, and 
ascertain exa^ly how the land lay. 
He did not doubt that even by to- 
;^arrow morning gomitbing might be 
done to effect a settlement. 


Meanwhile Ohanoellob of the 
Exchequer gave important pledge. 
“It is no use,'* he said amid general 
cheers, “ imagining that prevention of 
these groat Trade disputes can ^be 
accomplished by more agreement, con- 
ciliation and persuasion. I am sure it 
cannot. Tho Executive must be armed 
with more formidable powers.” 

To tliat end ho promised to introduce 
a Bill “ in the immediate future.” 

limiuGss done.-- Scottish Estimates 
in Committee of Supply. 

Friday, — Noting, tho other week, the 
Home Skoretary’b use of tho word 
“impertinent” applied to question put 
by Jessel, I pointed out that tho word 
was used in its original meaning, 
implying irrelevancy. Sauk, who has 
for the fiftieth timo been reading another 
Diary, written by one Bepys, comes 
upon apt illustration. 



(Mr. Ramsay Macdonald.) 

Under date August 22, 1664, Pepys 
writes as follows : — Home and there 
find my boy Tom Edwards sent me by 
Captain Cooko. I propose to make a 
clerko of him, and if he deserves w'ell 
to do well by him. . . . Find my boy a 
very schoole boy that talks innocently 
and impertinently. 8o sent him to bed.” 

The Home Secretary, autocratic as 
his office makes him. could not send 
Jeksri. to bod. But ho used tho word 
“ impertinent ” precisely in the sense 
employed by Pepyr. 

lUtsbicss done . — Budget Bill in Com- 
mittee. On snap division taken in 
first halMiour majority run down to 
tbroe. Exultation in Opposition camp. 

LITERABY GOSSIP. 

Dr. Thermogenes D. Cotton, of 
Oklahoma University, whore ho occu- 
pies tho Chair of Belles Lettres, has 
just brought out a remarkable work on 
thfi Bronte Family. This volume had 
its origin in the purchase of a number 
of pairs of boots worn by members of 
that family, of which, strange to say, 
no mention is mtkde in the biography 


of Charlotte Bhont6 by Itrs, 
Gaskbll. Dr. Cotton has made the 
extraordinary discovery that Hr. 
Bronte was one of the first persons 
to wear spring-side boots, the psycho- 
logical and ethical influence of which 
form of footwear Dr. Cotton traces in 
a series of masterly chapters. 

Amongst ofclicr remarkable points 
brought out in this work js the fact 
that Carlyle seldom went oiit in wet 
weatlior without goloshes, and that 
George Meredith harboured an acute 
hostility to biitton-hools, to which, on 
the other hand, Martin Tupper was 
consistently addicted, Tho book is 
profusely illustrated with photograplis 
of tliese interesting relics, including a 
pair of waders formerly belonging to 
Posli, Edward FiTzCiKUALD's-friend, an 
odd slipper, ornamented with beads on 
the instep, believed to have been worn 
by Wordsworth, and a pair of alligator- 
skin leggings worn by Walt Whitman 
(luring tho War. Dr. Cotton, it should 
bo added, is known as tho American 
Shorter, and greatly prides himself on 
this honorific cognomen. 


A(‘.coi'ding to The Wesinunstrr Gazette 
tlio Chevalier William le Queiix has 
recently been spending some months in 
the sun-baked Nubian Desert and the 
Sudan, and hasembodied his experiences 
in a new volume which will immediately 
be published. Some of tho Chevalier’s 
adventures, w^o understand, were so 
terrific as to border on the incredible, 
and tbo liveliest satisfaction prevails in 
San Marino at his safe return to tlie 
haunts of civilisation. At one stage of 
his travels, while navigating a cata- 
maran on the porilous waters of tlie 
White Nile, the Chevalier was precipi- 
tated into tho river by the onset of a 
rogue crocodile, and owed his life to 
his remarkable skill with tho rovolver. 
On another occasion he was entangled 
in the sudd, that intricate and paralys- 
ing growth of water- weeds which infests 
this stream, and was only extricated by 
tlio heroic exertions of a posse of Mad 
Mullahs, whom he had fascinated by 
recitations from his works. 


As a protest against the prevailing 
passion for cheap reprints, Messrs. 
Odder and Stout propose to bring out 
an Mition de luxe of a number of works 
to which they have given the attractive 
title of “ Nobody’s Library.” The first 
instalment of fifty volumes includes 
Mrs. Markham’s Histoiy of England, 
the works of Euclid, the poems of 
Eliza Cook and Colbnso’s Arithmetic. 
The volumes will be sumptuously bound 
in vellum, printed on hand-made paper, 
and offerM at £5 5s. net each. 
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The Oidrst Jiihahif (tv t (to visitor). “iSkic THAT Lirn.K FAT KKU.KIl? ’E’s •|I1K ’Ar.T>l':sr'\\ nUKlN o’ IIIK lOT OF 'km. 

NOON AND NIGHT I KKK *IM I’JGKING AWAY IN ONK OK O'JllEll o’ TIIKM LIlTl.li hAND l'lTS. A' M'.\ KU MIlUKh ’KM IlKK O illK 

oniKiw.’' 


1 HOLIDAY CORRESPONDENCE. 

PuzFj.ED rEiu;y. — Tlio modern an- 
Uioritios tend to tho view tliat one k 
not bound to marry tho lady ono rescues 
from drowning. Personally wo vory 
seldom do so. 

Daisy and Beutiia. — To prevent 
your pretty bathing-costumes getting 
wet, why not simply paddle in them, 
as is done on the Oontiiient ? 

Majoii kkom India.' -We quite agree 
that it is extremely diflicult to call a 
spado a spade when a small boy trips 
you up with one, and we consider 
that the little lad’s mother was hyper- 
sensitive. 

Paih Lady, — W o suppose that a 
brown face and brown arms are 
extremely awkward on a return to 
Town when you have to wear evening 
dress. Wo can only suggest that you 
inOike the rest of your visible self con- 
sistent by means of one of tho many 
excellent brown boot polishes now on 
the market, 

J'oiIaU. — T o cure a wasp sting on the 
nose wear a blue-bag for seven days, 
and« if you do not think about it, the 
feirer Will soon allay itself. 


Auntu?:.— JJ owcan you prevent your 
hnir getting wet when you hatho? By 
leaving it in tho machine, surely. 

J^UMYNTiiUDE is feeling run down, 
and has been ordered sea air, but is 
afraid of spoiling her delicate com- 
plexion, which is so much admired. 
I^lrmyntrudo must clioose study lodg- 
ings well away from tho sea front, and 
sit indoors with the blinds down and 
tho windows shut during tho whole of 
her holiday. Her complexion sliould 
not come to much harm then. 

Paterfamilias. — It is most unfortu- 
nate tliat you should, wliilo bathing, 
have sat down lieavily on a jolly- tish, 
and that the had-tompored creature 
should have stung you througli your 
costume, A scientist tells us tliat this 
was not previously known to be possi- 
ble, and wo hope you will ho able, in 
spite of the pain and inconvenience 
which you are suflcring, to extract 
some consolation from tho thought that 
you have added to tho sum of the 
world’s knowledge. 

Edie is all excitement as she is just 
going for her first motor tour. Should 
she take her sketch-book with her? 
No, Edie, you nfed not take your 
sketch-book, as no self-respecting 


motorist ove,r skqis to look at the 
beastly scoiinry. 

Nedroticds.— T here is otdy one 
moans of slopping your dog harking 
for stones Ui he throxMi into thn Hca. 
You must k(op on throwing lh«an in. 

PoltEWAllNKI) IH PoUICAUMKI^. 
taiiily insist on tho man who InU out 
his canoe to )uli placing a lifeboat 
on hoard in tiuso the canoe sliouhl 
founder. • 

Sweet Anm kn. 'Iho only etToetjvo 
way to kciq) o(V those ugly freckles is 
to wear a mask. You can got a quite 
amusing ono at a toy shoi) for a few 
ponce; ask for tho sort that are tho 
vogue at tho beginning of Novemboi'. 
Wo know a lady who wore one kst 
Slimmer, and atiracidi a largo amount 
of atteiiLion, and no fiecklesf. 

Foiu'ed to EcoN<yMisE.--Dry your 
e\(;8. 'i'hough you may not he able to 
rent that trout stream, mad tho ftji low- 
ing, wliich wo extract horn Plaii H *\f 
Interest on the London and Tilhut^ akd 
Southend Raiiivay : ’‘Canvey 
— I f ono likes fishing Ihoic are ojirtors, 
mussels, cockles,* winkles, .md shrimps 
in plenty to bo ob'aiJitd tii low tkle un 
Canvey’s firm hard sai^ids.” 
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TOLD TO THE CHILDREN. 

* The Euokni8t«. 

Habby^^I^usb was a nice yoiin^' man. IIo had jjlaycd 
Bugby Eaotbill for Cambridg^^, and had also rowod in the 
Cambridge Boat. Ho was strong and handsome, and his 
I mother was an old lady of sixty. Bho loved him and had 
btonght him np^'^very well. Ho hirnsolf was thirty, and 
Wae making £2,000 a year in the City. Yesterday lie had 
met Lady Angelina Clanpopj^ct and had asked her to 
marry him, and first she had said, “This is so sudden," 
end then she had said, “ Ye.y," and then they had talked 
about the honey njoon. 

So to-night ho was sitting in his sitting-room and was 
thinking happy thoughts about Lady Angelina. Wlion he 
had done this fpr some time lie took up The Times and 
read it, and ho saw an account of wliai is called the 
Eugenios Congress. The Eugenics Congress is a lot of 
people who are not going to let you marry whom you like, 
but it must bo somebody else, and lliey are going to take 
children from their parents and bring them up differently. 
Some of their names aro Mr, Blbekku van VVagknkn, Sir 
Bjckmak Godume, l>r. Boken Hensen, Sir T. Vezky 
Steono, Dr. Beattie Cr6zieb, Mrs. Alec Twebdie, and 
Sir KmsHNA Gupta. Mrs. Aleo Tweedie has written a 
long letter about it to tell you how sho is going to manage 
all your troubles for you by not lotting you do anything 
you want, because things you want are not good for her 
and Bir Kuishna Gupta. I 

Well, at last Harry put tlio paper down, and as ho did so 
the clock struck nine, and he said to himself, “ It is not laio ; ; 
I will go to 85, Berkeley Square, where my Angelina lives, 
and will spend an hour or two in her delightful company." | 
So be took his hat and his iinilu'olla and went out at his 
front door. 11(3 liad not walked very far along the 
Cromwell Road when h(3 was suddenly seized from behind 
by a policeman, who said to him, in a gruff voice, “ 1 arrest 
you by order of the Eugenics Bocioty. Will you come 
quietly, or must I put the bracelets on ? " 

“I will come quietly," said Harry, whoso blood was 
boiling in his veins at the insult ; “ but pray tell me what 
is the cause of ray arrest, for I am an innocent man and 
cannot guess why I arn treated thus." | 

“That," said the constable, “ you will learn at tbo police- 
station to which 1 am about to conduct you," and ho 
hailed a taxi-cab and away they drove. 

They soon reached a gloomy building before which the 
cab stopped, and Harry’s guardian ushered him firmly into 
a large room tilled with policemen and Inspectors of 
Eugenios, the Jatter being drossod in maroon velvet cloaks 
an(i black masks. Tlie chief policeman ordered Harry to 
be brought to his table and tints addressed him : — 

“Sir," ho said, “I will do everything in my power to 
mitigate the dreadful situation in which you liave placed 
yourself. It is, however, my duty to inform you that the 
case against you looks very black. You are charged" — 
and here he read from a document that lay before him — 
“with having contracted an engagement to marry the 
Lady Angelina Claupoppet without having previously, as 
the law directs, obtained the permission of the Eugenics 
Officer for your district. You arc further charged with 
having yourself suffered from measles at the age of ten and 
from scarlet fever at the age of thirteen ; and with having 
had a fairber who was known to have drunk two glasses of 
port wine at a sitting in the year 1900. It is alleged also 
jtliat your mother is liable to attacks of influenza and 
cannot read small print without the aid of spectacles. 
Ypur paternal gr^aVliari^er^ it is stated, lost an arm in the 
' 2ulu war, and there is necessarily a pr^isposition amongst 


his descendants to be bom with only one arm. 
the chief counts in tlie indictment that is to bo 
you." ^ 

“This," said Harry, “is indeed dreadful, for I cwhCt; 
dispute the tnrth of what you say. Is theta then ino ' 
hope?" 

“ Jiut little," said the oflicor in a tone in which pity 
strove with severity. “ Nor is this all. Your accomplice, 
the Lady Angelina, has for the momont escaped, but she 
cannot fail to be captured within an hour. Against her 
too tliero are terrible charges. Her mother’s ^ajt'hor had 
fifteen children, all of whom at one time or another had 
colds and couglis. Her father has had at least one attack 
of gout, and she herself was kept indoors for more than 
a week with an attack of mumps, which rendered her 
not merely ill, but also displeasing to the eye. My dear 
Bir," ho continued, “ it is useless to disguise from you that, . 
if all these chargor be proved, the rest of your life and hers 
will bo spent in the rigorous confinement of a prison coll. 
Even should you pledge yourselves to abandon all design ■ 
of a union with one another, you will b(3 sentenced to a 
minimum of fourteen years’ penal servitude." 

At this momont the voice of I^ady Angelina was suddenly i 
hoard protesting shrilly in the corridor. At the sound ’ 
I Harry’s self-control deserted him. Ho sprang violently at | 
the throat of the nearest Inspector of Eugenics, grappled : 
with ijirn in a death-struggle — and woke up in an agony of , 
terror and anger in his own sitting-room. 

BY THE ROMAN ROAD. 

The wind it sang in the pine-tops, it sang like a linmming 
harp ; 

The smell of the sun on the bracken was wonderful sweet 
and sliarp, 

As sharp as the pinoy needles, as swocb as the gods were 
good, 

Eor the wind it sung of the old gods, as I came through 
the wood ! 

It sung how long ago the Romans made a road. 

And the gods came up from Italy and found them an abode. 

It sang of the wayside altars (the pino-topa sigbed like 
the surf), 

Of little shrines upliftcul, of stone and scented turf, 

Of youths divine and immortal, of maids as white as 
tli(3 snow 

That glimmered among the thickets a mort of years ago ! 

All in the cool of dawn, all in the twilight grey, 

The gods came up from Italy along the Roman way I 

The altar smoko it has drifted and faded afar on the hill; 

No wood-nymphs haunt the hollows ; the reedy pipes are 
still ; 

No more the youth Apollo shall walk in his sunshine clear; 
No more the maid Diana shall follow the fallow-deer 
(The woodmen grew so wise, the woodmen grew^ bo old, 

The gods went back to Italy —or so the story ’s told !). 

But the woods aro full of voices and of shy and secret 
things — 

The badger down by the brook-side, the flick of a wood* 
cock’s wings, 

The plump of a falling fir-oone, the pop of the sun-rips pods, 
And the wind that sings in the pine-tops the song m the 
ancient gods — 

Tbe song of the yind that says the Homans made a ros>dr f 
And the gods came up from It^y and found them i I 
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Cumul Jnffh'v {;who huj^ Jt'fi the pud'huj of itnpcAlimnitd fohnj). ‘’Havk.n’t nkkn NO K(M>, ]1\vi:n't Yor ? AViiat tiik OKiK’'ift *‘0 voli 


THINK I WAS CJOINO TO (’ATCfl ITSU WITH THEN ? ” 


ItfOh I TIIOUcjhT you ('\H:UKI> ’km WII H 'I his ’kiik." 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Pmeh's Staff of Learned Clerks,) j 

Tr anyone, jiidgin" only by ilio cover and the headings | 
of the chapters, should take up The Awakening of England 
(Nklson) in the expectation of finding a series of impres- 
sionist word-pictures of country scenery, his own awakening 
would certainly be abrupt. For Mr. F. E. Green’s method 
is by no means impressionist, nor does his word-painting 
concern itself with the country as a thing of beauty, but 
rather as a productive and industrial joy for ever. Back 
to the land, in sliort, is the text upon wlucli he has worked 
out a very trenchant and vigorous indictment of modern rural 
conditions. The j)ublislier8 say that he has approached the 
subject without bias, but, though this is to a certain extent 
true, you will not have accompanied Mr. Green far upon 
his rustic excursions before you find that the I^arson, and 
generally the stratum of society represented by the Squire 
and his I'elations, are regarded by him with something 
rather less than affection. Of course there are exceptions, 
duly acknowledged by name and address, but for the most 
part the rural powers, especially largo farmers, or owners 
responsible for preserving, come in for a good deal of 
ttulagonism and hard speaking. It is a little startling, 
moreover, to the indolent lover of solitude to find some 
exquisite and deserted landscape moving Mr. Green to 
fury, while a quite hideous collection of slato-roofed cottages 
in ^photographed as the ideal contrast. This, however, is a 
sef^iimeutal objection, with which the author has small 
oeileiMm ; and eveti those for whom Mr, Green’s emsade has 
must at least admit that he has made it 


I have come to the (toiudiihion Miat all little girb* (Uigbt 
to be christened IChiaiwth, 1 am not in love with tlie 
and the possibility of its becoming Lizsie is formidable, 
but there is something iil)out il^ that sixuns to guumutee 
success in life for its owner. Among all the FAimMh» of 
recent fiction there has Hcarcoly bei'n a failure, and Uis Ust ! 
of tliem, Lhzabclli ni llrtrcal (Ijank), is more than up to | 
the mark. Charmingly iille luid wayward, cool (I sUwpoct) j 
on tbo hottest day in summer, tloligbtfully selfish and as 
amusing as she is amused about ('very tiling, bore i i a Udy 
who should instantly ajipoal to every right-thinking man 
in this ago of fomakii activity, soiiousmfiH and nuliUtuiy. | 
Spoilt by her husband, be.r cliildixm and lieraelf, sliu wits in | 
the background and watches ovoiils at her easo, doing SUCh 
good as she docs to lior fellovv-creaturexi inadvertently and j 
by the way ; and at tlm rust ic nd.reat of her ohoioe UWC ii» 
much to watch, more esjiecially the tragedy of an unhappy j 
Prudence bound to a wreck of a nniu by a bond xVhimn is 
itself a sliairio. 

All tlie superlatives having long ago been used up and 
squandered upon the imdoserving, it is diflioult jjo hit upon 
such an expression of praise as the reading puhhc will fcako 
without a pinch of salt. Margaret Wehthvp (Mt». W. 
Sydney Stacey) must take the will for the deed, and content 
herself with tlie one specific encomium that the charaater of i 
Evelyn Wingfield is no less than a stroke of genius. And , 
to all others to, whom these ’presents may come I sav, 

“ Believe me or not as you please, but this «*^iho best novel 
of the year that has come my way." * / 

I.inn-T .Li ti .n-nn ' 

1 b*T0 always liked Mrs, JSvbbahd C 9»T«tti « work, bat.I 
hare read The Contort VritU a feeling this is nol ^uilo 
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the eiune Sai^ JisAKMei^mDuNCAK thafc uBod to charm me 
by the fresh simplicity and unexpected humour of her art, 
•• A Httle^man married to a great woman/' says Messra. 
STANUBt PatjXi's published estimate of the hook. I concede 
the littleness of the man (though he is the only one of the 
obaractehB to whom I fool at all drawn), hut J am not so 
I sure about the gmatness of the woman. The daughter of a 
famous banking'imuse, she was fabulously rich, had a house 
in Arlington Street, and knew everyone, from the members 
of the Cabinet to ihoso wedded ornanionts of the State 
Labour Party, the Oomniies, whom I seem to have met 
already in 'J'he N(*io Machiavelli as well as in real life. 
There are, in fact, too many of these portraits of living 
people in the book, including a heaven-born editor for 
whom Mr, Garvin miglit have sat without any olaliorato 
make-up. But I cannot for the life of mo make out why 
all these clever people gathered round Mrs. Vargeler like 
wasps at tea-time round the marmalade sandwiches. To 
my mind she is neither attractive nor clever, and 1 can't 
help feeling that in 
trying to reach all 
those imaginary big- 
wigs Mrs. CoTEB has 
got a little out of her 
depth. Her picture 
of tjie rather paltry 
intrigues of Party 
life makes .one feel 
; that politicians, like 
the conies, are fee- 
ble folk. jSut tliat 
doesn't prove that it 
isn't true. 

From the volume 
of essays which Sir 
Frank Swkttenham 
has freakishly called 
Also and Perhaps 
(Lane) 1 have gained 
much instruction 
and entertainment, 
and also a little irri- 
tation. The author 
has observed life in 


state thrilled me to the core. That was a litth) Affair of 
diamond studs* and it necessitated M. 
ling to England to interview Milord of Pnckingha>m^ and 
leaving his three brave companions stretched out in various 
stages of puncture and collapse en route. And now it 
would appear on the authority of Hoort Frafk® and Mrs. 
Hugh hWsEB, who write The Queen's Peril (Hutchinson), 
that her most capricious Majesty got herself into a very 
awkward predicament at a much earlier date than this. 
She was kidnapped, it seems, by the Due de Pf'knnc^ and 
only saved by the devotion of Solanije de Luz, herrfavourite 
maid of honour, who impersonated her before the whole 
Court and Louis himself, and by the courage of Raoul de 
VEto'iir, that young lady’s lover, who killed the wicked 
duke and brought the queen home safely to Paris disguised 
and on a donkey’s back. The incidents in The Queen's 
Peril arc lively enougli, and I have no fault to find with its 
historical atiuosphoro, but the ladies and gentlemen of the 
Court, 2^arbleu ! There was just a single moment when 1 

felt tiio blood leap, 
and that was when 
“ thoroomerged from 
uniler the colonnade 
some twenty files of 
mousquotaires in all 
their gallantry of 
huff surcoats and 
gold - embroidered 
baldrics and cosily 
weapons." It. was 
early days for 
D'Arlagnun; but 
who knows? Athos, 
even Porihos, may 
have been there. 
But, alas ! if they 
wore they gave no 
sign. 

I have learnt a 
simple and offeetivo 
way of recovering 
money on an I.O.U. 
All the creditor has 
to do is to wait, 



many comparatively unknown places, and if at times his 
writing is cramped by a kind of sentimental cynicism, which 
one feels is more affected than real, this defect is only present 
in the least vahufblo essays of his hook. I can imagine 
him saying to himself, “1 will just show you that I can 
write this modern dialogue as well as any of you — so hero 
goes " ; but the fact remains that his efforts in this direction 
are very far from being his happiest. For tlie rest, how- 
ever, I do not want (or expect) to find a more engaging 
writer. “ Dodo Island ” contains a long quotation of such 
genuine humour that to have rescued it is an achievement 
in itself. Although in this sketch Sir Frank apologises 
almost huipbly for mentioning liistory, in “Tamarin and 
tie de la Passe " ho becomes an historian unashamed — 
and a most attractive one. ‘’The Kris Incarnadine" pro- 
vided me with a more grizzly sensation than I have been 
able to conjure up for many years, and Disbelief in tho 
Unseen '' ought to he road a^oiul daily to those obnoxious 
people who cannot bring themselves to bqjieve in anything 
that does not^take place within a stone’s-tbrow of their 
parish pump, 

remember one occasion very well when Anne of 
Austria was in the utmost danger, and when her paiddus 


looking through tho window, while the debtor packs his 
ready cash in a bag ; then slip in tlirough tho front-door 
(carelessly left open), collar the bag, and drive off in the 
debtor’s motor car, which by this time has come round from 
tho stables and is waiting outside. Tiiis is what Elsa 
Armandij did in The Villa Mystery (Paul), by Mr. Herbert 
Flowf.upkw. But pause, reader, before you imitate her. 
Do not forget iliat, immediately after you have got away 
with the swag, some third party may murder the debtor 
and disappear, leaving you to be suspected. This also 
happened to Elsa . F ortunately for her the case was handed 
over to Inspector Creed, a man who would not have found 
a clue if it had been handed to him on a plate with water- 
cress round it; and all ended happily. Towards the author 
of the frankly sensational novel my attitude is that of some 
indulgent old uncle towards a favourite nephew. I forgive 
him everything so long as he docs not boro mo. And Mr. 
Flowerdew never does. Consequently, though in this story 
bo uses tho long arm freely, and though my piercing 
intelligence enabled mo to spot the right murderer as early 
as Chapter X.« I have no complaint to make. If Tlu 
Villa Mystery has not the merit of the same author’s 
Maynard's Wives or The Second Elopement^ it is at any 
rate a good wbrkmanlike yarn of its kind. 
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CHARIVARI A. InardVaitohan, “is hotter than ft motor* Mail, is going to CaVa<^la In ft biiitlft* 

The fttmounoement by tho Prime car.*' Tt spite of this pronouncement ship* This is blooming the PftiMtKlll’E ; 
Mihibteb of the existence of a War the. price oi motor-cars is keeping up favourite^ mothod of Ravelling. Jt has 


£DNCH^Il THE LONDOIf 5 HAEIVARI, 

** A perambulator,** says Father Bftn- Mr^ AsquIth, ftoeording tp 

NARDVAiTOHAN,** is better than ft motor* 4 /fii 7 , is f^oing to CaVana In ft bilitie* 

3 Prime car." Tt spite of this pronouncement ship* IHus is bm'.oming the PftiMtHII’E ; 


Book which contains our plans for the wonderfully. not yet occurred to a MutTi'ftgfttte to 

co-ordination of all our Departments disguise herself as an Admiral 

of State in time of war has, we under- According to recent figures Switzer- 

stand, given an iinmenso lillip to the land holds the world's record for Mr. Hkn TiIjUWTT auooUncpS that 

German Spy Industry. divorces. h\ir every 100,000 inhabi- the Strike Committee arc eousldoring 

• tants iljoro are forty-three divorces the (|ue«tiou of stamping a tuWllltl for 

BhQrtl;^ after tho Goverumonfc ma- annually -and there is groat conipeti- tliosie who held out to the et|d* Buch 

ioriiy sank to three the other day, a hig tion for these. a iiipdal, we take it. would bp SO W0n» 

black beetle was seen to he crawling " as to show tho reverse, 

across the floor of the House. We do The comparative criminal statistics ' V' 

not ask if this was an omen, but what of the sexes, just published, show that To juovent tlio possiluHly of ft 
we do ask is, where was tho Ser- , , reiMiiToueo of tho thelT of mini- 






To jirovent tlio possihiHly of ft 
rei'iiiToueo of tho thelT of mini- 
aturc^s, the Tioyal AutitUuny will 
wo hear, insist in iuluiHi that 
tlie (limonHions of ilunto artielew 
shill! ho at least live fee* hy six. i 

Tho fact that lalduls, hy 
Sipinaking, saved the lives of 
a fiiinily of six whoso uottiige 
was on rin‘ has led a philan- 
thropi(», burglar to siiggosl llu:t 
llu'he gentle creaturt'f^ should 
bo moie generally iMupleytul to 
guurti liouses in ilio plaeo of 
blood tbirsl) dogs. 


OF.AN i'-at-AraMs that it sliould aturi^s, the Tioyal AutitUuny will 

Im loft for a Private Member to Ij 1 . ^ . , wo hear, insist in Inluro that 

slay the intruder? i ji | ,j 1' 1 111 111 I \.\ tlie dinioiiHions of ilunto artielew 

r| rv l illfM! j I I ,i'l| ' shall bo at least live feet by six. 

The real cause of the collapse | 1 j ! I I . 111 

of tlie Dock Strike lias now ! I ' Ji that lalduls, hy 

leaked out. Mr. Tili.ktt, it ' || j |i S(|Unaking, saved the liv'CS of 

seems, could think of no more ' | \ i j ffij a family of six whoso ODttago 

nanus to call ijord Devoni‘()ut, ^ nhtul I I!* wason'rin‘. has led a philan- 

and Mr. Imovn George would ! WW ||^^l I * thropic burglar to suggest tlu:t 

not help him. '-felll tlu^ho gentle ereaturt'S should 

1 *' ij j'J. w 101 tuoit' gimeraliy iMuploytul to 

The local oxj)eii(liture of Tro- |jw ^ gtnntl liouses in the place of 

j land, a Wliite J^iper informs us, \ Idoodthirsly dogs. 

[ last yeai* exceeded tho I'ovenno iV ^ ' *1 ■ *' 

j hy (){){). As a trial tri}) for hX ' j! A freak holt of lighluiug, the 

a National Debt tliia is not bad. '||f' ‘‘11 informed Z!>>^)re.s.s telU i4t», 

Hastings Castle was oiTered ^\Ki^ t: Vmitvvdle, Jjong Islanil, uluiv^* 

for sale hy auction, but tho re- ^ ^ clean of Vvipiskoia 

servo price was not reached. ’ otherwine nob 

Tins is astonishing in view of ! I: j|M|M hai ining him. According, how'- 

I tlio fact that ilio Jhigenics Con- ^///|| | evei', lo ])nvato advice reaching 

gress had been recommending I 1 uIIitI^ sony ho ose-ajued, as 

the open air life. . ''[ he is now tliscovering iluvt all 

J uftu . . bis fi’imuls lutvo a perverted 

i Wo liavo received a number ^ -V j v simse ol buniour. 

sufl’orably luiuglity demeanour Secrets of the Slaughtei -llcute. 

roconlly adopted by house- “ I'U. v.i. shorp, .Umtinrd U* vral 

breakers towards members of , , llii.s Hm-niDini. tH>iugdn\i u akujig 

other urofossions and our cor- “ Ijook ’kke! ^ ei: ulow.s up the pipe anu I aksis \i:ii Kin^Htinri past T^rtmUf 

respondents are at a loss to dis- wotciiku doin’ ok. yku lu.oiv.s in mv ear a«..mn.” HpccuM h new tons, though 

cover a reason for tliis sudden we have ^,^1) inatiy a rabbit 

exhibition of truculence. Wo fancy women are much more law-abiding destined to he iiiinc(‘d itljicken. 
that tho reason is to bo found in than men. Militant SurtVagettos, how'- 

a few thoughtless words uttered hy over, hope to remedy this. "Lasi nil'll*, a' t!.o N<'w Pavilion, Mtww 

Trofossor BxMUEr, Smith, of Minnesota 1 ,"";;;,"“;!, “ Vl"'" •tjl'"’ 

Uiiivorsd.y, at tho hmgenics Confer- Many w^omon in the West End, it is ^.i,y nttln i- ibaiMi out in jiaHn. murk of 
enco. “ Jf I were to choose my own said, have bad curls stolen from their it I'a-m ;' sciuh u hat iir.'lpMoi*, but on ihr 
father,” said tho Professor, “I w'ould hoads as they looked into shop win- it ih u i-nilyainl nn numMin^ I auvl nail 
rather have a robust burglar than a dows. The prize for cool daring, ''‘uih H'Hun;.'.’ - /W. 
consumptive bishop.” hovvovor, still goes to tlio smart young spite of calls, liovvever, the uutfior 

follow who snatched a tooth sloppeil did not appear. 

Since the statomont made by Profes- with gold from the mouth of au old 
sor Michels of Turin at tho Eugenics gentleman who was yawning. Wo are asked to stale I hat, ns a com^ 

Conference to the effect that physical jilimoiit 1 q the Austiulian (‘.rivketors 

beauty is essential to success in poiitical “Chat on 'Change » who are over boro for the Huimhw, ilm 

leadership, certain members of our Bucks Reef . Returns.” homo authorities havts imido ftp cx^ 

lioueo of Commons have, we hear. Wo are glad to lioar of this. We had copbional airavgometit for ap All- 

Wftn inundated with advertising mat- been much worried by the disappear- lilngland team to play a two-ipuings 

t 0 r from sanguine beauty dootors of anco of this thorough -going sports- match against them jiiefuio they $‘oti>rn 


“Look ’eke! Yei: klow.s up the pipe and I aksis \i:k 
WOT VICK 'WANTH, AND YICK PLOW'S IN MY EAK. AND WHEN 1 
All.STS YEK W'OTCIIKU DOIN’ OK, VICK III.OW.S IN MY KAK A(..MN.” 


A freak holt of lighlumg, the 
\v(‘ll infoniKul Vj,rprvHs loll** ua, 
KaM'utly played alamt a cuit in 
Vmitvvdle, Jjong Islaml. hIuiv* 
mg h s head clean of vvlpiskois 
I) Mild hair, but otherwine nob 
J* hai'ining him. According, how'- 

I ever, <o ])nvato advice reaching 

uH, puss is Sony bo eseajied, as 
be IS now tliscovering iluvt all 
bis frimuls lutve a perverted 
sciiHo ol buniour. 

Secrets of the Slaughtei -llcute. 

“ I'il' vt u hIk'kp, dHHinifd *«» bp vnvl 
Ibi.s lOh-niDnii. bpiugdioi'U akKpg 
'CK past Tit/'tmh ihnat )Stm\ 

-■ This HpccitM is new to us, thougli 
we have .v,(K'n inatiy a rabbit 


({pestionablo ta^te* 


to thd Antipodes. 
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ELEVEW TO ONE ON THE FIELD. 

^ [Another Objection to Cnchd,'] 

Therk are who scent jts near rieolino, 

This hallowcMl gunio of hunti-Uio-leathcp, 

Whore, for iho most pai't, wot or shine, 

Both ifWos aro l)oat(‘n f)y tfio wcMitlior ; 

But, while I syrnijathiso with their report 
Who sO/y it rather lacks excitciiiont, 

Against its very nature as a sport 
I have to bring a worse indictment. 

In ot}u3r gaFues of manly skill, 

As when towards the puny pocket i 

Our weapons push the devious pill | 

Over Uio sandy coves that block it ; 

Wlien on iho tennis lawn we lightly press 
Feet tliat recall a llnssian ballet, 

Or shove our pawns about (1 speak of chess), 

Or thunder down a skittle alloy; — 

In trials such as these we catch 
An imago of the old duello : 

The scales are balanced ; ’tis a match — • 

Yourself against the otluir fellow ; 

Or, if you chooso to play witli more a- side, 

That does not make tlio comhat gruesome ; 

There aro no odds to chill your trembling hido 
At footer in a tvvcnty-tvvosoino. 

So all the liner games aro played ; 

No man is })ittod contra mnn(lum\ 

Bub when the batsman, wanting aid. 

Looks round the lieltl ho finds oaeli one dumb ; 

A lone, pathetic figure there ho stands 
And sees, against himself obtruded, 

Eleven horrid pairs of eyes and hands 
(The umpires not, of course, included). 

For him the crafty trundlor goes 
(The other ton are on tiio qwi vivc) 

With wiles as sorpontino as those 
Employed by Satan to decoivo Eve ; 

One sinj^lo friend (wbo Komotimos runs him out) 
Stands useless at the other wicket ; 

The two are baited, turn and turn about, 

Eleven to one. And this is cricket ! 

So in the game of Bull y. Men 
Wo Ve seen the noble boast at Seville, 

Badly outfiumbered, one to ten, 

Standing at bay, poor lonely (levil ; 

And gravely said, “ Those cruel, cruei ^dds 
All’ront our sporting conscience, which is 
A purely native product (praise the gods !) 

Bred on the soil of British pitches ! ’ O. S. 

A Literary Scandal. 

T/u? Globe on Bt. James’s Park : — . 

^‘Tho park iu wliirli tlio uecoud Charlca .Mhot \\ikM‘o\vl aial llirtrcl 
with Miatress Kliuor Glyii." 

The Daily Sketch, commenting on the statement of Dr. 
Qmr, that the births of eminent people occurred most fre- 
quently in winter, mention?} 

^*the namas of a faw men who have some sort of a place in 

the sun, deepite the handicap of haviti;^ boon burn in the aiimmer time. 

* , . Janei~~-Oharlo9 Grace, Mr. Iklfour and Beado, tiie PHnee of 
Georee Bernard Bbaw . jb . August : —Toimyson, Bir George White, 

^ Joeeph Walter Bcott, csind Kobert Ohamborlatn, Sir Joshua HerriokA' . 

;:It looks as though somebody in the Editorial deportment 
’ bad also had a place in the sun* 


A FAR-EASTERN 200- 

Db. Chalmers Mitchell is a wise and ingenious ovgeiUr 
iser, and London should bo very proud of him fot the skill 
and imagination which he brings to bear on the steady 
improvemout of the Zoo; but not even he, with all his 
thoiightfulnesB, has bit on the device of publishitig a guide to 
'the Gardens in broken English. Everyone has his limita- 
tion, his weak spot ; and this is Dr. Chalmicrb Mitchell’s, 
The Director of the Kyoto Zoological Gardeps in Japan 
1 knows hotter, and the result lies before me as I WTite: a 
thin gaily-coloured book issued in the present year, the 
'work of one whose self-reliance as a writer of English is 
equalled only by his charming desire to impart information. 
Photographs illustrate it, among them ono of “Sacred 
Cranes and Youngs" and “Lion Cub which was nursed 
by human," and at the ond is a map of tho Gardens which 
iis a model of simplicity and of solicitude for the well-being 
of tho visitor. Helpfulness is indeed tho nolo of the book. 
“In case," writes the Director, “of any inquiry or sudden 
ishower, kindly call at our ollico (D)" |onthemap| “then wo 
will render possible assistance." He appends a list of Kog- 
Hlations, of which No. III. runs thus : “ Those under tho 
Snfiuenco of liquors or of mental reasons, who seems to 
trouble tho Order of tho Gai’dcn, could bo refused " — and 
quite right too I Kegulation IV. provides that “ Disorderly 
Person shall he expelled at onco;" and Kegulation V. imikcs 
I it illegal “ to enter with dogs or others." 

So much for the Order of the (harden; now for its history 
■and its denizens. The Kyoto Zoo is. in Okazaki* i’ark: 

tho place is pretty good and tho view on all sides is very 
line." In No. 1 cage is tho Water Bird and among its 
occupants is the Crane — “ so called Holy-birds respected 
and to be called tho King of birds from their noble nature." 
Instruction pours from our author. Polar bears “ run 
swiftly in spito of their fatty body; " striped hyenas “Jiavo 
splendid long mane on all parts of their hack ; " and so 
forth. Only onco does ho break down, and that is in the 
Ostrich House : “ as this is well-known bird, no explanation 
is needed.’’ Tlio Kyoto Lioness “had four . offsprings in 
February, 10 U), and three ones again in December, 1911 ; " 
the Kyoto specimen of Japanese Wild Boar “ was brought 
up by milk while young, so lost its natural fierceness." 
No. 20 is the Elephant Enclosure : “ none at present, but 
negotiation is going on to purchase ono sooner or later on. 
Wo expect Indian elephant which is bettor than African in 
all respects." The segregation of the young lion is thus 
explained : “ As parental lion and lioness were moved to 
now house, so the young lion was transformed Jicro, as this 
young lion was cast out after its birth from his mother." 
*‘Our Bactrian," says the author, “is tho offspring born 
hotw^een two Camels, one granted by tho Royal-k^amily 
and another given by General Oku after Russo-Japanese 
War.” At tho end he says : “ Wo expect to print better 
guide books later on ; ” but it is to ho hoped that ho will do 
nothing of tho sort. There is a kindly communicativeness 
about fcliis littlo work which revision might damage. 

A book of this kind is badly needed in Regent’s Park. 
Every visitor must have noticed the want. Dr. Chalmers 
Mitchell’s own little guide has many good points, but its 
Jinglisli is painfully impeccable, 

“ A faniiliav fit«p on tho path brought him hack to tlio profeont, 
bridging the scant decade in a single breath. ” — Minor'* 

By the author of The Bridge Breathers " or “ Steps tbs,t 
Pant." 

^‘Stonir WAixRfj} in Y»rki4Lii$^^^V* 

They "ve got Oldboyd ; what tnore do iKey wsial f 





THE CINEMA AS AN EDUCATIVE FORCE. 

Tnmmj/ {a 'ir(/ifht7' ((ffcnder at cinonatof/rujfh s/ioirs, darita/ tia: per/onmuux of a sanvty dranta), “ l8 i u > r tihc TiU'STlsu nri'I^UASI* OH 

THK AMOJIOUS LOVEIiT' 


TO ANTIQUARIANS AND OTHERS. 

A Cornish Rivikra. corrospondont, 
whose wife has just returned from a 
visit to the Loudon Sales, asks us to 
draw attention to tiie following list 
of bargains. lie wishes to point out 
that no “job goods’* have been pur- 
chased for his sale, hut that it is his 
own private collection that he is offer- 
ing to the public, llis catalogue, from 
which a brief selection is hero given, 
extends to over a hundred pages. 

B 52, — To Moth - Collectors. No 
blank evenings. Sure find. A superb 
Fur Coat. 

G 193.— Two Thermometers, slightly 
out of form this year, but had an aver- 
age of 83*2 last summer. Will ex- 
change for Bain-gauge or Anemometer. 

J 4. — Swerve while you serve. Ele- 

J ant Tennis-racket, frayed in the centre, 
ut with excellent edges. Embossed 
Jli^andle of remarkable design. Has been 
Wimbl^on. 

3^ 261^— One Goggle. The only Mono- 
Unique oppor- 
, Would create a sen- 


locomotion in which there is no pro- 
fessionalism. Offered as the owner is 
going abroad. Two Kubber Tyros and 
a spare Gear-case, .\lmost given away 
to anyone who will promise it a kind 
home. 

T 8. — 2 J pairs of Patls. Brown tinge, 
and useful as ordinary loggings or could 
be curtailed and employed as Hockey 
shin-guards. As used at Stockholm. 

W 53 . — Cui bom ? To you. Sir (or 
Madam). 12 do>5. fruity Ginger Beer, 
held over from last season. Soft, nutty, 
rather full, very ripe, good style, show- 
ing well, witli dry finish. A very fine 
Parcel. Ilalf-bots., half-price. 

X 1. — A curious Brassie. Beauti- 
fully curved shaft, and would suit a 
sheer. Does not play on Sundays. 


Has been used as a ffshing-rod, and is 
thoroughly adaptable. 

Z 3. — A Bathing Tent fitted with all 
modem luxuries. To be sold for cli- 
matic reasons, or would exchange for a 
pair of unptmotured Goloshes* 

AA6>“Think of next Winter. A 
pair dkat^ upon hy one 

r pt tbe^ tosi ^jpopents of the #4ihg art 
BC^ atraps 

l Fit any boot 


CC 10. • Set of elliptic Ch>(|uct Balts, 
Designed to tHpialitte the hewi add w<H‘8t 
nhiyorrt. Handicapping dispchsml with. 
Newly )»aintoii in the boSfc art colours. 
Not sold singly. 

GIBSY LUCK. 

A lUT o’ silver to cross mo palm ; ^ , 

So . . . now to Last’uril turn yc» 
An’, for day or nighT, for storm or 
The Gipsy imek I '11 learn ye. 

Yo’U need a staff’ froju a trco 
lopped, V , 

Whol e one }o loved ho lyin* J 
An', to stick in yer cap, a featheir'AA^IM^ 
1^’rom a bird above ye flyln* * 

Nex', sling yor old shoes ovef yai' back 
An’ carry a four-leaf clover; 

Then put a white stone into yar paok» 
An’ turn it three times over. 

An', last, ye must wear sOfti# tagged 
tbin^^ 

An’ stilt be barefoot goin\ f C 
As ye count, nine nights, in a y|^-rlng 
The first nine statv a’isUowifi*| 

Tben^ though ail ealgb an* heavmfbo^ 
Ben^B none to h«to 01^ heed 
Just ail)k what ye il^ seek y#We* 
An* the Gipsy Tntw II lead y# 




P0NC3H, OR THE LONDON CHARIVABt 




EX-PRERfllER AS 40URNAUST. 

Offer t*Q Mu. j^ALrouu. 

Lord Mo»i>ky, in a recent sdoocIj, 
dbsarvad that live of tlio last IVinio 
Hiniaters had m.ide a maik in the 
realm of books, and “ if they fmd boon 
drawn by the nocesflities of life intoi 
journalism, ho, in his oditoiial da\B, | 
would havo guatanteed any oiio of the^ 
ftve a very oxcollent salai)." j 

Tho remarks of I joi d Morley, in ' 
view of the fact that two of these live 
Prime Ministers are at present avail- 
able, have not fallen upon deaf oars 
The Editor of The Scaitnh Tteachf 
has, we understand, addiessod tho 
following insidious letter to Mi. A. J. 
Balkouk : — 

Dkau Sir, — Y our recent resignation 
of the iioadership of the 
Unionist Party having 
synohronisod with a re- 
newal of your active par- I a 

ticipation in pastime, it J | 

has occurred to me to m 

make a proposal which 1 - ■- jl 

honestly behove would bo || 

likely to conduce at once /|l| 

to the profit of iny readers O 

and to your own personal ji 

advantage, 

I have long contem 
plated extending the scope mn 
of my journal so as to con- 
secrate to the serious dis- 
cussion of pastime some- 
thing of the same earnest 
attention which for many 
years I have devoted to 

E olitics, theology and hellos 
iUreSt and have only been 
flayed in carrying out 
this scheme by tho dim- - - 
oulty of finding a writer adequately 
equipped for the task. Of course 1 
use the term pastime" with linnta- 
tions ; auotion-bi^dge, prize-figliting 
and pigeon-shooting, for example, are 
ex hypothest unsuitable for treatment 
in the pages of The Scothsh Treacly, 
But, on the other hand, golf, lawn- 
tennis and croquet are in no way 
antagonistic to the basic principles of 
my journal. Tliey afford wholesome 
recreation, and they distract brain- 
workers froi;a too sedulous au attention 
tp the graver affairs of life. Moreover, 
is your own example proves, proficiency 
in tbese pursuits is no bar to the at- 
tainMht of the highest distinction in 
the service of the state, 
t inii therefore, not without the 
bo^ that you may see your way to 
undertake the editbrshin of the Pastime 
Department of The SaotH^h Treacly 
fl^d contribute as part of your duties 
y^eekly article animated by that spirit 
wmjrit fiee always been oharaot^ti^ 


of the work of my distinguished 
boraior, tho Bev. Tiberius Mudd. That 
is to say, while duly accentuating the 
personal note so essential to up-to-date 
journalism, your weekly causene should 
remain throughout on a plane of refined 
spirituality and optimistic unction. 

Perhaps I can host adumbrate my 
meaning by suggesting a few subjects 
and the manner in which they might 
bo treated. A sub-leader on Stymies 
might, 1 think, bo made both helpful 
and stimulatmg by drawing eontiasts 
and parallels between golf and real life. 
You might show how ohbtaclos can bo 
evaded or surmounted “ Tho ila/.aids 
of Lite,” again, occurs to mo as a 
subject rich m potentialities. Another 
lino to])ic is the legitimate use of 
expletives such as “ Bother it 1 " “ Deal 


PinaUy theie remeipe 
algufcture. Naturally X efaohW prddr 
that you should sign your oohttibfiticcs 
with your name m full. But sholldi^ 
you incline to the adoption of a 
donym, may I suggest ** Marcus Mull,** 
or “ A Man of Fife," or ** Simeon 
Styinitos," or “ Timothy Tantallon.'* 
Trusting that I may be favoured 
with an early answer, 1 remain, with 
much respect, yours faithfully, 

Nicholas Kobehtbok, 

It is only right to add that we have 
omitted from tho foregoing letter the 
paragraph dealing with the scale of 
lomurieration, on the ground that its 
astonishing liberality might he re- 
gal ded with incredulity by sceptical 
readers. 


Till' MOMNC 

ASS1S1A^( L 10 


CRICKET RECORDS. 

be so 

^ ^ b.U, which' had ne\^ 

v\ \ il III/// // / botoie, or a howler 

\\ M ' / //y / Shaw,^ perhaps) 

/ /u time. Very well. 

— '^(1 ^ lecoid was established, 

all very 

same match, and asaiu 

MV1U\>AX SYMIM Al'lIlKD Xo JllL DIV IM. BOAKD, URLAX , I , u 

lUL IIMOROUS rLUNoiii. lojoiced. And it was 

^ ^ Jfine when we first had a 

mo 1 " or, oven in circumstances of great hat-trick in a Test match. But all these 
provocation, “Blow itl" Or, again, things happened in the good old days, 
“ Gan a goo<l theologian play a scratch It is not easy to lejoice now. Kecords 
game ” or “ Minor Prophets and plus are getting so confoundedly complicated 
Players." 1 think, also, there is somo- and obscure. A few weeks ago there was 
thing to be made of “ Slices of Life," a new one established in a Tost match 
“ The Judicious Hooker, why so called," between Soutli Africa and Australia, 
and “ The Paradox of ‘ the Good Lie.’ " It was given very docent head-lines. 
Lawn tennis at the first blush does Messrs. Kellaway and Bauosley, 
not otter such a wealth of ethical it appears, made 242 for the third 
suggestion. But I feel sure that your wicket, and the reader went on to learn 
acute intelligence will discover a fruit- — with growing excitement — ^that this 
ful mme of edifying discourse in a was a record Third- Wicket stand for 
game which starts on the noble and International cricket. It may have 
charitable basis of “ Love all." Again, been eclipsed in tho case of all the other 
a student of psychical phenomena like nine wickets for aught 1 know. It 
yourself can hardly fail to connect must havo been eclipsed frequently by 
Mixed Doubles with the engrossing other first-class Third-Wicket stands. 


service, and ivhe^er it can ^ (IJ But ther^ it was— ' itbd 


reo(m«U«l of tni Mu# 

NonooofaKmifefe aotUuMoi, 1 botanao 





A. Waud made 210. llul I arn not at Old Trafford, in an International to remind n)(‘, )>y the way— not that 1 
excited, I am not even intorcated. Some- Match, on a wet wicket, in the month had h>rj^o(,tcjn that Wurdle’a feut in 
how I can work up no sort of enthu- of Juno — thou^»h, as our readers need takin(;( all ten wic-keU at liord’s at the 
siasm foi’ the Third Wicket. It is not ho reminded, it has been exceeded same end within an hour* sots up a now 
hopoiossly interinediat(j. Jt is sinijdy seven times on other grounds, four times record. This has never bofoi^ hoe*^ 
one of a series. The First Wicket, if on drier wickets, and twice in other done hy a howler in hroWn boots. He 
yon will; tlie Last Wicket, by all months — the first time at Pretoria in has our lieaiiicst oonf^uiiulatiojis.’* 

means. But the Third ! 1917, wdien (and so on through Aitfju^i^ 19K7. '* \Vilh 203 on Iho 

I suppose the game is no fun — for the list). hoard and his own bcoro at /jO llulli- 

the journalists — unless iliere arc re^oi'ds Augnst, .1935. — “Two separate con- gan cut tl»o I)jl1I Io the la^undaty akn) 

to break. I^y now every good tljing tnrics in tlio .same match ! The young instantly a ycdl of appliiuBe went up 
lias been often well done, and tluiy Wiltshire amateur who has thus on- from all jiails of the ground. Tim hatH'* 
must go far adiold. 1 tliink wo shail rolled himself among the chosen few man liail to how his ludaiowlodgm^Uitl 
bo quite sa^'o in giving a few prophotic who have accomplished this fine feat on every side and it was some 
examples, culled from tlio London must bo a happy man to-night. For foie the gaino could he resunwh FW 
Press of the years to come, of how it the thing has only been done 3()5 times witJi tliat hit a new record bail tnieti 
will work in the future : — in lirst-class cricket. A full list of estahlislied. Never before Jiad any 

June^ 1931. — “In reviewing the tboso who, have shared this record will liatsman made a tliousai,icl rtiiie infl sft- 

cricket of the past week our attention he published as a special supplement class cricket hotWoon the 2htli of Juno 

id olaimcd at the outset by the new with to-morrow’s paper/’ and the 7th of Augnstt” 

record that was cstalilished at Old Jnhj, 1941. — “it was an historic It (5an bo overdoing I feel that 
Tiiafford in the seventeenth Test Match innings, setting up as it did a new something a little more simple and 
of this • summer’s Octagonal Tourna^ record. For Pittleworth’s score of 19G direct might bring refroHhment my 
^ The two Canadian batsmen, was actually the highest individual own (drooping interest in tbe 
Hopwith and Pragg» in the second score ever . made in, a iorkshire-Surrpy gamo—aa, for instance, thut pne 

innings put on no fewer than 93 runs match, on a Saturday, by a player had hit the slcJvv bowler dowij/ the 
for the ninth wicket. ; This is the big- whose name begins v^Hh a P/* pavilion chimney or ikken two wipets 

I^MUfintb Wicket stand ever recor^w' Ja/y, 19^46.— “A correspondent writes with the same bsiU. , r ^ 








I2i PUNCH, OR THE LON DOlTCHARiyAgl. 




, THE HEIR^ 

II,— I|i3 Mbkts Hia GoDPATHEns. 

Thomab and Simpfion arrived by t}>o 
twelve-thirty train, and Myra and I 
drove down in the wagonette tc) moot 
them. MyraiVi handled tlio ribbons 
(** handled the ribbons " — wo iniist 
have that again) wldlo I sat on tlie 
box-seat and pointed out any traction- 
engines and things in the road. 1 am 
very good at this. 

“1 suppose," I said, “there will ho 
some sort of ceremony at the station ? 
The station-master will road an address 
while his little daughter presents a 
bouquet of flowjars. You don't often 
get two godfathers travelling by the 
same train. Look out," I said, as we 
swung round a corner, “ there's an ant 
coming." 

“ What did you say ? I 'in so soriy, 
but I listen awfully badly when 1 'in 
driving." ^ ^ 

“ As soon as T hit upon anything 
really good I 'll write it down. 8o 
far I have been throwing off the 
merest trifles. When wo are married, 
Myra " 

“ (jo on ; I lovp that," 

“ When wo are tnavried we shan't he 
able to afford horses, so we 'll keep a 
couple of bicycles, and you ’ll bo able 
to hoar everything I say. How jolly 
for you." 

“ All right," said Myra quietly. 

There was no formal ceremony on 
the platform, hut 1 did not seem to 
feel the want of it when I saw 
Simpson stopping from the train with 
an enormous Tocldy-hoar under his arm. 

“ Hallo, dear old chap,” he said, 
“hero wo are. You’re looking at 
my hear. I quite forgot it until I 'd 
strapped up my hags, so 1 had to bring 
it like this. It squeaks," he added as 
if that explained it. “ Listen," and 
the piercing roar of the hoar resounded 
through the Btati6n. 

“ Very fine. Hallo, Thomas.” 

“ Hallo,” said Thomas, and wont to 
look after his luggage. 

“ X liope ho 'll like it," Simpson went 
on. “Its logs move up and dowui." 
Ho put thorn into several position.s 
and then squeaked it again. “Jolly, 
isn't it?" 

“Kippir^g,” 1 agreed. “Who’s it 
for? " 

He looked at mo in astonishment for 
a moment. 

“ My dear old chap, for the baby.” 

“Oh, I see. That’s awfifliy nice of 
you. H^ll love it.’* I wondered if 
Simpson bad ever seen a mon^h-old 
baby. “ Whal *s its name ? " 

“ I 've been calling It Duncan in the i 
t^ain, but of course he will want to 
choose bis own name lor it.** 

, 


“Well, you must talk it Over with 
him to-night after the ladies have gone 
to bed. How about your luggage? 
We mustn't keep Myra waiting." 

“ Hallo, Thomas,*’ said Myra, as we 
came out. “ Hallo, Samuel. Hooray I " 

“ If alio, Myra," said Thomas. “ All 
right?" 

“Myra, this is Duncan,” ‘said Simp- 
son, and the shrill roar of the bear rang 
out once more. 

Myra, her mouth firm, hut smiles in 
her eyes, looked down lovingly at him. 
Sometimes 1 think that she would like 
to bo Simpson’s mother. Perhaps, 
when w'o are married, we might adopt 
him. 

“For Baby?" she said, stroking it 
with her whip. “But ho won’t bo 
allowed to take it into church with 
him, you know. No, Thomas, I won’t 
have the luggage next to me ; 1 want 
someone to talk to. You come." 

Inside the wagonette Simpson 
squeaked his bear at intervals, while 1 
tried to prepare him for IukS coining 
introduction to his godson. Having 
known the hahy for nearly a week, and 
being to some extent in Myra's con- 
fidence, I felt quite the family man 
beside Siixqjson. 

“ You must try not to be disappointed 
with his looks,” I said. “ Anyway, 
don’t lot Dahlia think you are. And 
[ if you want to do the right thing say 
[that he’s just like Archie. Archie 
doesn’t mind this for some reason." 

“ Is ho tall for his age? " 

“ Samuel, pull yourself together. He 
isn’t tall at all. If he is anything lie is 
long, but how long only those can say 
who have seen him in his bath. You do 
realise that ho is only a month old? " 

“ My dear old boy, of course. One 
can’t expect much from him. I sup- 
pose he isn’t even toddling about yet?" 

“ No— no. Not actually toddling." 

“ Well, we can teach him later on. 
And I 'in going to have a lot of fun 
with him. I shall showhini my watch 
— babies always love that.’’ 

There was a sudden laugh from the 
front, wdiich changed just a little too 
late into a cough. Tho fact is I had 
bet Myra a now golf-hall that Simpson 
would show tho baby his watch within 
two minutes of meeting him . Of course 
it wakn’t a certainty yet, but 1 thought 
there would be no harm in mentioning 
tlio make of ball I preferred. So 1 
changed the conversation subtly to golf. 

Amidst loud roars from the bear we 
drove up to the house and w^ere greeted 
by Archie. 

“ Hallo, Thomas, how are you ? 
Hallo, Simpson. Good heavens! 1 
know that face. Introduce me, Samuel.^* 
“ This is Dunoan. 1 brought iiim 
down for your boy to play with.’* 


“ Duncan, of course, *The boy will I 
love it. Ho *s tired of me already. He 
proposes to meet his godfathers at 
4 p.M, precisely. So you *11 have nearly i 
three hours to think of something genial | 
to say to him." ' 

We spent the last of the three 
hours playing tennis, and at 4 p.m. 
precisely the introduction took place. 
By great good luck l^uncan w^as 
absent; Simpson would haveewastedhis 
whole two minutes in making it squeak. 

“Baby,” said Dahlia, “this is your 
Uncle Thomas." 

“ Hallo," said Thomas, gently kissing 
the baby’s hand. “ Good old boy," 
and ho fell for his pipe. ! 

“Baby," said Dahlia, “this is your j 
Uncle Samuel. " i 

As he leant over the child, I whipped 
out my w^aich and murmured, “Go I” I 
4 hrs. 1 min. 25 sec. 1 wished Myra | 
had not taken my “ two minutes " so ' 
literally, bub I felt that tho golf-ball 
w^as safe. 

Simpson looked at the baby as it 
fascinated, and the baby stared back at 
him. It was a now experience for both 
of thorn. 

“He’s just like Archie," hef said at 
last, remembering my advice. “Only 
smaller," he added. 

4 hrs. 2 min. 7 se^c. 

“I can see you, baby," ho said. 
“Goo-goo." 

Myra camo anl lestod her chin on 
rny shoulder. Silently I pointed to the 
finishing place on my watch, and she 
gave a little gurgle of oxcitemont. There 
w^as only ono minute left. 

“I wonder wdiat you’ro thinking 
about," said Simi)Son to the baby. 
“Is it my glassos you want to play 
with?" 

“ Hel^) ! " I murmured. “This will 
never do." 

“ Ho just looks and looks. Ah I but 
his Undo Samuel knows what Baby 
wants to see. (I squeezed Myra’s arm. 

4 hrs. 3 mins. 10 secs. There was just 
time). “I wonder if it’s anything in 
his Uncle’s waistcoat ? ” 

“No!" whispered Myra to me in 
agony. “ Certainly not." 

“He shall see it if he wants to,** 
said Simpson soothingly, and put his 
hand to his waistcoat pocket. 1 smiled 
triumphantly at Myra. He had five 
seconds to get the watch out — ^plenty 
of time. 

“Bother," said Simpson, “I left it 
upstairs." A. A. M. 


“Mr. Olaronco \V. Wella has lost by d<»tk 
a canary-goldiinoh mule, hatoked ia 
18SB/’-— Oircutar, 

Oar own blnetit-bustard fisebra, spawned ' 
in 1678, bas ja$t tamed iate a chiy- 
Belie. ' 

. U .. ( I iii y i nr i ... ..... . ..1 .. ^..■■... ■ ....,*.1 
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(Afff'if mMorimi^ version of the 
EugmisVs Love-song) 

Etitt of ifczuro, ©yes of hazel, 

Bbon tresses, locks of gold, 

Beauty^ ocular or nasal — 

These, beloved, leave me cohh 
They are trifles, only skin-deep, 

Unto nothing they amount : 

Lot us r^hor enter in deep 
To the things that really count. 

Why, then, has my love been fired so? 

What has brought me to thy feet? 
‘Tis thy system 1 'vo admired so, 

Thy anatomy, my sweet. 

Harley Street has flocked to see thoo 
With its stethoscopes, and found 
It could safely guarantee thee 
Wholly, absolutely sound. 

Hero 's a chart whereon are written 
Beatings of my true love's heart : 
Never was there seen in Britain 
Such a model of a chart. 

Up and down in faultless rhythm 
Kun the curves in ordered law 
Hearing testimony with ’em 
Of % heart without a flaw\ 

Charms like this thou hast in plenty ; 

1 resolved to tempt the Fates 
When 1 road thy five-and-twenty 
Medical certificates. 

Perfect as the heart between ’em 
Are thy lungs, and liver too, 

While thy matchless duodenum 
Is the best that ever grew'. 

Doctors rave about thy pharynx, 

They have scavooly words to toll 
All the beauties of thy larynx 
And thy bronchial tubes as W'cll , 
Thy digestive apparatus 
Bids my soul its love confess - 
Then let Science come and mate us I 
Sweet-and-healthy, whisper YosI 




POPLAR BY THE SEA. 

“ Evkk soon the sea before. Mister ? ” 
asked the small boy who had boon 
grubbing about among the shingle. 
“Once or twice. Have you ? ” 

“ Not afore yesterday," he replied. 
“ Ever boon out in the Saucy Polly ^ " 
“ No, never in my life." 

“ Well, you 've missed a fair treat, 
Mister. Me and the others from the 
camp went this mornin’, and 1 was the 
only one as didn't want to come back. 
Which way 's Gibberaltar ? " 

*' Oh, over there somewhere — a long 
way off. Wty?" 

^"Oot an uncle who’s been there. 
Mover been in a boat at all? 

0 ^ you see, I wanted 

c^me 





*‘’0W WAS YSK OUT, JKIIUV T’ 

“Ah! tiikn thky 'ai> 


“Cauuiii .vnu howlkh, Uhhh.” 

VI- K UfU’H WAV'-., KIl?" 


“ Better not spend the tanner on the 
Saucy Polly, p’raps. You 'd bo all right 
on the pier, though." 

“Where is your homo?" 1 askol, 
taking my turn as questioner. 

“ Poplar," ho replied. 

“Then you’ve heard all about the 
sea, I suppose, if you haven’t seen it 
before ? " 

“ Look, see this ? ’’ and lio pulled a 
dead starfish from his pocket. “ Coin’ 
to take that ’orne to young Cingor 
Collins. 'E come ’ere last year, and 
told mo about it, and I punched 'im in 
the jor for kiddin’ me." IJo looked a 
little shy; there was a suspicion of 
regret in his tone. 

“ Bit of a liar, eh ? " I asked. 

“ Not ’im," retorted my acquaintance. 
“I thought ’o was, but ’e wasn't after 
all. Couldn’t come this year, so I’m 
takin' 'im a present — see, Mister? ’ 

1 saw. 

“See this?" HepomM^fcoasoratch 
on his cheek. “That was a near go, 
that vtm* The bloke as the b^at- 


r=:r.r:7rs:.-'W, 


man shove tlio boats out ilone that 
yesterday." 

“ Jlow' WHS that?" I asked. 

“ I was tcllia’ ’im w lmt Lonthm w'as 
like, klislor." 

“Perhaps he’ll 'gi\e yoU a present 
when ho goon to London and finds 
that vvimt joii’ve told him is true, I 
suggested. 

“True? Vus, 1 don't think U' ho 
rc*pli(id with a grin. 

Tho Decadence of Orichet, 

‘ Tin- Hiiglit hnvfi beotl CiUirttlkr) Mi 

1. S I liud Doiilou tiltlo iu takj u my ditli :tdt 
(iUtdi wltich KiMUHidy otlorcii iiini si mkinm. 
ilf»wr*vi r, an clmnuc i iim • » jvrni ruim Ish'r, 
uiui the inningB wiw uvur hI liAlfqsst tv tdvo.** 

] ’0rt‘MhiiU /Vi/. 

Seven runs in eight hours ; soH^othing 
must rortlly bo done about it*. 

The Pioneer on Sleeping BidHiese * 

“Hunuin boingH Aoqniit) tlH‘ dii^S*** 
biting Hiee." ; 

An amusement weimve nevdif ^gonp in 
for. 








. , 
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PLEASURES OF CAMPING. 

Campar {on 10\ ** Pvsn t YOU Ass ; Dos'r vvu. , 


THE INHUMAN BOY. 

[A jiovti'tt't of tlio bcHt boy, both at bonio and at siliool, of tb * entire 
po|iu!atiuQ of , recently ujjjicarcd in The Daily Lens.] 

CHiXiT) of a groat and gorgeous opportunity, 

WJioso portrait looms to J^]nglan(l as the best 

Boy of a large and virtuous community — 

A claim uphold, they say, by every tost; 

Model of all that 's calm, severe, and steady 
Td wideed Thomas or unmoral Jack, 

Most worthy youth, O almost reverend Freddy, 

Lord, how 1 envy you when I look back I 

For I — despite the past, I say this boldly — 

Was such another ; I too had a strong 

Bias tow’rd^ putting off temptation coldly. 

With an uncanny loathing of the wrong ; 

Urbane and clep.n, with trim locks neatly parted. 

Good at my books, obedient to the bone, 

That is tlio sort that 1 was when I started. 

And, with your luck, that’s how I should have grown. 

But in my time a youthful zeal for virtue 

Had small encouragement. Your powei^ful peers 

(Is it 80 still ?) combined to sting and hurt you, 

And no publicity assuaged your tears. 

To hold that quality a thing rewarded 
By its own self, no doubt, is very fine ; 

But, when your merit ’g;* holly unrecorded, 

There, in inire self-respect. I draw the lino. 

Small wonder, Frederick, if results so chilling 
Weakened njiv moral fibres one by one; 

• Partly^ I eeaaea to find the' ktxUtole thrilling ; 

‘ Partly, 1 hate the thought ofmng done. 


And if l)y slow degrees I fell, and drifted 
Down to the level of my comrades, you, 

Unless, of course, you ’ro oven bolter gifted, 

(Of which I ’ra doubtful) would havo done so too. 

But, with a modem Press, to-day your stoi y 
Has sot all England ringing with your fame ; 

A simple wortli has lifted you to glory, 

And boys with hated breath pronounce your name. 
Solely by virtue of your moral status, 

Men see your very photograph ; a bard 
May grind for years at the divine attlatus 

And never reach that rapture — w^hich is hard. 

Still, may you prosper. There is much that promi,sos 
Well for you, Frederick, if you risk no fall. 

Don't lieed what iiauglity Jolin or evil Tommy says; 

You stick to goodness, and you '11 do them all. 
lie good, sweet child, and let who can be funny; 

But— just a word from one who ought to know — 
When you're a good young man and making money. 
Don’t overdo it, or you '11 find it slow. 

Dum-Dum. 

** Stiingcr, the hittlc Domiington t rror, H'lit down a most ‘orratio’ 
oyer. Tbe hj-st ball \v»i8 a ao.t of streak -li"b tiling wido, the Koooiid bit 
the batsman on tlic forearm, the third vas a ‘no-ball,’ the fourth 
was linked through the slips for four, tlie tilth was another ‘ wide/ and 
the sixth touched the edge of tho but and came at li^i^htniug spood 
between Mark and Mabel.”— Magazine. 

A very erratic over, seeing that it was three balls short. 

“I am certain that the language of General Panegyric would be 
more distasteful to 8ir Edwrard Cook than to anybody.” 

Lord Morhy as re^Ktrted in “ The Daity ChronieleP 

The language of these military gentlemen is notoriously 
strong. s r 
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fIftttfCE OF PARUAMENT. 

VnoM THE Djabt of Tory, M,P.) 

0oum of CoimnonSf Monday, Jnly 29. 

years ago Lord Ban oor4i*H 
CHVttomLi:i, scornfully regarding poor 
BoXMTKtt-BooTH, whom ho conld not 
aboAr» observed, Remarkable how 
often we find mediocrity with a doiihle- 
barrelled rjpima.'’ Tho aside caught 
fresh clia^m from fact, momentarily 
overlooked by the speaker, that 
liANoonim Spenoek - CHUROHiiiTi was 
nurnhorod among the class denounced. 

In present Parliament owners of 
douhlo-barrellod names distinguish 
themselves in new way. They assume 
that, having twice as many names as 
average Mornher, they may ask four 
times as many questions prr diem. 
Tendency marked in increasing degree 
by JjocHtiiu-IjAMj'HON and Lane-Fox. 
Worthington -Evans takes tho shine 
outof them all. IlememboringSPKAKER’s 
modest objection to a M(unbor oven with 
a doublo-barrollod name placing on the 
paper more than eight questions, ho 
nominally had to-day only seven. By 
ingonuity and dexterous use of the 
blessed* phrase, “And whether," he 
fired off no fewer than seventeen — 
this not counting supplomoniaries. 

Certain monotony about tho business. 
Plan simple. Execution easy. ‘When 
shaving, brushing his abundant hair, 
taking his walks abroad, or otherwise 
enjoying opportuniLy for meditation, 
W.-l’K thinks out hypothetical diflicul- 
tios arising from working of Insurance 
Act, throws them into form of conun- 
drum, and asks Chancellor of Ex- 
chequer to guess the answer. Surely 
in vaifi is the net spread in sight of 
any bird, more especially one as wary 
as Ijloyd Ckorob. lie passes on tho 
riddle to Secretary for Treasury, 
who perhaps knows more about the 
Act tlian does the author of its being. 

This disappointing. But a Ministerial 
answer is forthcoming and certain 
measure of time wasted. 

Mabterman Imd his revenge when, 
later, moving in Committee of Supply 
voio on account of salaries and ex- 
])tmsoa of insurance Commissioners he 
dilated on working of Act through its 
first fortnight. Things going on 
swimmingly. Ton millions and a half 
insured persons have become momliers 
of Approved Societies. In first week 
of operation of Act sixteen and a half 
million of stamps wore bought and, pre- 
sumably^ licked. In brief, Mabterman 
tesUfied that “ the Act is working with 
^mbpthness and celerity." 

J^leouasion interrupted by stroke of 
lO^oloek* At the signafi guillotine J 
V<>tes passed as quickly 
4M1|1 be put from the Ofaair. { 


All Opposition could do was to chaL 
lenge occasional divisions. These dis- 
closed notable condition of affairs that 
wreathed rotund countenanoe of 
Master op Elibakk with a smile 
unfamiliar since noon last Friday, On 
afternoon of that das Balcarbeb 
worked out little plot Jilmost crowned 
with complete success. At quarter 
past twelve as Ministerialists sauntered 
in, themselves guiloioss, unsuspicious 
of doj)ravity in others, tlje Opposition 
Whip, having his men at hand, sprang 
a division on a technical point of prO' 
cediiro. Result: Ministerial majority 
run down to three. 









* • So veil teen q uestions, ’ ' 

( Mr. W oKTHixe roN-E\ ANs. ) 

Not the sort of game to bo played 
twice in a week. To-day Ministerialists 
fiooked in full number. Majority re- 
instated ill excess of custoniai‘y 100, 
on one division running up to 405. 

Business done . — -Supply being wound 
up. Sixty -eight millions sterling voted 
in less than sixty-eight iniiiutos. 

Tuesday . — Odd mischance that* at a 
time when vast majority of population 
of Ireland arc being draw^n closer to 
their neighbour across the Channel the 
union with Scotland should bo im- 
perilled. It was Viscount Wolmer 
who revealed the ebasm upon whicii 
Empire stands. 

As he growB in years this statesman 
becomes more daz^erous to the Govern- 
menfc he was returned to oppose* 
Opened sitting by insisting upon Know* 



Bingte 


ing whether ^l auid fMky pf 
includes what is knoAti m , 

Tax, PBeMiEu briefiy replisdv;bi 
negative, 

This ifiumph would have 
lesser men. Thutess in pursuit of 
national interests WcAvmuii fixed his 
eoglo eye on Bmcrktary Wo^TI^awo. 
Last Thursday, when questbu of 
Scottish Esrimates was indeed on 
motion for adjouniinent, 
glancing round llouse* m Is t<(s fikStom 
of an aflornoon, witn intent to See 
that all things arc in mdev shd S’rSrv 
man in his place, noted alHmnce m 
SuoTTiKH Beoretary. * Wluit he now 
wanted to know was (4) Wiiy was 
Maukinnon VVoou absent on lids par^ 
ticular occasion ? (ft) Did he Ihtoaa lu 
future to be at his post when unattcrs 
concerning Scotland cuivuC uudor dls* 
cussiou ? 

Witli moekriosa not eK.o<wUfc><i by 
Prime Minister, Bcuitcjh HiJi retarit 
explained his ahsonoc on T'huwlay and 
promised amendment for the futnlu. m 

Here Hiihjeot about to drop WhCR 
suddenly, imexpfiotodly, Firie uutUed 
in. 1 lad listenod witli some hiipationcs 
to WoLMEu’ri inior|)ollation. Noble 
Lord is not a Scotchman ; docB not 
ov('n sit for Scotch const itim*noy. 
Oonu^s no ncann* the Border tluui Lan- 
cashiiv. Ahi'idoon liad inalienalilo right 
to deal with the matter, anti as its duly 
oloctod Member Pikik voiced \iu ilt^Bire 
for information. 

“ Is it not the case," ho nskel* “that, 
whilst Mr. Mooge was going all 
tho way in denunciation of Miniaierial 
conduct of the Kcotcli Esfcim;\fc' «i, the 
Hecretauy was in the Lobby sniggeviug 
at tho Hon. Member ? " 

Maukinnon Woon attempied to lake 
refuge in guilty silence. Ihiun lint to 
l)e put. oil by that ignoble dcvjicc. 

“ Will lie rtiply V " he sternly aBked, 

Thus adjured, Scotch HFa^nETAUV, 
not being on his oath, answemd in tho 
nt^gative. No use, it wore oppor- 
tunity, of carrying matbn* furtfiev, Ho 
with Rolemu iniumition to “tnaudbis 
manners” the l\I(md)t)r for North 
AherdecMi lot the culprit off. 

Jmddent created profound SCtmtlon. 
Since tho not unfamiliar hlMorioal 
episodic of Nero continuing viollu exer- 
cise wliilsb his Capital wa«4in flamCB, 
there bus boon nothing to equal tbb 
painful exhibition of iht'. SEt^RUTAUY 
FOR Scotland “ sniggering in the 
Tiohhy" what time Hcoltisli Muniherx 
uplifted tlieijr voice in protest against 
attempt to smuggle their cpuhtiy'x 
Estimates through Gomniitt40 of 
Supply, 

Ipdian ex- 

S ounded in excellent i^ieech by 
KcmiiTAitv. 
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always grateful | that do not contain a word of truth.) 
for any divorfiion from drudgery of i After a little fruitless skirmishing on 
WOtk, watches with interests a corn* j his part* “For goodness* sake sit 
petition scarcely leas exciting tlpin those ; down,” 1 said. 

between candidates for an Olympic | Suppressing as far as ho could the 
rcoo 'd. Tho in^n arc Vhkhidknt or i joy of battle, ho said tliat what he did 
BoAnoOvTuADlffi, Ihihh SEcitKTAriY and j ho did solely for 


iny good, and asked 
nio if J wanted to bo stung. 

“ I really don’t know that I should 


idea 


“Mind? iJ’oii liavo no 
1 you *ro saying. Have you over 


what 

boon 


FiI^ANCUL SKeilKTAHY TO TrKASUUY. 

The game is to see which can rattle 
off at quickest rate more or less j mind,” I said, 
langtijy unswors typed on Hheots of ! 
foolscap. 

At outset running seemed to lie be- 1 stung?” 
tween 8t. Auoustink and Sydney j “Ko,” I said. “ Have you? ” I know 
Buxton, tho former being favourite by itliat iny only liopo of distracting John- 
a triflo. Mahtkuman regarded by the son was to start him talking about 
bookies as rank outsider; With fuller ' himself. “ Put down your napkin and 
practice and closer training he hits j tell mo all about it.” 
gradually crept up. Begins to disturl) “ f)nco upon a time,” ho began, 


conlidence of hackers of hi.s colleaguos. i gradually 
Can do 180 words a minute. , 

Kvidently bent on accomplishing 
the round 200. 

Couinion result in cas^ of all 
throe competitors. So distracting 
is their speed that Members have 
only remote idea of purport of 
gabbled phrases. This of loss 
consequonco as nino-tontlm of 
questions demanding oral reply 
are not drafted witli desire to 
obtain information. Members 
thoroforo free to devote attenti«)ii 
to prowess and ])rospocts of tlie 
competitors. Make up their hooks 
accordingly. At present odds tend 
in favour of Mawtkuman. 

IhiHiness done. Appropriation ' 

Bill road second time. j 


acquio'^cing, “1 too was 



THE PEST. 

All tho year round Johnson’s 
sporting instincts are a nuisaueo 
to me, but when Uiowasp-kniUng season i foolisli 
is on they are a positive terror. For the ' matter 
rest of the year i, his London co-tenant, garded 
suffer only from, tlie relation of his 
exploits, and, after all, one is not hound 
to listen. But when tlicM*e is an en- 
thusiast on tho move with a broad - 
knife it is neither safe nor convenient 
to continue one’s uuuil unconcerned, 
especially if one wants a little broad. 

Tho other morning at breakfast the 
ll<*st wasp made its appearance, and 


BKI.L GLASSES FOR BEAUX. 

UALCUl.AI'lCn TU rUODCCK THE .MUCll-ADMlRED TAN IN 
ONK DAY 'J lUI'. 


and idle and callous in the 
of wasps. 1, as you do, rc- 
wasp - stings as regrettable 
incidents in other people’s lives, whicdi 
were apt to get magnified in tho 
telling . . 

The narrative was interrupted. 

“ Yes,” 1 said, picking up the toast- 
rack off tho floor but not despairing of 
my ultimate purpose, “go on; \ am 
absoihod.” 

Having lived for twenty years un 


Johnson thereupon hecamo impossible, slung, I came to heliovo lliat I was 

n f* ^ ^ li... 'ill' 1" 11 "t J J 


He starlfeil operations willi his nup- 
kin. using it, as one uses tho rod rag in 
, a bttibfight, to exasperate tJio victim to 
a proper state of fury. Meanwhile, 
bon^iting by the cxpeiienco of past 
years, I ^thered tho marmtuade jar to 
myself and concoaled it behind the 
coffee pot, over which it is my custom 


unstingable. I was contemptuous of 
the whole matter and reganled myself 
as one apart, above such things . , . 
Then came tho first sting. It left me 
a changed . . , 

This time I picked up tho toast 
merely and lot tho rack remain on tho 
floor. Tho wasp retired to the window 


to prwde. (Johnson's dictum, that again, hurt but net physically, 
marmalade is called a Preserve to in- “Do, I b 6 ig of you, continue your 
dlOatoth^t it' is primarily iOtend^d'fe^ narrative/' I said for, though omers 

purposes, ia one of those jesta may have suffisred, this you are telling Johnson who is The Pest 


me of is, I am sure you will agree with 
me, a really important sting, What 
did it feel like?” 

“It felt . . . But where is that 
marmalade ? Quick, we must snare the 
fellow by subtlety and cunning.” 

1 put a retentive hand on the mar- 
malade jar (a sufficiently unpleasant 
thing to have to do) and fixed a severe 
eye on Johnson. To conctrnirato hie 
attention needed all my r personal 
magnetism. 

“ I insist upon being told all about 
that sting,” I said mcsmerically. 

“It wasn’t so much tho injury as 
tho insult,” ho continued reluctantly. 
“It was a half-asleep wasp tliat did it, 
an impudent follow wlio had got into 
my tobacco pouch, winch is strictly 
1 ‘cscrvcd foi’ tobacco, and dared to 
(resent my intnision. Anchahove 
all was the sickening thought of 
m'y lost prestige. Now that one 
insolent, coinatoso, and possibly 
intoxicated insect had dand to 
attack mo, otheis vero hound to 
lose their respect and do the same. 
It was tho beginning of tlio rising 
of the masses, tho thin end of 
Uio wedge.” ■ * 

Of' the was]),” I corrocted. 

“ Both,” said Johnson. “ Any- 
how, L was incensed and ama/od.” 

It was because iny hypnotic 
eye was lixod on him ‘ that his 
attention was f-o long held, it 
was for tho same reason that the 
Initial Cause of All tho Trouble 
did very much as it liked mean- 
while round about tho marmalade 
jar and noighhourhood . . . 

“ Dash it,” 1 snid hurriedly 
and bitterly, as I killed the little 
brute with one indignant blow. 

Johnson was carried away l)y the 
pure enthusiasm of a /.(',alot over the 
conversion of a licrotic. “ Good,” 
he declared, “ J am glad to see the 
militant spirit awaking in you. Tho 
otlier was]), also deceased, of which 
I was telling you . . .” 

“ I never want to hoar of that or 
any wasp again,” 1 interrupted him. 
“ 1 am sick of tho whole race.” ^ 

“ But I have never even told you 
what it feels like to be stung.” 

“ I know, ’ I said shortly, “ nov.” 

Johnson leant against tho mantol- 
pioco the better to enjoy his triumph.' 

“ No,” I said at once, “ anything 
but that. Tlie woist has undoubtedly 
happened, but, iiovertholess, let it be 
clearly understood that if I how to 
suffer further from the activities of 
someone, 1 would, on experience, ohoose 
that they were the activities of the 
wasp rather than of yourself,” • 

And 60 I come to my poipt. It is 
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Yoiniij Aidin' {irJio, a(rom]}amed hy the vilhvje loafer tlurhig snh:raYa}ipro(hictivc (Ifiyn, hm at huit hintM a hig f»h). inK oAV'ff 

KKADV, Sandy!" Aaidy. “1 didna iuunu’t the day; I tjiocht ye wadna uk nkkiun' it." 


TIIR BETTER PART. 

fit is jointed out tfiat l»y jtro- 

(luf'ing jipiJotitci without atluidiug cxeieiso, la a 
gieai eaust! of latiiess.] 

often Pnivy rnado mo sad, 

As (Fortune favouring not the just) 

I fared afoot, and liad 

To masticate Sir Mammon’s dust. 
Whene’er liis lionisaid “ Scoot," right 
hot 

And angry was I as I scot. 

“ It must be really line," I thought, 

“ When one goes forth to take the 
air. 

To travel like a Juggernaut 
Apparelled like a Toddy Boar." 

I hoped some day to me might come 
Propulsion by Petroleum. 

But now I Ve put such thoughts afar. 

No more I burn with envious heat ; 
Mammon can keep his motor car. 

And I propose to keep my feet. 

I wouy not give a single thank 
For all the cars in England (swank). 

For I am graceful, lissom, slim. 

While ho, returning lioriie at night 
And bringing (as he does) with him 
A wholly unearned appetite, 
la quickly forced thereby to bo 
A prey to adiposity. 


I think, now Sirius rules the sky, 

How, scant of breath but liig of bolt, 
Ho vainly seeks for means whereby 

His “too too solid llesh may molt," 
And realize that 1 have got 
The better part, the happier lot. 

SPORTING PROSPECTS. 

Bflport from our own Moor, 

I. — Fun. 

The Black Rabbit has boon seen 
twice in the Homo Close, and is re- 
ported to he in the best of health and 
as sprightly as over. With careful 
placing of tlie guns, two days’ cxcolleut 
sport seem assured— a morning in the 
long grass winding up with a jolly 
afternoon with the spado and “ butter 
luck next time," and a rousing morning 
to and fro along the hedgerow (mounted 
meet) concluding with lunch, a cordial 
vote of thanks to all concerned, and 
Anld Lang Syne all together. 

The Leveret, so heartily cheered to 
the echo last autumn, has not returned 
to see what it was all about, as hoped. 
II. — Fkatheh. 

The gap in the Parson's fence still 
escapes his notice, and the Buff Orping- 
ton brood come through to feed rogu» 
lai^ on Fridays. 

The Book built well and is still on 


the spot, It is proposed to drive the 
bird from the N.l'i corner of the ground 
next Equinox, placing th<? guns m 
usual on the roof. 

Tlio female Pheasant, who liecanm 
such a pot with tiio ohildmn on off 
(lays last season, and kept luu oyo in by 
putting up a very eroditablo imitation of 
a partridge on oilierwiso blank dim ini 
Soptoinbor, soeins, like so man)/ oinora, 
to have fovind bettor food (dliowbero, ! 
The gardener’s boy, who was (4\tr listed ] 
with the raisins, riqfoatodly eatuo back 
with bis mouth too full for uords. 

The Wild Duedi is wilder than ever, 
and seems to have got oomphitoly out 
of hand, it will ho diflicuU to iiuiko a 
full day of her, unless the guns are 
taken a long way round. 

K- i' f. a 

Pro3})ects on tlio whole less olioerful 
than last yoiir« Plenty oj t arlridges 
left over as uHual, but invitations very 
scarce and difficult to rear; tlicre has 
also been an ominous alienee of 
poachers. I’ho Ijeonc ^ will 

require fonowing - this time without 
the option, 'i'lm chovsk suit (Sihould Im 
turned on eitlier flank, jytnd it Ciiuple of 
stops put at ^hc 'mull of the grease 
boots. It is most annoying to find 
that someone hits Hgain using Urn 
Oamc Register to chock the i^ashuig. 
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.tHE SPEECH DAY. 

^ {Cmmmnicated by oiie of the Antbcnce,) 

Dad and Mum woro goirif' to llio Spocolios at Dad s old 
School, but almost at tho las# nwnumt Mum could ri’t go, so 
Dad to tho Hoad Mastur’s wife and asked d ho might 

: bring Uio instead, and she wrote back a very kind letter 
ixud said Yes, certainly, 1 was fo come. Dad said, “You re 
not a boy, but perhaps you W liktJ to see the old place 
where your fatlior spent sona^ of his liappiest days.** and 1 
said, ‘‘Kiglit-0/* and wlum Dad asked me where I learnt 
that cx'pro'ssion 1 lold him cveryliody said it, but lie told 
mo not to do it again. 

Well, when the day came, otf we started at about ten 
o’clock' for wo had a good long way to go. There were 
a groat many black clouds about, so we both took iim- 
; brollas, and of course it didn’t rain. When wo got to the 
place, l)ad said wo had a few minulcB to spare before wo 
had to go to tho lunelieon, so ho look me to tho playing 
lield, where we met a very jolly clergyman with whom lie 
used to be at school, anil tiiey lauglied and joked together 
a])out the old days and all tho things they used to do and 
all the mischief and the scrapes they got into, just as if he 
hadn’t been a clergynuin at all hut somebody once told mo 
that clergymen when they were young weio always as had 
as anybody else. J don’t quito heliovo tliat, thougli, for if 
everything was quite true that Dad told mo aliout liimsclf 
that day noliody could have bcjcn quite as had as lie was, 
and ho Isn’t a clorgyman. Nearly all the places he showed 
mo were places where ho had done wrong things. He 
showed me (1) tho place where ho had a light with another 
boy : ho hit tlio otlior boy in tho eye, and the other boy 
hit him in the mouth ; (2) the place where he smoked a 
cijjarotto vvhicli ho didn’t like, hut ho thought it was a fine 
tmng to do and one of tho masters cauglil him doing it 
and ro^wted him; (3) the ])laco where tlio Head Master 
whacked him on tho liand with a birch so as to cure liim of 
smoking, but lie was only cured for a time and ha.s broken 
out again since; (4) the window from which ho poured a 
jugful of veaior on a policeman’s head, because the policeman 
would keep talking to somebody and Dad couldn’t go to 
sleep ; and a good many other places where ho said he had 
distinguished himself. One was where ho broke another 
boy’s collar-bone playing football ; but ho said lie didn’t 
moan to do that, I asked Dad if thero were any places 
whore ho had done gootl tilings, and ho told mo tliuy wore 
too numerous to pick out and I must imagine them. J 
must say tho clergyman was nearly as had. 

Well, at last the time came and wo wont into the School 
House, whore the JJoiul Mastei* lives, and we wore shown 
into the drawing-room ; hut 1 didn’t see any canes or birches 
about anywliere. It was ratlior formidable, for all the 
other ladies and gontlemcjn in tho room w’oro much older 
than mo (I 'ni just going to ho tliirtccn), hut they wore all 
very kind to me, especially tlie Head Master's v^ifo. Then 
went in to tho dining-room to lunch, and a gentleman, 
who said ho was older than Dad, g!i,ve luo his arm and took 
me in jusif as if 1 \\ been grown up. Ho aftd I talked a 
good deal during lunch, and lie kcqit putting good things on 
^ my plate. Tlio sweets were sploiulid. 

After this wo went olT to the School buildings. The 
8p60et>e$ — hut they weren't speeches really : it was all acting 
-—wore in the big schoolroofd, whicli was crammed full df 
boys and fathers and mothers and sisters, aud they were all 
smiling atid Jpoking very happy, and the boys cheered 
everybody and everytljing tremendously. I thought they 
wore never going to stop* First there was some OreeK 
fgtiiig, wbioh they* did in evening dress— lobg-tail coats and 
>1^ and patent leather shoos— fewfc it was very funny* 


* and everybody understood it quite well it was all 

explained in the programmes. It was about Su^rogettei^ 
who had stolen their husbands’ clothes and put oil false 
beards, but at last their husbands came and carried them 
otf in their arms, so they didn’t seem to got on very well in 
Clrceco either. Then there was a French piece, and last 
of all a hit of Twelfth Night; where they make a fool of 
poor Malvolio. 1 knew all about this because wo had read 
it in our own school, and 1 liked it very mucli ; but Dad said 
he could never care for it himself because they i all behaved 
so badly to Malvolio, who was a gentleman aftc^* all. He 
said it always made liim feel as if ho had eaten a spoonful 
I of ice-cream and found that the salt had got into it. I *ve 
j done that myself and it isn’t nice. 

I After tho speeches came tho prize-giving — heaps and 
Jieaps of beautiful books which were piled up on a table ; 
and tlioy got Dad up on the platform and made him give 
some of them. lie was very different then. He made a 
speech, and talked about discipline and all the things tho j 
hoys must do if they wore to ho really good boys and be a 
credit to their school and their country ; and they all 
clapped their Jninds and cheered, tlio clergyman too. I 
saw him doing it. After this we had a very good tea, with 
any amount of different cakes, and raspberries and cream, 
and Dad sat next tho daughter of one of his old school- 
fellows who had once run away from school because ho 
didn’t want to learn tho Thirty-nino Articles. lie after- 
wards became a general in India. Tlien wo said good-byo 
and walked to tho station. Dad said lu) felt as if ho was 
taking Cinderella homo after her ball, and i think i know 
what he meant. 

POUli PRENDRE CONCJE. 

Deak, when I note your “ higher education,” 

Your hockey prowess and your skill at golf, 

I realize my sorry situation — 

My chance of winning you, I see, is off. 

Mut, could wo only once again he carried 
Back to tho days ere womankind was “ freed,” 

Wo would within a month or two be mari ied, 

We would indeed. 

For I should only have to seek your father, 

Tell him his daughter pleased rny amorous whim, 

J^og for your hand, and forthwith (in tlie rather 
J mprobablo event of pleasing him) 

You would be mine. 1 should not need to flatter, 

(iJourt and cajole you every passing day ; 

His word would settle it, iny dear, no matter 
What you might say. 

Or, woro ho harsh, a few soft, tender speeches, 

A little rhapsody on blighted hope, 

And you (my reading of romances teaches) 

Would make your simple mind up to elojio. 

Soothing my tendency to melancholy 
By fleeing with mo at tho dead of night, 

A course which now you’d deem tho rankest folly 
(And you are right 1) 

So since, romantic practices eschewing, 

You modern maidens always want to know 
Tho income of the man who comes a-w^ooing, 

And mine is so preposterously low, 

Accept Uiie valedictory effusion 
From one whom Cupid’s latter- ways compel 
To lead a Ufa of celibate Beclusiom 

. , '■ PhyIUsi,£are^eiii. \ 




irife, “Yuu'vis WAUK MK I.OUK rilKlTY roOU^ilJ, UliORdK. I MIAIX BE THE EAriJllMi snU K OK ALl. TUO^Ii JlOKHlH WOUK ' 
PEOrBE AS 1 DUIKT PAST THE KAC’TOllY.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

Mr. Qkougb a. Birmingham is a writer from whoso 
books I almost always dorivo uninixed ontortainmont ; 
therefore I was just a little startled and even worried to 
find in the advertisement of his latest, 2Vte lied Uand of 
Ulster (Smith, Elobr), the sinister warning, “ This is a 
political novel.” To save you from a similar shock, I will 
say at once that whatever yonr political convictions they 
are unlikely to bo seriously outraged by a story in which 
the author’s peculiar gifts of light-hearted fun and half- 
sorious satire have never once deserted him. Yet on the 
face of it, to write a tale in which Belfast’s rebellion 
against the rebels sliould be shown as a working rt3ality, I 
and carried to a grimly humorous finish, was a task of{ 
difficulty and danger. I hardly think it could have been 
better done. The characters, it is explained, though 
“necessarily placed in the positions occupied by living 
men,” must not bo taken as representing any real person. 
This, however, will not interfere with your appreciation of 
; iuch episodes as that in which a certain privy-councillor, 

| along advocated armed tesist- 

outraged at hie advice being taken, 
from Belfast to Trafalgar Square^ and, in 
bloodshed^ addreeiies a 


mercenaries of the capilalist clasKOs.” This is a sample 
of the incidents to which the revolution gives rise; the 
actual lighting is told with iiio mobt jovial and exciting 
zest; and the end loaves you broathloHS. Mr. BiumINGiUm 
in short has proved himself too p,i)od a novelist (and sports- 
man) to spoil his fun, oven in Mjo domain of controvorey. 

At both ends of his book Mr. KkhuiijWY 8MOWJ»iaN is at 
great pains to make a spirited pruto.it iigainst a of 

view long since defunct, and to roHisl. a cliargo of impro- 
priety that none would urge aguinst liiin. We do ilot* iti 
these enlightened days, maintain that no love affair wliioh 
has failed to culmiriato in matrimony duly is 

fit to bo discussed; and those of ua who have a «U«j>akirig 
regard for lovc;rs wdio marry and pluckily go through vvitn 
it are not such oxlrctrnsts as to deserve the irtWetive of 
Ids dedicatory notfi o)' lengthy postscript. Without these, I 
should never have known that 1 was reading a story 
“devoutly founded in ideas repugnant to Jlritiab virtue." 
This is it: Stephen ({aunt, ha\ting previously heg«^Uen (in 
what he calls a moment of ixiconaiderute 4fcud 

forgotten (in a mood which he does not explallft)^ a sob* 
returns, at the opening of the story, to discover |faat tide 
boy, a tiresome ehild, has been taken in and kept for j 
thirteen years by his bixitber Jacob, ^'ho cjuoafcioli aris^, ^ 
aud is dis^^sed at full length, »h4l hoy Ifft told / 
ultimately deeidos# amidst the applai^f of the 
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minor charaofcprfli that ho Bhall. Even so, Ihero is little to 
blush at, but thore is less when his failure to make an 
honest* woman of the deaKl mother is amply explained, if 
not justified. What annoys is the lack of sportsmanship 
shown by Stephen and the author; by the one in his 
ingratitudo, by tlio other in his injustice, to Jacob, Un- 

! generous, on the face of it, Jacob was not, and for myself 1 
ound him less of a prig about his proinoditatod righteous- 
ness than Stephen was about lus casual paternity. On the 
whole I cannot appreciate tlio fitness of the title, Bright 
Shaim (i^TANLKY Vavl), I missed both the shame and 
the hiighttif?ss. 

Wlion Daniix Chauokii, in the preface to his so delight- 
fully Puckish hook. The New Ilumpty-Dimpty (JiANE). 
describes hinlHelf as a hroedorof shorthorns, writing to pass 
the time, how are wo to know ho isn’t just pulling our logs ? 
But when ho tolls us that it was his publisher wlio christ- 
onod the hook wo can see that lie frankly wants to give 


most part the characters in such yams as introduce ever 
so slightly the sleuth-hound element are mere lay-figures 
and have no claim on our imaginative sympathy. After 
all, this is an age of specialisation, and why should we 
bo doubly harrowed? In this particular case, too, the 
author has been a little unfair, for ho gave us no indica- 
tion for one hundred pages or so that he was about to 
dabble in such horrors as a secret society for the 
annihilation of millionaires. As soon as I discovered 
this tlie knowledge cast a cloud of unrealK^y over Jessie 
Bazley and lier protector lioger Carnac, both of whom I 
was trying to get to know and like. Mr. Beiinaud Capes 
is a reniarkahlo stylist of the forceful kind. He stabs one 
with vivid adjectives, and he suffers intensely with the 
emotions of his characters; hub I tliink he ought to admit 
(putting aside fora moment the difficulty! have mentioned 
above) that it is a little difficult to weep for a plutocrat who 
makes a mistress of an innocent girl wJnlst his wife is living, 
'and a little incredible that a girl, however innocent, should 


that astute man away. 
Because it ’s a rotten 
title. The Russo-Scot, 
Serg ins Mihailovitch, 
Count Macdonald, is a 
now Quixote, a dear, 
bravo, impracticable, 
even preposterous ])or- 
son, but witli nothing 
whatever lliirnpty- 
Diiinptyish about him. 
Ho IcavoB a Grand 
Duko’s service, ostensi- 
bly to become managing 
director of un American 
motor-car company 
liondon, really to engi- 
neer the restoration of 
the King of Gali/ia. The 
marked card in the game 
is pla) 0(1 by one Mr. Belt, 
a malicious travesty of 



consent to live in the 
house of a man as his 
seciotary wluni she has 
realised that tlu'.re is 
no otlicr woman in the 
establishment. An) how, 
whatever the c:ius<j and 
whether the fault was 
the author's or mine, I 
tried to agonise with 
him, and with" Ids hero 
and iKU'oino, hut failed. 
And 1 aril heartily sorry 
for this, for I Iiave the 
greatest respect for Mr. 
Gapes. 

( ' a p / a i n G r igg, the 
hero of The Bed Vintage 
(CoNSTAIiLK) , was a 
Pedoral spy, and the 
main iricidonts of this 


an ox-Pal)iati (and meant, BUSINESS ENTERPIUSE IN THE PAST. stirring story are m the 

1 should judge for au^ jj .secure an or„er eor a ro.v ur - broad li, hre - at - 

actual caricature), who is , Uomkhday liooK. Bight, hold-your-lifo-m- 

tho professional ocono- !your-hand style. The 

mist and philosopher of tlio movement. The economics simple layman may well bo astonished by secret- service 
are not economical. J‘jVOi*y inhabitant of Gali/iia has men, and not invariably by their acuteness. Here, for 
his price, atK^ each is to bo ]»aid, in order to effect instance, Grigifs intrepidity was rewarded by the scoring 


BUSINESS ENTERPIUSE IN THE PAST. 

II.— An acent KM)EAM»uniKc 10 SECiruE AN oiaeoii roii a coi-y 


a progressive and bloodless counter-revolution. But of several points for Ids side; but tho credit of his 
Sergius Mihailoviich knows nothing of this and walks a exploits is tempered by tlio refle^cbiori tliat Ids chief 
white way of his own over calumny and misunderstanding rival would havo been easily outwitted l)y an intelligent 
to essential success and clout li. It is a rattling good story, hoy-scout. Delia Coombs, tho lieroino, was of course a 
m)t a bit in tho Ruritanian manner, more whimsical and whole-hoartod Confederate , at least she was until she mot 
likely -unlikely. There's clover if extravagant satire in it, tho spy, and then her heart was punctured. (being 

and it has some very engaging lively characters — perhaps los.s agile than Ids name suggests) got on very slowly with 
rather too many of them. J think, too, that Mr. Chaijoeu, Ids w'ooing, but the conditions under wliicli he had to make 
distracted possibly by ilio shortliorns, haslet Sergiuses wife love w’oro so parlous that I cannot bring myself to blariio 
run awify wdtli him, always an immoral thing to do, and, in 1dm. Hvery time ho went to see Delta ho w'as in danger 
this instance, very dostructi\e to the story. P^or there's being arrested or shot, and that may well liave placed 
such a thing as “key "even in a fantasia, and she seems an impediment on his tongue. P'or tho development of 
out of it. The blameless episode between Sergius ixnd\ Delia's character Mr, JosErn Sharts deserves a special 
hady Aldington desorves^^I sjicak as a decent philistine) a word of ])raise. Resisting the temptation to allow her to 

happier ending. indulge in heroics, ho has drawn a woman capable, ipi 

• .... peculiarly trying circumstances, of acting not only with 

Mr. Bernard Capes has iacklt'd a pretty stiff job in loyalty and courage, but also with reason and common 
Jessie Bazky (OoNSiTAjmE) — tho fusion of romance proper sense, 
with a story sensational crime. It is a mixture which 

has sometimes been made successfully — there is The The New Glove. 

‘IVomau in IVhife, to name no other example*— -lint for the “Oo'eshes were to be seen ouo very hand ." — Start 
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CHARiVARIA. 

tt is said that the Government con- 
templates presenting Mr. Ukumond 
virith a medal for life-saving. 


i;: >!: 

♦ 


An alleged burglar who broke into a 
clothing ' establishment ut Tamworth 
changed his old suit for a new olvdr, hut 
neglected to take from his discarded 
coat an Insftranco Act ernergoncy' card 
which befre his naiiie and address. 
Mr. Lloyd GKOuaii is said to be 
delighted that proof should already be 
fortlicbniing of the usefulness of his 
experiment. 

In connection witli a recent incident 
in the House, it is being asked whether 
the so-called punisliment of suspension 
for defying the Speakku iniglit not bo 
improved upon. For 
ourselves, instead of 
temporarily disfi an- 
cljising a consliLu- 
ency, wo should ho 
inclined to give the 
Treasury power to 
hold back a ])Qriiun 
of the ^janghiy boy’s 
pocket-money. 

The ]')rogramn)o at 
the Oolisciini during 
tlie cold snap was 
such an excellent one 
that wo trust that 
the advertised des- 
cription of the houKO 
as “ The Coolest 
Theatre in London ” 
kept no one away. 






ing this camo thd Btatcmeafc An- 
nouncements of Births, Marriages, and 
Deaths appear at the foot of tlie first 
column on this page every day.” 

It is perhaps excusable if the persons 
represented in the miniatures wliicfi 
were surreptitiously removed from tliC 
Royal Academy are a little piqued at I 
their return. ^ I 

Meanwhile the authoritios at Bur- 
lington House bopo that this borrowing 
of pictures from their exhibition will 
not spread, and another year they may 
find it necessary to make a chargo in 
such cases. ,5, 

-N ' 

Mr, Lloyd Geouoe has expressed 
himsedf as being in sympathy with the 
proposal to tax advertisomout hoards 



■ ' 

Th0 mJerohe whiidi 
for tooth -ache has IwU iJttcotifwed 
M. HoLuJiiK riANenvN, 'e 0|iriiitiwh|i'' 
dentist. An angry crowd* 
mainlv ol pareons with swollen 
is said to have kvuroutidwd the dentlst^il ‘ 
house as soon as th<| news 
known, and hut for the efiorti of the 
police the haoillus wtuild have Imn 
dragged out and lyncluMh 

At the Market BoH Worth iHty 
Kossions last vvi^ik a man and hi« wife 
won^ lined live shillings nach and costs 
for cruelty to a cat atul a canary which 
they liad left witlioutjood and water 
while they wore away.* Ah a result of 
this viiuiication of their » Ights, canary I 
birds all <)ver the couniry wve said to 
he sliowing a ciM laiit ainuunt o( truCH'^ 
lencp, and there huv<i h on brought to 

, our fiol lee two welh 

i a u 1 1 1 (Hi t ic ated in- 

stniiecH of birds |?a- 
fusing (od<)Hisfc frbth 
singing when told to. 

The Aliment Ordijr 
of h'oivPilers, at 
liigh c-oun bold }aat 
wodv at lieio<^rttcr, 
decided by a large 
nuijorily that Lob* 
don sludl in fuiuro 
1)0 the pernuuienl 
centre of ilio Society. 
Might we suggest the 
forest of Aldwych 
as olio ring a pe- 
culiarly appropriate 
site for the new 
headquarters 


Among the an- 
nouiicomenta of attractions at the White 
City wo find tho following item : — 
“Twelve Conccjrts by Costumed Na- 
tives.” While we are relieved to hear 
that the performers are costumed, the 
word “ Natives ” seems to us to ho 
lacking in descriptive power. It can 
even be applied to people born in 
England. * 

“ A cinematograph target, in which 
tho marksman aims at living pictures, 
is being tested on Salisbury Plain,” 
We are glad to hoar this. TUioro are 
a great many cinema productions wdiich 
W’0 should like to see shot. 

Journalism sornetimos approaches 
Very noar to literature. Occasionally 
it comes too elds©. For example, the 
other day a dainty sketch by Mr. Dion 
Clayton Galtuuop in The Daily Mail, 
describing a courtship, wound up ^vith 
tho sentence : ** Sir Homy kissed 

Lady Blissabeth.” Immediately (ollow- 


“OnE half the would dues not know how the OTHKU JIALF LIVKK. 


by tho sides of railways. Tho Chan- 
cellor is of course well known to ho 
hostile to hoardings of any kind. 

Now that Banbury has allowed the 
famous Globe Room in the Reindeer 
Inn to bo sold, tho chief antiquities left 
to that town are certain Banbury 
cakes. a. ... 

Marlborough Street Police Court is to 
be demolished, and replaced by a more 
commodious building. Wo have long 
been of the opinion that ilio jiuosont 
structure is not quite worthy of the 
high class of prisoner which patronises 
this court. ,j. 

A letter from tho Homo Ofiico to 
local authorities suggesting liiat un- 
clean prisoners should ho cloansikl 
stales that “ there is no statutory 
power of compulsion where the pri- 
soner refuses.” But surely Wormwood 
Scrubbs ? 


ThoBoi liu corrcB* 
ponduut of The Exprena informs its 
loaders that an umisual olopoment ha$ 
taken pliuvi in that city, a hrldegroprn 
numing oil with tho datightov of his 
hotrotlied on the morning that had been 
fixed for liis wedding with the mother. 
Wo withhold judgment iniiil We have 
soon porlrails of tho luflicH; but mean- 
while we lire i)u-.judie?d in faVOUr of 
the gontlemarL 

hVoni a fumtiM’ advertisemctti of the 
Ihrlvonhciid J lippodrome: - 
FOR 

“TOMOUiiOW'JH BAVS^*‘ 

HOOK \OUU HlflAMB, 

Pcj’rtonally wo h hall lake it lying dow'n. 

A Genevona Bee ignition. 

“ H(aithall-"Noi hctriii 
juison tu puiliMflM (»i thij Liil 

(JoimtfhH uf i4i l)n' vv<i*'ls of ih( 

claujilj'.r, in rtc<*ILcndi<>n oi He iiilonNht 

tkry Imvo ulvutyM tukvn trt |lu' U£|,fAV(‘ of 
dinti ict. hord ami l#rly ‘J< miry 
topruvi'U* 

- ■ y'-— - -- - 
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TO THE PREMIER 

on reading in a iiinisterial Journal the alleged programme 
j i of his Aulunm Marne uv res, 

{‘*Tlio Prime Minister a\ ill siMJudithe next f'nw weeks in a rouml of 
visile . , . Early in Octoher Mr. As<iuiMi will uortli, a 

ireek at Dalla«» Elgin, and a week at lialmoral. . . . At the end of this 
pteriod ♦ . . Mr. A>Siuith will malui liiw headquarters for a lew 

weeks of motoring and night seeing.” — An/// ('hninii'le. 

**The llon^i! ofCoiniiion5j will r<‘Hiinie on Ocloh -r 7. Jhiiltj VhrotuHe.^ 

When tho wild partridge, hustled from tho turnips, 
Comes swooping down the equinoctial gales ; 

When Autuiuu’s matin chill tho coney’s fur nips 
And Sumuior’s final charm (if any) fails; 

In that lone hour of widowhood and \yorry, 

Wlien first your stricken party lacks the aid 
Of him its Master (now the J3aron Murray), 

Newest of converts to tho ranks of Trade ^ 

I should have thought, at such a solemn juncture, 

You would 1)0 there, your own heart wounded sore, 
Doing your best to salv(3 tho general puncture 
And hush tho dirge of “ Elibank no more / " 

It should liavo been, I guessed, your bouiidon duty 
To raise their drooping peckers, come out strong, 

And loudly reassert tlio deatliloss bgauty 
Of all those various Bills deferred so long. 

But no. If I may trust my Daihj Chronicle^ 

'Tis tlien, when most they mourn their truant Wliip, 
Your kilted frame, in search of Nature’s tonic, ’ll 
Traverse the Border on a Highland trip. 

Healed by a fortniglit’s rolling in tho lioathor, 

You '11 whi/z through London on your southward way, 
Not pausing onco to make enquiry whether 
Your sheep, unsliepherdod, have gone astray. 

Deaf to tho voice of by-oloctiou voters, 

You will embrace tho Adriatic’s bride 
(Venice, that happy hunting-ground of motors 
At which no local horse has ever shied). 

Strident amid her strait and tortuous 
I lioar your hooter’s devastating tune, 

I see you in your goggles as you sally 


“ Chief among the graver problems of the day/’ 
to this Knowledgable One, the question : tvhere shall 
we make our holiday ? ’’ 

“ You want to know where to stay,” he began. 

“ Exactly.” . 

In the West Country? ” 

“ On to it in onco I ” said we, and he handed us a book, 
marked sixpence, but presented giatis, and entitled, Where 
to Stag in the West Qonntry, 

Wo sat upon a bench, tho admired of all beholders. 
Barmtaple,'* I road aloud, beginning at iho^ beginning, 
attracts many patients stiff ering from 'pulmohary dis- 
orders** 

“ Next, please,” said George. 

** Bideford {North Devoi^, Pojudalion 0,500. Early 
Closing Day, Wednesday, Bates 8/4 {likely to he reduced). 
Subsoil, ham and .shale. Toum Cleric, TF. B. Sheldon,** 
“We might spend our mornings,” said George, “count- 
ing tho population and our afternoons watching tho rates 
being reduced. Then, what with tlio loam and shale and 
tho Town Clerk, wo should not want for evening amuse- 
ment and instruction of the quieter sort.”. 

I went on a bit. ** On the morning of June ilth, 1G85, 
the ^ 1 [elder enherg* accompanied by two snuiLlcr vessels, 
appeared at the little 2 )ort of Lyme,** 

“Indeed,” said George; “but I am afraid wo are too 
late for that.” 

“ Tho death rate at Seaton is stated to bo 15-7. . . 

Goorgo is very hard to please. “Quickish,” he 
admitted, “ but if it must bo, lot it, say I, bo sudden^” 

“. . . and tho gas Ijs. por 1,000 foot, but 4.s*. Id, for 
boating. A thousand foot should last us, if wo make a 
point of going to bed early, and we could save the M. by 
pretending that it was for heating. Let ’s go to Seaton.” 

I Goorgo was adamant on tho question of rapid decease. 

, “ Then,” I announced, “ wo must go to Lynmouth, where, 

I apparently, special privileges are afforded io tourists. TJie 
doath-rato there is distinctly stipulated to bo -8 per 1,000, 
cxcUuling visitors. , . . Moreover I see iliat one may 
hero purchase electric light at 5d. por unit.” 

“ One could of course distribute units as the customary 
prosonts for good children from Lynmouth and so keep 
the Devonshire cream for oneself. But even so. . . 

“ Oh, take tho book yourself,” said I irritably, “ and don’t 
trouble to tell me that the Morthoe Pariah Council Clerk 


To Lido o’er tho nicely-tarred lagoon, 

A few brief weeks iu this fine motoring centre. 

And homo again your punctual foot will press, 

Cheered by a gtftierous House as you re-outer 
In time to catch the Christmastido recess. O. S. 

THE RESORT. 

“ We must go for a holiday,” said I, 

“ But must get neither lost among, nor identified with, 
the holiday-making masses,” said George. 

“ Lot us wait till tho last loaded four-wheeler has 
disappeared.” 

“And thf)n got iuto a taxi. Nothing else remains to l>e 
considered except our destination,” 

“And that will be docidod by tho gentleman at the 
Enquiry Oliioe of that particular terminus to which our 
elects to take us.” 

So we waited till tlio rash was over and made our 
dignified and leisurely exit later. At tho Iiondon and Gimt 
Western we found an Enquiry Officer not so exhausted by 
previous enquirers butf what ue was ready and willing to 
; .give his undivided cattont ion to our case, and place his vastf 
Ijppivledge at our disposal. 


is Mr. P. Chugg, for I have observed that fact for myself,” 
^“D stands for Dartmoor,” said George. “ What about 
that? . . . Tho visitor who goes there will return again and 
agahi ... and those who ivish for a longer stay tvill find 
accommodation,** , > ' 

“ Does it say exactly whore ? ” I asked, 

“ Curiously enough, no.” . 

“ All tho men I ever know who, by tlieir own desire or 
not, made a longer stay wore similarly reticent upon the 
point. . , . But what does it say about tho attractions ? ” 

“There is a lamentable absence of Town Clerks and 
Early Closing Days, and there is, in fact, but one 
particular given.” 

“And that ? ” 

“ A Cider Manufacturer, who, it seems, practises there 
as also at Birmingham.” 

Tliat railway does nob go to Birmingham, so we wont to 
Dartmoor. 

In the train, George bocamo a little silent and gloomy. 

“ Cheer up ! ” said I optimistically. “ If wo don’t like 
tho place, we can always . . , escape.” 

“I was wondering,” he answered, “more about clothes. 
Aren’t they rather particular, and have we got the right 
onee?'*^' 








AUNTS ANCIENT AND MODERN. 

Whkbe are the aunts of yesteryear, 
Whose quaint familiar faces 
Redeemed an age of chandelier, 

Of lavender and laces, 

Their daily rdU to knit and chat 
On ottoman or settle. 

Their properties a pampered cat, 

A caddy and a kettle ? 

Where are the aunts of yesteryear, 
Whose charitable labours. 

Whose coal and flannel made them 
dear 

To impecunious neighbours, 

Who breathed an air of auld lang syne 
And struck delicious poses 
That went with elderberry wine 
And desiccated roses ? 

Where wm the aunts of yesteryear, 

, fawe at little nephews 

ieaced the e)x>n crutch, the queer 
that the dW use; 
viewed askance 


' I'lV 


Hero where the groundsmen mow and 
delve 

Till every lie is grassy. 

You '11 find the aunt of 1912 
Most handy with her brassy ; 
Scorning the after-luncheon nap, 

The mittened *‘/ar nienic,*' 

She strives to bring her handicap 
To something under twenty. 

Here where the glittering sno%VBcapos 
shelve 

And feathery flakes are^swirling. 

You *11 meet the aunt of 1912 
Tobogganing and curling ; 

Ski-ing and skating with the best 
In manner bright and hearty, 

She adds inimitable zest 
To any Alpine party. 

Queen of the tourney, she applauds 
Each feat of thew and tendon. 
Heroic bouts at Queen's or Lord's, 

At Banelagh or Hendon ! 

Where airmoi plane, where batsmen 

pjbmt 

Their |e^ torpsa J^e (tfisas^^ 
Tpunglmifls^g aunt 


\ An Ardent Ohurohgoer* 

I “The atteudauoe at the ohureh^Ji on Hoi 
I allowed a duuiniitiou hy reason of the 


deiuirtiire of ntrangerH Irom U»e loosUty* THo 
viaitor was, however, iiotleeahle at all the placiQa 
of publio wovshiii.” Timm, 

This must bo a record. We wonder 
how he got round. 


TnRi’Hir (Ucii), partly moulted, laai woak ; 
2a. Oil. lOWHi'd ; owner alUohed to bhiL'* 
hu'hmoHih 

With the assistance of this clue, the 
police should easily trace the blt>l. 

“At Yarmouth, amid the holiday a 

man fell beneath the ft\)nt ^ e IfoW'- 

hui oed brake laden with paiMon^rli. Im 
passed over him, and ho owed bts Ull to the 
fact that he was wearing aaiidwtoh twhli on 
which appeared only tne word ^Klsmotv’ Ko 
bones were broken, Jiheniaiff 

Wo always wear them, and bavp fouud 
them quite effective even witlu3il||t the 
magic word “ SSsmet.'* 

"** * One thing more/ Maid Mary, * Whi#taboUt 
tny jpoor old nooe I Yon know H h 

*kot diVodMIy, Mary, but juMoletafei jio to 

b. itli lttMia 

dilty/ * 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


tA»o;««*r .11, 


<‘I don’t think so," said Pamela, 

THE LIMPET. “ 1 think it *s rather sweet/'^ that I have very grave doubts mystiit 

I think it was last 'Christmas or If my tailor saw mo in that/* I whether it is quite — shall 1 
some time that I relatdd to Pamela pursued, “he'd never speak *to me orthodox?*’ ^ 

how I dived off Brighton pier with a again.’* ^ Pamela’s father, I regret to say, 

high sea running and rescued a society ** Well, he won t see you. You aren t treated the matter w'ith deplorable 
lady whose identity I could not reveal, going to wear it down Bond Street, levity. Jle laughed and guffawed^ dug 
v>( course 1 invented the whole story, are you? ” ^ me in the waistcoat and told me 1 wafil 

but I was courting her at tho time, It is a well-known fact that it is a wag. It was impossible to make 
and you must tell tho girl something, hopeless to argue with a woman, and, him take a serious view of the subject 
As a matter of fact my aquatic per- Pamela being undoubtedly a woman, I “IJalf-past seven, d^irling,” said 
fonnancos have hitherto been confined gave up and bought the tiling. Pamela, loaning over the stairs on her 

to tho artificial lake in tho Bath Club But if it was idle to talk to Pamela way to bod. 

— at the shallow end. there was Pamela’s father. | “ Yes, yes,” I said. “ I hope I shall 

1 had no- idea at the time that her I decided I would have a few words wake up. Sometimes I oversleep tny- 
fathor would go and take a bouse for with him when a suitable occasion self.” 


where should we be ? X muafi cbi^fHas 
that I have very grave doubts mystiit 
whether it is quite — shall 1 


Pamela’s father, I rogret to say, 


tlio summer months with bathing facili- offered. 


ties at the very doorstep. It is just tho 

silly sort of thing he would 

do. 

I put off going to stay there 
as long as possible, but w 

eventually iny rejiertoire of ll!IUf>^ 

excuses gave out, and I went ^ 

down for the week-end. 

I bought a book called 1'/'* jfj 
The Art of Natation to read 
in the train. J had hetni 
careful to forget my bathing 
things, but 1 tliouglit it ^ 

would bo as well to read up 
tho Buliject a bit. 

Fortunately 1 had a carriage 
to myself, and was able to 
practise tho various attitudes 
deuicted in the diagrams, ' 

1 throw tho book out of the ^ 

window Ijjfore tho train 
reached my destination. 

Pauiola was on the plat- 
form. 

** I hope you ’vo not for- 
gotten your bathing things ? ” 
she said. 

I slapped my leg. , 

•■Great Scott! Why „,™v, 
didn’t you remind me before? 

I , . . really* 1 don’t know who's to 
blame for this. What a pity I I was 


Over our cigars, 1 spoke to him. 




“ You won’t to-morrow,” she said. 

“ I ’ll come and call you myself.” 

— And she did, bringing wilh 

her a kind of opera-cloak 
^ ' made of bath-towel. 

, I got up, dressed in tho 
^ V comic costume and the opera- 
/ cloak, lit a cigarette and wont 
/ to tho wimlow to look at tho 

'voather. 

\ i^amela, similarly attired, 

\| was doing skirt dances in 

j tho front drive. 

/ “ Conio on, you sleepy old 

thing.” 

m “ My costume doesn’t fit,” 

/( I said. 

I “Oh, what (Iocs it matter ? 

I Do hurry up I Wo ’ll bolato 

\ for breakfast.” i 

'Ij “Yes, I’m afraid we j 

iL shall,” 1 said. “ I 'm very 

^ glad you thought of that. 

!*C We’d bettor give it up this 

^ morning. 1 don’t want to 

bo late for breakfast. So 

, rude.” 

K ! IT 8 A M ’g ple.ntu of time if 


AND IJIE CllICKRT i.ETJTNC 


glw. Captain {to umpire, who has rcccivut a srvnr Mow), “ Jun e ! it s a .. un.ovo ’s nhmfu of time if 

. , NASTY 8MA( K ; RUT CHEEK Cl’, IT ’.S ALL I’AIlT UF THE CAME.” ® 

i slapped my log. you come 

”, Heroic Umpire, “ \ es, S;k ; and ijie cuicket ir.i^ i.etjtnc a - 

“Great bCottl Why „it wasn’t ir?” 1 withdrew my head from 

didn’t you remind me before? ’ the w’indow and went to tho 

I , . . really* 1 don’t know who's to “ You have hoard, no doubt,” I said bath-room, where 1 got the ther- 
blame for this. WHuitapityl I was “tliat your daughter and J propose mometer, tied a long piece of string 
looking forw^ard to tho bathing all the to bathe togother to-morrow morning to it, and joined Pamela in the garden. 


way down,” 

“Ob, that’s all right,” said Pamela. 
“There's a shop in tho village whore 


before hreakfa-st ? ” 
lie assented. 

“ 1 don’t know, Sir, what vour views 


you can buy a lovely costume. W^o ’ll may be,” 1 continued. “ Tlieie are before 


“What in tlio world do you want 
with that ? ” she exclaimed. 

“ I want to take the temperature 


go round after tea.” iminy jiooplo, you know, who disap- instrument designed for the purpose.” 

We took tea on tho shore. T did prove of mixed bathing very strongly “ 1 ’ll race you to the buoy and 

not cjyre about the scenery at all. It indeed, and I want you to say quite back,” said Pamela, pointing far out 

was a sort of rocky 'bay wbore the sea frankly if you or her mother are at to the horizon. “ They ’vo never let 

gets deep at once, which is extremely all unhappy about it. 1‘auiela and I me go out far before because of the 

dangerous. would give it up at ouce.” current, but I shall bo safe with you.” 

After we had had enough tea, wo “ My doai' boy,” he exclaimed cordi- “If you stay with mo,” I replied, 
Weut round to the villt»go shop where ally, ** we have not the slightest “ you will be absolutely safe.” 

kept bathing costumes. ^ objection. Considering that you two We stood on a largo rock and l.-lot 

They Ijid one out on the counter, young people are engaged to be the thermometer down into the 
It was a sadly comic creation in red married, it would be very unreasonable depths. Then I hauled it up fklittl 

and blue stripy. if we had.” looked at it. 

I looked arit sadly. “That is true,” I said» **ia a sense. I shook my head. ' 

“Oh^ po/’ I said, ^Hfaat won't do at But you never know* The engage* “Ah^ I was afraid no,” 1 saidt 

ilIL It horrid-** inAnt ho hivkVAn rM AnVI tKAin u lIVK *.*! '*» 


This is a scientifio 


instrument designed for the purpose.” 

“ 1 ’ll race you to tho buoy and 


ment might be broken off and then ) ** Wbat a pity f* 





PUNCH, OR THE IiONllX)N 




1; ; V^* IJfbe aea *s too warm,’* 

S\ '<*®oi** 

" ; slipped off her bathiog- 

; 

‘*1*11 give you two minutes’ Blait,” 
I said. 

“ All right.;* 

She dived in and swain away. 

I sat dow^ on the rock to think it 
all out. *J'ho girl would almost an'- 
tainJy bo llrowned and 1 should feel 
very much to blame. 

Then suddenly an idea occurred to 
me, and I called to her to come back. 

She turned her liead. 

“ Yos?" 

“ Como hack.'* 

“ Why ? ” 

“ Como back.’* 

She turned round and swam back to 
the rock and caught hold of the edge 
of it. 

“ Wliat . . . is it . . , now " she 
cried. 

1 shook my head and, gatliering tlio 
tails of my cloak about my feet, glared 
down at lier with an expression of 
fearful soleumity. 

“ It *9 Sunday,” I said. 

Pamela throw up her arms, uttered 
a faint cry of despair, and sank to the 
bottom. 


SPAWINd AT IIAKPOCATP: 

An Ode to the Sulphur Water, 
IlATKFUn malodorous potion 

Pro wed on the hanks of the Styx, 
Drawn from tlu^ snlplmrous ocean 
Hard by the lialls that arc Nick’s ; 
You that were bred in such yilaces, 
Why do you (|uit them to como 
Korth from those regions wlieie he and 
his legions 

Gloat o’er a victim gout ridden and 
glum, 

Gulping you down with forhidding 
grimaces 

Into his turn ? 


















Sit 






EXCEEDING THE LIMIT, 

Mulnl. “Mow OI.I) MU', (Wl{\IV i I lU 1: A H- V* 

(Uifttunl, *• I 'M l,N'r\-l‘!\ I , MN hi M., ' 

Mahcl rfuHn). “Ou! 'I III \ \hi, )i hii< ^nh\ ” 


JIow tlio last lingering ounces 
Waken a horrililo douht 

Foul your aroma and rotten, Whether 1 ’ll inasterimpendingdisashT 

Frankly suggestive of eggs Wliether 1 wouldn’t he hettei* wilh<m( 

Laid in tlio j)ast and forgotten, Waters my poor little Mary j»io 

Left to cm hitler the dregs 1 nounccs 

Merely a whilf of the mixture Worse than the gout! 

Fills mo with longing to send 

Straiglit to peulition both lioml and Give nie the throbbing sensatiooe, 
physician Joints tliat arc swollen and pink 


physician Joints that arc swollen and 

(Leagued to exploit this unspcakahlo Lather than furtlior potations 
blend), y<^tir iniquitous di-ink I 

Therein to languish, a ^permanent lix- Hero our acquaintance we sev 

Htrangors henceforth to ren 
Unto the end I nothing loath, 1 will stick 


Ti»f coming ; 

“'''rh iih'iiciN lli( i.liir f nicml'*'!' flu; !hui«t\ j 
til,' M.iil W ul^ ill 1‘itti‘r I'p-o* lUM . 1 

lillli _\<MI t’i* 'll ol vvjiji h llAVh kfCli 

.h' 1 I - a I fhiilOifi'i 

l/ii'it'U ll'iui'Ui < 'lit la*lir y-rWitfi . . , 
)iin til il iir; I 1.1*1 l•l\ f'Oia.ti 111 i,"uti\urU>J 
llh !»* n , ’ y / - / a u )li ( I nr. 

Wo should nmi h hko to k|iiow if our 
l*ioh'Ktant minoilt'14 are ithv,j <knng 
good Avork amongst the heathen life- 
!>oais. 


Glass number one that I swallow 
Amply annihilates thirst, 
let there *s another to follow 
Hfttd on the heels of the first I 


Of your iniquitous drink I Inals, 

Hero our acquaintance we sever, i 

Htrangors henceforth to remain ; j '• k, IIumi. l <>r Mm: -In.; 

Ho, nothing loath, 1 will stick icMnyM .Unui).s ; hail. ,Miunntr« rn.ia psvn." 

toplii ' The above, from a LiverpiX)! evening 


Though they be many and girdled paper, is a suflidont iPnsv^vc lo the 
with pain ; pos«imista who aftk, 1 s J^lnglaud (Hllmg 


, with pain ; 

Not for the ransom of kings will I ovei,* 
Face you again 1 


posslmisis wno asK, ” i ^ nuimg 

t behind other uatioUs in Uio art of 
tubbing as in otltor Manly sports ? ’* 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CII4JliyAEi 




^ ' ' I ' m b 0 foregefc'fciDgona''of her own'?, ihere,^;i«3r;'a'^r>I'*to/'ii^^ 

3 ueTTKtfo* And fio sho came. And the very next for J 
; paCK. TEE La^d, morning, when I was milking Blossom, an4 two fails ( Ihsii&id 0 ?lf A 

* ; J^iUUrcup Farnit Wilh. Popsy appeared on tho scene to help afterwords, We had a hoy party/^ 
0Ei»EfiT DirnNK,— What do you mo, got up en pai/saniie, point-davice, would have been a stream n the 
think of your own Blanolio as a with a milkmaid’s complexion (not at weather hadn't been so absolutely; 
farmer? One Is hoard so mucli lafoly all hadly done!), and a milking-stool brutal. In one of our games half of US ' 
of the decline of fanning in Mnghind and pail complete. Directly Blossom buried ourselves in the hay (it was a,^. 
that I felt it was the duty of sonio of cauglit sight of licr she wrenched her- bit damp and sodden, hut wo put On ' 
to step into tho hreacln So 1 got self away from tho men and boys who mackintoshes), with only our feet sticks 
Josiah to buy this ])Iace and stock it W(3re liolding her and went for Bopsy! ing out, and tho others liad to guess 
wit]irmr///?v*A' — and hcie J ani,fai-ming ! Tho poor old dear flung away her whose foot they were. T tKink it's a 
And i find, my dearest, that a little milldng stool and piiil and ran faUcr, lovely game. Beryl called it stupid 
namoloss joaniing I’ve luid for a(Jor^ my dear, than anyone could at (she takes T/s !). 

was j-eally just the sub conscious need her age and with such heels! Later Talkingofw'oddings, Jack Willoughby 
of fiirm4ifii ! ^ Quito several peojde wo had to have Sir William Kiddem was married last week. She’s fancied 
have followed my example already, down. lie said, Yes, Lady Ramsgate as tho next woman amatour-golf- 
Boryl Clargos has got a farm, iiw/?/Y:r^ liad certainly done too much running, champion, you know, and — isn't it 
rivalry with mine, a few miles oil; and and he sliould positively forbid lier ever delicious, dearest? — she’s actually 


Beryl Clargos has got a farm, in direct 
rivalry with mine, a few miles oil; and 


Babs St. Austin is growing turnips | to run so fast again ; her knees had un- married tho amateur-spillikins-cham 


half - an - houi ’s 


(loul )tcd I y 1)0011 greatly overworked, and pion, Teddy Treherno! We’re 


(Turnij)s, you know, are the nc.w food.) lie sliould advise elocti'ic massage, and, wondering wdiat they'll chat to each 
But about mo: I’ve some cows - a when her constitution Juid partially other about during tho l)rief intervals 
darling Jersey called Blossom ” is iny recovered its equilibrium, a course of when Jack is at homo! People are 
special pot — and some pigs, and the treatment at Krankcnbad. So there’s tolling quite a good little story about 
sweetest little daily. Jn tlio morning an end of her farming. one of Jack’s presents. She only lives 

I milk “Blossom,” ^^eal•i^g the dearest Joyce Vavasour, Norty’s cousin, was for golf, as you may imagine (sliecame 
little milking-drcBS. 1 've not been able married the other day at Little Higgle- straight off tho links to bo married, 
to got any milk //e/, hocauso “ Blossom” l)ury, not far from hero. It was tho left her clubs at the churcli door, and | 
won't stand still, though all tlie men very last word in the country weddings went back directly afterwards to finish ! 
and boys on the farm hold her tight that are so nmeJi done now. We’re a match), and is an outdoor girl, 

whenever I come near her. Then 1 go all just a little hit rather astonished at Her gi-eat-aunt Kastshire, however, 
fo my daily, wearing a simply do- Joyce taking Billy Mairiwaring after whoso ideas are a good deal overgrown 
licious dairy dress of butter-coloured all. But tho true inwardness of tho with ivy, gave her a gold tliinible for a 
embroidered linen with teony-wceny alTair is that she bad ideas for a wedding gift. ‘‘Ob, what a quaint 


fo my daily, wearing a simply do- Joyce taking Billy Mairiwaring after whoso ideas are a good deal overgrown 
licious dairy dress of butter-coloured all. But tho true inwardness of tho with ivy, gave her a gold tliinible for a 
embroidered linen with teony-wceny alTair is that she bad ideas for a wedding gift. ‘‘Ob, what a quaint 
cliurns for buttons, and my dairymaid country wedding and .she simply had little thing. Aunt Eastshiro I ” said Jack, 
shows me how to make butter. 1 tlon’t to curry them out. {hhitre nous, with a sliout of laughter, as she took it 
know whether you ’ve scon People Who in' aviie, that 's tho explanation of viany out of its case. “ Whatever is it for ? " 
Matter for this week? There’s a marriages that aren’t otherwise to be I’m aheady planning rny harvest- 
double-pago lieaded, “Society Loaders accounted for : — tlie girl has ideas i or homo. T moan it to bo tho biggest 
on their Farms,” with a photo of mo a wedding, and the man is merely thing of tho kind over done in those 
milking Blossom, anotlu'r photo of part of t)io niise-cn-scencl) Joyce parts. Come and bo a farmer, my 
mo making butter, a most went to wbat old-fasliionod people Daphne, and bo happy ! 


mo making butter, a most unfortunate went to what old-fasliionod people 
one of Bahs hoeing turnips, and a /mr- call the altar in a flowered chintz 
fully flattered one of Beryl Clarges and a big rustic hat with wide strings, 
standing near a jiloiigli and team and Instead of a bouquet slie carried a 


Ever thine, 

BIiANOHE. 

A message from Bahs : all her 


trying to look as if she knew all about basket of butter and eggs, and so did turnips were stolon last night! 
rotation of crops and all that kind of each of tho ten bridesmaids. Second P.B. — I’ve told Josiah this 

• Joyce, of course, had to put lior place must be sold at onco and all the 

After tho dairying I cliange again to basket down while tho knot w'as being creatures on it. l^lossom lias tried to 
a dear little p(/y,sY/u7/6’ walking frock and tied, and it was kiclted over, and tho tossino; the l)igs have stray^od away 
take a look round and grumblti ai)oul, eggs all got broken. Norty says he and are all lost ; the hay has tho motfi 
the W'oather as if 1 d been a fanru'r for came out of church with his hoots in it, or whato\d* it is that happens to 
years! Later in tho day 1 w'rito a little, covered wdlii yolk of egg. nnd that if hay, and tho corn is so damp that it^S 
J m coulrihuting a seiios of arti(;lf:s on he d known what sort ol tilings happen no good for broad, and, I suppose, wdll 
“Practical Vavming to 'Jiic J^eorc.^.^. ixi countiy ho d have come in liavo to ho made into puddings ; worst 

bo you see w’h at a busy little wonuni 1 bright follow* boots ! Billy and his best of nU, that Beryl Clarges lias enticed 
ami 1 cuv^/N/.s/ come :i,nd stay hero. It maiu wore smock-frocks and can*icd away my daiiyniaid, and I’m left with 
would just suit your practical w^ell- ]>itchforks, and they mado it complete twenty pouruls of sluff on iny hand^ 
informed mind. I romember, nges ago, by using d nr /tv/ -including tho parson, that has left off being milk and will 
you used to know bow many things Billy s cousin, who said, “ Wall oo hev never he butter ! Don’t over ever turn 
mAcie a ton, and which way the wind this wiimman ?”--and so on, and Billy your attention to farming, DapbheJ 
was Mwing, and all thosc*out-of-the- said, “Ees, oi wull.” (Norty says it Of all occupations it is tho ' 

things girls don’t generally know, wasn’t proper Wiltshire dialect, and loathly! '/i t 


ich way i.lio wind this wiimman?.” — and soon, and Billy yc 
I those* on t-of -the- said, “ Ees, oi wull.” (Norty says it Qj 
’t generally know, wasn’t proper Wiltshire dialect, and loj 


way thing? girls don’t generally know, wasn’t proper Wiltshire dialect, and loathly! , i 

i I'm immonsely sorry about poor old that, by shoving “Ees” into the sor- j ^ 

Lady Ramsgate. But / ’wi not vice, Billy ’s made the marriage illegal.) a Miracln '" I 

hfatnC She come. She All we guests played up to 'them. Kon... A-.. a a - t 

and said $He'd the fam feeling, Beryl Clargea brought a iniik-pail and 
might sli^ left it in the porch, but I bested her 


i3owi^, ^for her'btithe 

liny capeoially oxponslvc toi- 
rap^, 

' follow*' inoludofj the articles ineu- 

|(on*)d bdow.] 

WliKN the sun is warm and hi^h, 
When no i^eph) r Idows 
Eudely froui a iumhled sky, 

And my lady Delia goes 
Down to*brave the limpid sea, 
Passing fair, I woon, is she. 

You shall find her sloiuh^r shape 
Pleasingly displayed 
la a garb of costly cr^po — 

Finest cloth and latest sbiulo 
With, perchance, the ha))py grace 
Of some ancient Irish lace. 

Over this a chiffon wrap 
Flows in various curves ; 

While upon hen- Jiead a cap 
(Nothing less than satin) servos 
To protect her from the day 
And the toodnsihient spray. 

Thus, in ])art, is Delia clad, 

Yet not thus alone ; 

Corsets for her figure add 

Something that remains their own ; 
What it is one in ay not tell, 

But they seem to do it well. 

Yes, but these were not onow. 
Pardon if J beg 

That, for onct», you would allow 
Mention of a maiden’s leg. 

(“ Legs ” were hotter —she has two — 
But, in versejs, one will do ) 

* What, then, is my Delia’s wliiin 
With regard to these? 

Silken stockings, neat and trim, 

Rich and radiant -never limb 
Looked so vivid and so slini — 

Muse, bo steady, if you jjloaso ; 
Coldly lot us add, my Muse, 
Koforonco to her satin shoes. 

Thus equipp(5d in every sort, 

When tll(^ weather ’s line, 

Forth my ] )elia goes to sport 
By the gay and sparkling brine. 

■Hr -ii- ■/ '.i 

At the least approach of rain 
In my Delia goes again. 

D i : M - 1) i J i\i . 

NATURE NOTES, AUGUST, PJJ2. 

This is the season of the year when, 
us y^as sung by a poet who leinains 
anonymous, perhaps wisely — 

» » ( 2 ^ 1 ^^ iiatniiig cnibei H of J u ly 
/ , ' , Sink to the August glow. " 

eiBi^ly hours of moraiag are ox- 
novir, To-day, at seven 
o'okilOKy! . aii? was $o still that the 
pl^ll toy teniiiSrlawn was 
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Ft^thcrniftii. “ITkius comks i i'ii, PAi’i 'nn2 r.iviui h Mn.r ut' 'lUKM. 

Wiiat’k the mkanincj ok h f” 

/V//. “HuUK, 1 ('ANN(»T TKMi AT A!.l. AT AM., iSoj;!!, ii’sU,.» U' V THIS TKlUinaT. ANO 
Morn I DiHKVsE.'’ 


Diving for strawberries being lunv 1 
out of season, a now country ]mstime[ 
has taken its place. Several of my neigh [ 
hours have instituted mixed bathing in | 
their rose-gardens, a ropeddn pfu'guli , 
forming an ideal couiso for timid or, 
inexperienced swimmers. 

Hi\'er-si(lo bungalows are said to ho 
in great ilomaud this season. I luivo a 
friend who lias searched for liis i;i vain 
for the last month, in spite of careful 
soundings in all the most likely spoL*. ' 
So keen is tho local feeling that a , 
punt-piorrot, endeavouring to work olT a ' 
usually harmless wlioezo about “Would , 
you rather have the river at tho bottom j 
of your garden, or your garden at Uie 
bottom of the river/^ was only rescued 
with the greatest difficulty from an 
infuriated mob. 

Gapital sport k reported by fidhettoen 


m (lillercnf pails oi i.ye coinu.ry. From 
Little J )e('phoiough m-lloHovv, a cor- 
icspf)n{lent wiih's that, casing from 
th(‘ hank (l.iuidmi and CcHliity) with an 
orflimuy io«l and gut, ho secured a hue 
liag of so\ n oigna .-aading liftnuU pounds. 
Jh‘ adds tliat this 'vimcial Water is I>OW 
strictly pn^snrvrd. 

d'iio act inn ot aiiotluu' ap*)rtsmah in 
jnplacing Id.s wiliVn motl>er, WttecUrom 
a hjdioom window by madvertenco ' 
w hen he was after groceries, Is one that, 
while it may give rise to controversy, 
certainly upholds a line tradition. 

“Sack, dr cjuluugn loi iHUito, hf ^idiuiTuim 
GncyoIopH'diA, by MacL'uitlu, tiyiiijif tttuiin, 
0Ai*t £8 48. ; to vidiu* Xi ; ot \ hitw 

liOgliorn prefeitiHt. 

We are prepared to back oj|r own Buff 
[BrltaBmoas to give »tho M^koo^ie tot 
1 tvyd eggi a W0W a beaming* ^ 
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THE HOLIDAY. 

//(. “WiiAi aim: voif A-<;iM mulin' aiidi’T khi ? ’Ain’t Yor cor r,\KK\ i'niNK 'I’o make vjoii 'api-y?' 


I’AGAN FANCIED. 

Bi jOW, Father Ti ilon, blow your wroaihrd honi 
Chcorly, as is your wont, and let the blast 
Circle our island on tho breezes boi*n ; 

Blow, while the shining hours go swiftly past. 
Rise, Proteus, from the c.ool di‘])tbs rise, and be 
A friend to them that breast }our ancient sea. 

I shall bo there to greet you, for 1 live 

Of tho diijl nii'iidow's and the cniAvling si ream. 
Now with a heart ujilifted and adire 

1 como to greet you and to catch the gleam 
Of jocund Norcitls tossing in tlie air 
Tlio sportive tresses of their and er liair. 

High on a swelling upland 1 shall stand 

Btung by the bulTots of the wind- home spray ; 

Or join tlui troops that sport upon tlio sand, 

With shouts and laiigliler wearing out tho 
i«ay ; 

Or pace aj)art and listen to ti;e roar 

Of the gieat waves that lioat tho crumbling shore. 

Then, When tlio children all arc lapped in sloop 
, Tho pretty Nymplilftts of tho sea shall rise, 
j^d wo shall know them as they Hit and creep 
And j^ep and glance and murmur lullabies ; 

While the pale tcoon comes up beyond the hill, 

And l^roteua rests and Triton’s horn is still 

K. C.L. 


A CAld. TO ARMS. 

(/l//cr (J. II. K, Lih. /., Car. XXXII.) ♦ 

PoHCinntr. If in vacimt wise as \cb 
We’ve noisily indulged in w'arliko prattle, 

Tho lime has I'cally como, and \\g must get, 

Tiioiiias, to battle ; 

Jfaviiig been iirst tuned up to such a pitch 
By Bonau, who, althougli by natui’O quiet. 

Yet yeatns to occupy a iimil ditch 
And lead a i iot. 

Oh, after fierce polemics in the House, 

That turned tlm (lovemment to deailly pallor, 
Come, let us go up North and slaughter grouse, 
Venting our valour I 

“III ptiinc iu.slancca tlio tinevr'-t lia\u (.ikiii ii fmiry to hIimjIis in ft 
l»ut tlui ofl'cijf'e most jircvalrnt in tin* tholt, oi wikuI and coaI 
tLi Siiiiday nuuiiiug a losidrut got up uitliiT larly and was tomblv 
aurpriai'd lo liud .sFVfi'ftl wit-ks laying m-tir liis coaldiox, some lialf-fn]l, 
otlii'is riiipt.y. Hp now is IV liiTU hrliovtr in thiMdd atliigc, ‘TJio early 
bird, cti'.'” — Mtnuta lit u- Morai tiff Tunfs, 

Tlie sack-bird that lays near a coabbox is new to us. 

■ ■ -■ C ' ' ' 

“Lord Normanby, who has ju:,t been prcHented with an heir, ivho 
will be sixty-Hix next uioiitb, is a iimn of remarkable petsonaUty/* 

If Lord Nohmanuy is like Us ho should be very pjiea8e4^'* 
When wc are asked what we should lihe for a presebjbatiphf 
we always chopse an antique. ; ' 










m, OB 




ESSfiNOE OF PABI^iAlilltN 

ExTjucncD na» tb* Sim ot Tobt, M.P. 








r-f' V 








h 


- t 




.yN 


/ V \ rS. 


JV3 J 


i 






:'''W. 


















"SH 


■\, 


% 










V- 


Tfic Muster of EHhnik'. “I don t want to lualvo yuui flosli oicc]>, Murn, but 1 ’ni loavim^ lt> tniloj niyHrll.’' 


Ihmse. of Commons, Monday, AuejusiA 


niotioii to road Appropriation 


fi. — i^ank holiday. Sfcrikinf^ oxampJo Bill a third iiriio, Dr. Fell wont ofl on 
of unsolfish lidolity to public interest. 

Wlnlst all tho world is making holiday J|^ 

at Hampstead, Oroonwicli and other 

sylvan resorts, Memhors repair to 

Westminster, not only sot about the 

nation’s work as if it wore not holiday- 

time, but peg away far into tho night. ^ . , We 

Successive divisions mark a muster ox* 
ceeding 350; (]uito an average r(;eord. 

Dr. Fell much to tho fore, braving 
undefined but boldly assorted tendency JE#^. 

to incur inoxplicahlo personal tlislike. 

His night’s rest disturbed by appro- 

hension of another Government being 

in power next }oar and, anxious to 

maintain Sugar Convention in its 

jntogrity, finding that their country is 

irrevocably cut adrift. Pukmjej^ full fcjf 

of sympatliy; points out that witlj- iMy 

drawal irom the Convention does not 

tako^ September in next 

TRYtlJO to FIT THE CAT. 

' / ' . (^n.MAcOALtu'M Scoti\) 


anotluir tuck. Baisod (pu'‘;»tion of pay- 
mont of Minubr.rs, liiinuadtHl the faot 
that ( lONornmenl, m>t satinfied ivith 
bringing co'dit of oountiy lu lowest 
point leachul in lagbiy )C!UH, has per- 
honally discrodilcd Meinbirs Ih oyos of 
tho (‘0UMtr\ . 

“'J’lio nt^wH})apoi;-,'' ho said, hrussihing 
awtiy a toai, “ iu» b^ngor sponlv of us as 
iJio) did t\M> yciO'i ago.’' 

I'lvciNon^' d)itig lo know What bo- 
comrs of Di. hurn s salary. Toopolito 
lo ask ijiic 'HoiL Indeed, thorn odd 
disinclinatiiMi oti both sideS d| House 
to tliscusi. lupus When Dr. li'mx i»at 
d(j\Mi, ,‘dill puckoling his BWet, dcVnrte* 
jifLor hudnun purmissihlo tHWing nUgos 
(d .Apprupriutiou Hill, went Burnt in all 
dirni'tiony. 

At half- past nine Hhowod signs of 
drooj)ing. On ovo of division JJVLBH 
oil' Huadfobj* uplifted his volco in linal 
protest against oxiHUidiiuro rin bloated 
armaments. 

**\Vby/’ ho asked, sldveyinj^ the 
Treaemy Bench, op whichjmit a fw 
guilly Miiilstoi^s, ** should % Gown- 
naent drive their littpporiors-Atfaoir best 
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fluj)portets,’' ho added, turning round readinosa to fit on particular cap not 
to include Wroowood in his paternal mnaiiL for liis head. What did the 
glance, their strongest supporters,” right bon. gentleman mean? 
hero his eye fell on IIon't Kniit After kojuc wrangling, MAcCAnLUM, 
Haudir, into tlio lobby against them under threat of suspension, restuiied 


on a question of arnuiments ? ” 


his seat. Questions over, ho was up 


Reply war a division in which again sternly inquisitive, The cap 
Government majorit y ran d(j\vn to was, so to sjuiak, rankling in his bosom. 


twenty*nine 


St’kakkh rose to order. MacCalTjI'M, 


The sooner we \vind up hnsinoss insistent upon knowing all ai)Out the 
and get ofi’ to the moots the heller,” cap, declined to sit down. Angry cries 
said the Myxsiuit ok mopping of “Order! ” added to condition of dis- 


hifl anguisliod brow. 


Si'KAKEii directed recalcitrant 


JiliTHANK, liy the way, to inconsolable Arerulicr to witlidraw. Not a step till 
regret of all sections c»f parties, is, like full explanation of the cap was forth- 
tho Homo Rule Jhll. “going to tlie coming. 

IIouso of -Lords” in tlie Autumn Jn vain Aleinhers entreated him to 
Session. obey injunction from Chair, lie sat 


Autumn 


Jn vain Alemhers entreated him to 
obey injunction from Chair, lie sat 


liusincsfi (huio. — Appropriation Bill down ; till SrKAKiut made clean Irreast 
road a tliird time. 1 louse sat wcdl into about the cap ho would not budge, 
morning iu Committee on Linarico At lerrgth Si‘i:akkk “ named ” him, 
Bill. JhiKMiKU moved liis suspension, and, 

Tmsthnj- “The ])cst wav to avoi*! lost a wor e thing holcdl, he wont 
this sort of tiling is not to ask forth shaking his head and murmuring 
Supplemental Questions. ' aometliing alioiit a cap tlrat did not fit 

’Twas the Voice of the Si'kakiuc Busuicsh done-- Trades Unions Bill 
Quite time 1 m< complained. Jlearty passed Second J\o:rding by 2 ;j 2 votes 
clieer from lurtli siiles w^elcomed inter- against V.Vl. Jtound majority of a 
position. Mo'ux rant tard (jue jiwuihs. hundr*ed hoistcr'ously cheeAcd fiom 
Bupplemental QiKJstions have, without Ministerial Jlonches where rt has of 
exeiqitiori that occurs to the mind, been late been unfainiliar. 
directly rosponsihle for evci’y scone irn/ac.sY/u//.— Budget Bill passed 
which through Session has interrupted final slago. l>oth Houses adjourn till 
public business and inllamcd Party Monday, October 7 . 

1 passion. The firacLico is opiiosetl alike ■ - 

to tlio letlov ami the spiiit ol Stari<iing Vexatious Disobedience. 

Order. It, is grossly utifairlo Mon.l.o.s 


wlio liavooboycd iriisoiiablo injmiolioil wid, llic Ii -ul,ili,.iis ns |., calving an, I l.ialiu^ 
to give notice of a question and await a low clian^MS Jiavi* lakcn Ji’aco in the olli i:il 
tlidr turn to submit it. In scores of l"'-''' simw at invcmcss in 

eases daily oeenrring lln'ir rewaid bns 

been that boforo ll.eir opportunitj rcM ’'«m 7 ci,i i 


come.^ the limit of time allotted to 
Questions Iras been reached, the 
interval liaving been hirgel^> ajijriopri- 
atod for Supplemental CJuestions and 
consetpiont coUversationul outbreak. 


“ ('IS), witlj lilll<* at liool, 

v\i.sli('.s (purl .siln.ituni uslnnisrkrcjifM tt) knsinc.M.M 
;4<‘nt l<*in:ii» <>i tnvlr'tinan, (Uii.siian oi ('Jjuich 
t)f lail^'liilMl lioiiic pi'ri<.*i red." 

bid / n hu / [ih II t • tt / lOj ]\\ ti s. 
Isn’t this distinction just the least 


llafipily tluit is now a tiling of tlio htlle bit invidious, even in Seothuid 
past. 'I’lio marvellously long- ' 

I suffering, has at last put his foot down. , desfute Uh aitilicmluy, iIk; 

IMicdayoftboS.ll.pIoincnlulQuoslic.m'V ‘ 

is over, lJi(. ( oiiij ('t U SMI Iwim r\ri |no(luccl Dt'.in 1 

“'rins sort of thing” alluded lo by liniX'Si’s dfs.-ujAion ol IVtiaan- 
tho Si'iiiAivi’.H was a threateiuHl duel ‘Akh J, 

het\V(‘On JIhniiY (hlAJK and BaaI-Svy Anyom' sbonld 1.. aldo Io die lia).pilv if he had ) 

MaCOONALD OV'er placitl hcwly of Jonx 'Wltlon a.hia- liKr that. Mud.its T.ims, ‘ 

Rek.k, Kt. Avoided by 'SuKAKi-ui’s I- ar better live and tiiiish the lino. \ 

uruiceiistpmod suppivssion of Supple- * ■ — s 

mental Questions. ‘ id* ii.iin roilih'd against tlu* hmrtt of ] 


Ton Ulinulos bdor J^I.a. Cali.om llr' IJ-uininln.m M.itnm jm wl.n h one passenccc 

, 1 i , 1 f ji /O' v\as hliglilly woiiJidnl. - Xuil. 

SOOTT, uiirohukod from the Cluur, / \ 


was on his foot firing as if fiom a ^ be s.tiidwichcs, Jiowcv or, escaped un- 

mitraillouso SupplomentiiJ* Questions - 

ftinied at hapless Ki-.ciiktakv i.-ou •mVantki., gi'! ‘ir.NKKAi.. i,,, .si.cmn«< ; 
INniAl At length tbo SuK a kick inter- duuhhi hjy, n.H.A, t)ir<>ngh(nU.” 

posed. Calldtl upon him to put next Cliolhu/n I^iamlard lUtd Jlnc/iislvr JouriuiL 
Question on paper, wliioh also stood in A girl with an internal anatomy as 
his name, Not nfbit of it. SpEAiCEXthad strong as that ought to get aU her 
clropped remark about MaoCallum’h ! Insurance Stamps for notliing. 


, “Wantku, girl as (JrAKiiAr, ha Sheenns^ : 
duijhhi lay, n.H.A. iitting.s thr<)ngh(nU.” 

VluuJutm SiamOird and Jlnclusfcr Journal. 


ALL THE WINNERS, 

Leaning out of the carriage window 
at J^eadirig I called for a SporUman 
and a Sporthicj Life. 

Tlie little man opfiosite waited until 
T had road thorn — I w\is looking 
at the cricket and nothing else --and 
then remarked that I seemed to be 
interested in racing. 

“ And why not? ” lie acldod, before I ^ 
could deny it. “It’s a noble sport.- 
The sport of kings. His Alajosty, I am 
pleased to say, m>t only owns horses 
Ivut lias many opportunities of seeing 
them win.” 

“ And lose,” I suggested. 

“ Yes, and lose, ot course,” he agreed. 
No horse can always win. But,” he 
said, “ J am the inventor or discoverer 
of a system of following liorses which 
shouhl Liiormously increase a hotting 
man’s prelils. All gamblers talk a))OUti 
systems; and new systems at Monte 
(kulo are continually being tested. 
They never succeed. Wh) ? Because 
tlio clciiKMit of ehanc.e is so powerful 
against ilictn. My svstem, being luisod 
on equine nature — as steady a factor i 
as human nature — is more sound. Not 
inlallilde, I admit, hut loasonable. 
Berliaps \ou as a lacing man w’ould 
like to bear about it.” 

1 said 1 would, although T had a 
book and would far ratlnu- have been 
reading. But life is like that . . . 

“Do }ou ride?” lie asked. 

1 replied that I did as often as I 
could. 

“And vou liavo noticed,” h(3 said, 

“ tliat youj‘ horse goes hotter on his 
return jouriu'y than on his outward 
journey ? ” 

I said 1 had. 

“ Immediately you turn you no! ice 
it ? ” ho asked. 

“ Immediately,” I replii-d. 

“And wdiy,” he asked “why does 
he go belter on the leturn joniney ? ” 

“I have always siqiposed,” I said, 
“that it is because his liead is then 
pointed tow aids Ids stable. ’’ 

He Jcanoil forward and tapped my 
knees. “Bxaetl},” lie said. ‘ There 
you liavo the essence of my discovery. 

A liorse goes better — i uiis (aster — | 
when his lu'nd is pointed towards his 
stabl(\ ^Vh\ ? Jfi'causc he has the 
liondng instinct ; he intidtiv'dy knows 
the direction. Veiy well, then, what 
should a racing man deduce from that? 
This : that the liorses to follow are 
the liorses wlioso heads are pointed 
iu the direction of their stable. 

Ho stopped and looked at mo with 
an expression in which cunning and 
triumph were equally blended. 

“ You see? ” he added. 

I said that it sounded plausible, 
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given a certain quality for Bpeed in the 
horse*— but how was one'to do it? 

This,” ho said, ** is wher^ my systfjin 
comes in. It requires accurate know- 
ledge of the position of evAry horse’s 
StaDlo — that is to say, training slahk^, 
or ])omo, noU tornporaiy stahlo and 
the lie of the last straight streteh of 
every race-conrso. In ortlor to get this 
one must study ^ one foot ordnance 
map of I'higland ; hut it is worth th(3 
trouhlo. Tak(; < Jood wood, for cixain])le. 
1 iiavo not got a map with mo, Imt let 
us say that the last stretcdi up to the 
winning-post runs to the Norlh-Kast; 
get that into your fiead and then look 
at the runners. There are, say, seven, 
of which two are trained at Wantage, 
two at Newmaiket, one at Lamhoiirne, 
one at Alfriston, and one at hijisom. 
Your map and yom* eompass combined 
tell you that hipsoni is almost in a 
straight line (it uuiy not ho, but wo are 
merely using illustrations) with the 
Goodwood finish, and consequently, 
knowing of this wonderful homing in- 
stinct on. the horse’s part and its know- 
loflgo of directions, you j)ut your money 
on the li^psoin-trained animal and most 
probably win a packet. And so on all 
over the country. JJo you see ? " 

“Then you aro very rich?” J 
enquired, 

“No, not yet,” ho said. “Tiut 1 
hope to ho. As a niatUir of fact, 1 
have only quite recently hit upon tliis 
theory, and f have not yet mastered the 
geography of training stables and the 
orientation of courses ; hut I arn quite 
confident that I shall do so and that 
the scheme will repay me.” 

“And wluit will you hack when the 
course ])oints to nothing ? ” 1 asked, 

“ Nothing,” ho replied. ” I am not 
a gambler. I am a sciontilie man.” 

“ And suppose the course were to 
wind so that the first half favoured the 
favourite’s homing instinct, and the 
second half onljfc an outsider’s, what 
then ? ” 

“Tl)on ,I should probably back the 
favourite, thinking tliat )iis homing 
instinct during the first half would give 
him an unheatable advantage.” 

” I SCO. And where, say, all the 
horses were running praclieally straight 
homo, as must oftcui happen at New- 
market, wluit then ? ” 

“Thou*! sliould eiilior support the 
favourite or abstain.” 

** Well,” J said, “f wish you wxdl. 
But 1 still believe that to write the 
names of horses on slips of^,papcr, put 
them in a hat, and ask a pretty woman 
to draw one, is fcho'best way.” 

It a pretty woman ? ” he asked. 

“ Because I have noticed that their 
fwlvioe is always ^he best,” 1 replied, 
left him jpondering it^ 


THE OLYMPIC GAMES. 

iKTKUfiSTiNa Developments. 

A POWERFULLY suppoflod movement 
is on foot to secure Welbeck Abbey, 
the scat of the Duke of Portland, 
and convert it into a training establish- 
ment for the British team who will 
take part in the Olympic Games at 
Beilin at 1910. According to tlie 
scliemo the athletes will bo strictly 
I secluded from all external influences 
and conduct their preparation for the 
next contest under the supervision of 
a Director and a specially selected 
staff of trainers and professors, to bo 
chosen by a plebiscite of the readers of 
The Daily Wad and The Daily Terror. 
The present state of the poll points 
clearly to the election of Mr. W. Bevoh 
Thomas as Director. Other appoint- 
ments likely to be made aro as 
follows : — 

Lecturer on Longwindedness : Sir 
IJknry IJoworth. 

Scientific Chewing : Professor IJ iram 
Chump. 

Will (hilturo: Sir Edwin Duunino- 
fjA WHENCE, Bart. 

Jiational Tubbing : Dr. Quine, of 
Manchester. 

Synthetic llubhing : Professor Atlila 
Tonks. 

Confidonco Specialist: Mr. P. A. 
Vailk. 

Patriotic Optimism Promoter: Sir 
A. Conan Doyle, 

Flag-waving : Professor OiHey Bangs. 

The Science of Splurge: Professor 
Hector P, Sloshor. 

SpolFbinding : Mr. T. P. O'Connor, 
M.P. 

Creation -licking : Professor Victor 
Alwyn. 

During their residence at the institu- 
tion it is proposed that the British 
representatives should he trained dur- 
ing alternate weeks on a vegetarian 
and meat diet. Mr. I'Iustace Miles 
will supervise tlio former, and Sir J. 
Crichton-Brownk, the great champion 
of chops, the latter. Similarly, it is 
proposed to alternate toetotalism with 
an indulgence in alcohol as follows : 

1st week, gin; 2nd week, gin and 
gingerbocr ; drd week, gingerheer ; 4th 
week, brandy ; Titli week, brandy and 
soda; 0th week, soda, and so on. 

In regard to finance, it is proposed 
that the Director should have a salary 
of €0,000 a year, and each professor 
€1,500. Fortunately, the promoters of 
the scheme have secured the co-opera- 
tion of a powerful group of land-taxers, 
including Mr. Hbmmerue, K,C., M.P.i 
M r. Ure, M.P., and other stalwarts, 
who have undertaken to introduce a 
Short Bill providing for the expropria- 
tion of the Duke of Portland at a 


price not exceeding £100, and th^ 
raising of a sum of £^50,000 by the 
imposition of an extra super-tax on 
the incomes of such peers as may be 
selected by a commission consisting of 
Mr. Arthtju Ponsonry, Mr. Hahold 
Begbik, Baron do Forest, and the 
Kev. C. Sylvester Horne. 

The prospect of the speedy passage 
of the Bill has been greatly improved 
by a manifesto issued by the Bishop of 
Patagonia, wlio threalons t(& resign his 
SCO unless the £250,000 is forthcoming 
by November Ist. An even more 
powerful inducement is that held out 
by Messrs. A. Kipling Common, Land- 
fear Lucas and Lowttieu Bridges, 
who have intimated to the editors of the 
leading journals that they will cease 
contributing to their correspondence 
columns if the Bill is not passed in the 
first fortnight of the Autuiim Session. 
In this context wo may mention a 
well- authenticated rumour that Mr. 
J. L. Garvin has declared his un- 
alterable resolve to retire from the 
journalistic arena if Great Britain fails 
to assert her supremacy at the Olympic 
Games of JUK). There is also a sinister 
report, to whicli, however, too much 
importanco need not ho attached, that 
Mr. Hall Caine will never quit the 
Jsloof Man again if a three-legged race 
is not included in the programme at 
Berlin. 

A certain amount of apprehension 
prevails as to whether peers or peers* 
sons will bo allowed to compete. The 
view of Mr. Josiah Wedgn\ood, M.P„ 
probably forecasts accurately enough 
the decision that will be arrived at riy 
tho special sub-committee appointed to 
consider iliis problem, and consisting 
of tho Countess of Warwick, Mr. Will 
Thorne, M.P,, the Editor of The 
Nation, and the Bishop of Oxford. 
Mr. Wedgwood writes; — “In rny 
opinion tho answer should be in the 
aflirmativo only in tho case of new 
Liberal creations, as it is essential to 
maintain democratic principles in the 
selection of our representatives.” 


“On a ling worm by a Lino cluMjker racing 
pigeon which has lallen in the ; ardeii of Mr. 
Sutter, of SuHJtex-mpiare, Haywar.lR Heath, is 
the inaciiption ‘N.U.II.P. 12 K.K. 

Ed ctcr Kt'jurss and Echo. 

N.II.H.P. must hurry up and claim his 
worm before tho pigeon gets at it. 

Under the lioacling, “ ‘ Twelfth ’ Pros- 
pects ” The Daily Mail says : “ On the 
Berwickshire moors pheasants have 
not nested well.” This often happens 
in districts where pheasants are shot 
as early as the 12tri of August, and is 
attributed to tho unrest created by tl^e 
prospect of premature decease. 


\ 
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THE GREAT UNQUENCHABLE. 


Cuduf ' y , “Fine jiay hi aok you 've got titekk. Cost muoii to iujiluC* 


h \ n - inn \ “Fimy uK THE lo o', Hlli.' 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

I CAMis to tho reading of Between Two Thieves (IIeine- 
mann) without tho advantage of having read tho author’s 
previous work, The Dop Doctor, but with all tho weight of 
a general verdict of approval of that highly praised book 
to prejudice me in its favour. Tho story deals mainly with 
the England and Franco of Crimean days. Tho “ two 
thieves” are NAronRON lr Petit, and a sort of super-con- 
tractor, standing for all the drab logues who did so infa- 
mously by their country in that sorry time. Tho hero is 
one Hector Dimomc, a chivalrous young French oflicer of 
infantry, who, early in his career, moots and falls in love 
with a rather too severe but beautiful lady, who is none 
other than tho “Lady of the Lamp.” Before theso two 
meet again in tho hospital service in Scutari there has 
intervened for tlie young officer a time of moral storm and 
stress, during which his proud flag has boon lowered. 
Atonement is the key of his aftor-lifo, and tho treatment of 
it is marked by a deep religious feeling, Dimoissc's love 
h returned, but is rewarded by no more than a yearly letter 
and a final message after his lady’s death, explaining her 
renunciation and bringing peace to a dying man. 

A do2sen other stories of adventure, also of knavery and 
intrigue, are interwoven. A bitter contempt for tho Thiud 
Napoleon distorts tho writer’s vision. A fierce and reason- 
able hatred of the seoundrelism of the contractors finds 
vent in the oaustio trouncing of some very squalid departed 
ghosts^ Throughout, a vivid imagination, together with a 
remarkable power of visualising things imagined^ is not 


balanced hy v'no fac-uir.y oi‘ hcmi* crilicisni ikuiohhh-vv ro- 
dcom a book on so hoi oic a ncalo from a tlioueiUKi absurd- 
itios and disproporlious. 1^'ra.nKly it is not hk lodcomod, 
but, with all its obvious faults, an astonishing vigour and 
conviction behind it arn^st attiuition. There ts also evi- 
dence of a very careful study of coniempoiary documf!)Jits, 
illuminating the narrative at all points. Altogether a 
strange, intriguing hook. 

The House of Fortune (FviCLKmii Hahh) 
l^lxhibits largo upon its cover , 

A Spanish maid with eves tliat jhiHli 
Soul-yearnings for an absent lover; 

And you may theiico pnalict the drift 
Of Mr. PRRinKUTON's Jim rati-m, 

And that with no uiKioinmon gdt 
For subtle i iiliocinatiun. 

Nor, guessing thus, need su])pc^so 
Ilis hand has lost its \\f)nU'd cunning : 

Tho talc 'goes racing to its <d<nuj, \ 

Tho ancient IhiiilH are there, Rtill rumnng' ; 

But on the plot, that uev(^r blacks, 

Tho Hilkon dalliance, so to phrase it, 

Js tliicker laid than Mr. Max 
(N o mooncalf) usually Ikyn it. 

An author who writes a sequel l;o a siujueUfcukes risks. 
He is in the position of tho singer of <nw (d those musical- 
Qomody songs which need never end at, all unless the I 
singer dies suddenly. Ho gives an oni^oio, Tho audience 7 
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applattda. Will they stand another verse? That is the and thirty-live closely pnnt^ pages, no less, that wlnaply the 
quOTtioM. Mr Eden Phildpotts mado a success with The magnitude o( Mr. Gkobob Evans’ attempt Would incline mo j 
kiivum Boil, Encouraged, lie came back and gave us to look gently upon the shortcomings ol bis achmem^t. 
The Human Boy Again. Apparently stage-manager John But even so I cannot call it vfholly satisfactory. The fact 
Murkav, listening attentively in the wings, found the would seem, to be that Mr. Evans has attempted to cram 
applause’ hearty enough to justify anotlior verso, and the more plot into his tale than it can hold without confusion 
result is Fmn the Amjle oj Sevevieen. 1 hope the audience and weariness for the reader, Tlicro is here the material 
will applaud once more, hut 1 douhfc if their enthusiasm for at least two novels, one dealing with Glory Bcllairs the 
will be overwhelming. Jiopotition has a little dulled the older, and the other with her daughter. Naturally therefore 
cafcchiness of the tune; the humour has become a little I can give you no proper idea of their history a paragraph; 
mechanical. The present volume deals with the Human I can only suggest to you tho kind of book tljat it makes. 
Uoy*$ first year in the City, and is, I am bound to say. One perhaps not for all markets ; for Gkorgb Evans writes ' 
quite entertaining when once one has resigned oneself to not always with the surest taste; and his way of dwelling 
the fact tliat there is no plot and tliat nothing of any ira- rather too insistently upon the unpleasant leads me to sus- 
portiinco whatsoever is going to happen. It is a sorb of poet his sex. There is, as I have indicated, a heroine named 
“Diary of a Young Nobody.” Mader Corkey lays hare his Glory, who is a dancer and exquisitely lovely, and dies at 
hopes and foflrs in raucii tlie same fashion as did tho hero the end of Part I., leaving a daughter of tho same name to 
of that other diary, llis literary style is rather reminiscent carry on tho business. Then there is a hero, Dickie, wuth 
‘ of Mr. Baboo Jaberjee, B,A., hut that I trace to the fair curls and passionate blue eyes and a general capacity 
1 tnfliinnf^n nf DnrtnT Duu^ — — - ■ for lakiu" to hilDSOlf all ! 


influonco of Doctor Dun- 

stone. I f you spend ten « _ tbo undeserved blame 

years iu tlie care of tlio clothTm" I r- -1 misunderstandings 

sort of nuin who tells ^ — I ^ that are tlio perquisites 

you that “ your general | A (l! A InIwrioW ' _ of his position. In addi- 

averago of' intellectual /^[ \ fl |l| Sv-;:. 7^ N>^sry 1 | tion to these there is a 

attainment must bo all ./|juUM III SNEErs I villain, who 

Long ~ E ng a g c vi c n t s ! - . v t. o . m . Arms and the W oman. 

(Mills and Boon) is ^ Tho authorities of tlio 

one, I fancy, which lUISINESS ENTEllPRISK IK THE PAST. Louvre should at once 

crops up at least as III.— The Cynics’ Supply Storks. informed that sorne- 

ofton in life as tlioso — t body claims to have dis- 

othor sox problems of wliich we read so much. Miss covered tho missing arms of the Venus di Milo. In an aii- 
E. S. Stbvkns has propounded it with great dis- nouncomont of Miss Annktte Kellermann’s performance 
comment and little luimour. Slio has solved it, how- at tho Palace Theatre a table of comparison is drawn up 
ever, in tho particular caso of Melody Waller on lines botween her own moasuroments and those of the goddess, 
inconsistent with the ordinary run of human luck. The Tho latter’s forearm is given as 9*5 (presumably its 
god emergos from tho inachino with a precision aud con- circumforenco in inches), and her wrist as 5 9. We are 
veniont punctuality not to be relied upon by all young at one with the tabulator in his modest assertion that 
ladies who, tiring of one sot of nuptials unduly postponed, these measurements “ almost surpass belief.” 
got so far involved in another. Never really ofT with the 

old lovo, Meloih; lots hor second man got as far as tho altar after sending down two maiden overe, yielded a single to 

steps boloio. . , . Jiut there! it would he a pity to spoil ciihor batHinan, und was beautifully cauj?ht for a couple by Hobbs, 
the reader’s oxcitoment in a good tale just to quibble who iu tlie next over smashed that bowler to the sight-screen.” 
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The difliculty of The f / If 

Long E n g a g c vi c n t _ ,// 

(Mills and Boon) is 

one, I fancy, which lUISINESS EI^ 

crops up at least ns III.— The 

often in life as those — t — 

other sex problems of wliich we read so much. 
E. S. Stevens has propounded it with great 


IUISINEaSS enterprise IK THE PAST. 
III.— The Cynics’ Supply Storks. 


about sich minor inaLtors as human probabilities. There 
is anotlier ongagemont in the hook and a semi-improper 


Jjim'pool Echo. 

Wo think that IIobbs should have boon satisfied with 


affair between a (real) liul\ ivpewriter and lier employer, catching the bowler (a most unusual feat) and not have 

Af.j- 1 . 1.A ... i’-.ii _ ‘ ^ . 1 , r Yiv: .’al _ t i i 


this latter following a somewhat hackneyed course to con- followed this up v 
elude on a note ahruplly gnrprising and delightfully fresh. 

Thpse wlio onioy tho lioojc will enjoy it very much ; more- 
t over, they will bo many, though thoybe fan readers for ^xiu, ),ii, j„.osent nos 
the most pam. I ruorit U rucoj^nlBca 11 

« strictly confidential.” 

; As.p^odern novels go* The Child 0 / His Adoption (Her- Wo never notice 
► MET AND Daniel) is so ..formidable a volume, four hundred cash our cheques. 


followed this up with a gratuitous act of personal violence* 

“ Rank Clerk, weary of the snobbiHlineaB and potty spite asftooiatod 
with llis present position, soeki fresh Situation, any capacity, w*hero 
merit is rocognisoa and where ^^rovelliug olKuaance is not ex]iCctQd i 
strictly confidential.” — Mmu;1iA;dcT Ovai^ian. » 

We never notice any grovelling obeisance when we go to 
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The Higher Powers are, after all, not 
taking sides in the war i>etweon Italy 
and Turkey. While it is true that 
there has been an earthquake in the 
vicinity of Constantinople, it is also a 
fact that the volcano Strom boli is now 
in violent orijjition. 


A Suffragette has made an attempt 
to damage Couhecigio’b “Head of an 
Angel ” in tlie (Glasgow Corporation 
Art Gallery. Our Head of a Cabinet 
is said to wolcomo this distraction. 

A secret message from the Lord 
Mayor of London for tlie Maiucintosh 
OF Mackintosh is being taken to Inver- 
ness by Assistant Sc.out master Hauui- 
SON of the l*o])lar Hoy Bcouts. It is 
nimourcd that the inossago is an 
canit’st aj)poal to tlio M. of M., 
who is in his element this sum- 
mer, to 1)0 imsollish enough to 
UHi^ all his iiilluenee to slop the 
rain. .. . 

' * ' 

On the suggestion of the Ad- 
miralty all the men emj)loycd 
in tlio London County Council 
j)arl<H were invited to servo in 
the now class of Maval Jlesorve, 
hut only two volunteered to 
join. Yet one would have said 
that tlie model shipping on our 
park ponds should liave inspired 
them with the right nautical 
instinct. .. 


his booty from the old suit before de- 
parting. And misfortunes never cotno 
singly. The poor follow is said (o 
hawi been arrested shortly afterwards 
for using foul language. 

“ An escajicd bull near London, 
Ontario, recently charged a freight 
train, and the engine and eight cars 
were tlirown from the track." The 
Americanisation of Canada evidently 
proceeds apace. ^ 

“During a thunderstorm at Hing- 
haniton, Now York,” a contoinporary 
tells us, “ lightning struck the ground 
near which a woman was standing, 
rendering her unconcious. Wlien slio 
rocovorod she found that her chroni(‘. 
rheumatism had entirely vanished.” 
This prescription for rheumatic subjects 




IN 
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A soldier charged at Kingston 
with being an absentee from his 
regiment had a flight of twelve 
birds tattooed on his chest. The facility 
with which ho may bo identified when- 
ever ho deserts is very discouraging to 
ail illustrated soldier, 

:Jc 

It is the fashion to run down the 
Territorials, but when motor-cars take 
to doing it it is timo that the practice 
was stopped. ^ ,,, 

The enormous number of speaking 
parts in the forthcoming production of 
Drake is, we suppose, symbolic of the 
modern spirit. In Drake’s own time 
wo were content with deeds. 

At the Moscow Art Theatre, we learn 
from a dosoriptive article, the audiences 
are begged not to applaud. We, alas, 
have got no nearer to this ideal than 
to abolish the last of our paid claques, 

>(C ij- 

A thief in Philadelphia, The Express 
tolls u§, after Ailing his pockets with 
jewellery, stole a suit of clothes which 
'he put pxit atbcl then forgot to transfer 


Pocket wiueuchs teleouaiti iiK(’KiVErw AitE now in use; 

ItUT AS YET IT IS NOT l'OS.SIIlLE TO 8EN1> A HKIT.Y. 

(Jr.N’ir.EMAN, ON WALKINC-TOl/U AMONO THE WEI.Sir IIII.I.S, 
l;r.CT.lVIN(i CONTINUATION OF A FOI.ITICAL AUCUMENT J- IIOM A 
EUIKNU IN THE OlTY. 


who are standing near the ground 
should bo used with caution, for it is 
apt to cure life as well as rheumatism. 

Last week at Treviscoo, a village 
near Bt. Austell, fifty -seven persons 
wore poisoned by flies. We had a 
feeling that the “ Kill that Fly ” cam- 
paign would call forth retaliation. 

He He 
❖ 

Harnessed to a tradesman's trap a 
smart little zebra is to bo seen nearly 
every morning making the round of 
a Bouth London suburb. IIor8eB„wlio 
meet the novelty betray little oxcito- 
nient, the unintelligent creatures ima 
giiiing it to be merely one of tliolr own 
number in bathing costume. 

■JH He 

Statistics just published show that 
twins born in Ireland last year num- 
bered 2,632, which was 276 more than 
in 1910, but there were only 30 triplets 
as compared with 39 in 1910. Children 
are evidently beginning to realise that 
two is company and^tl^ is none. 


GOOD OAUSC< 

Dear A/h. IMinoh, You have nsn 
many an Acca«iion given evidenoe td a 
warm corner in your heart for the 
children, and so we venture to ap- 
proach )ou on hohall of the little 
victims of the roeent Dock Btrikc 
the Ikist haid. 

Only last inontli yim brought tlmui 
V(*rv substantial help l>v your cartoon, 
tJnfi co])ies of which you had fulnled 
off for use on the c.(»llccling boxes of 
the CliiUlroirH White l^'ORg Lt‘agtu\ 
foundtid a few Wi'ets to organi'i'U a 
strec.t colkjction on ludtalf ol thedfM),(KK) 
starving NSoni(»n and idnlduMi of Ihvck- 
land, and more than onts^ tlm con- 
tempi nous retoit, “Let llunn starve/’ 
was tuiTuul lo pity and juutdrical 
sympathy on refiMonce to your words 
to (’lianty, “I'niee, Madam. 
y( u will not iihK where the 
itiauie lies, you \>i}| oiily atdi; 
Imvv h('st ) ell (M\n help/' 

Now that thti hIuKo jb over, 
Iho disasl rolls (ait‘cts of Uai 
wtu'Ks' )>ri ration nu' evident on 
the waxmi faciN ol Hie clnldren* 
and we are working hiu’dioseml 
as many as [losslhle from the 
slums of Dockland into tlio 
i‘ountrv homes lu'sr lamdoit, 
where willing lunirls end hund^i 
are ready to nurse Hiem back 
again to health hy a hnef period 
<jf happiness under decent con* 
ditions of life. 

Nearly 1,060 childfon haVt? 
already got awa\, and matiy 
haye returned witli uH Uie bono* 
tits of fresh air ami good food 
obvious on their shining faeos. 
Five shilliugs will km\\ one child for 
one week in the paradise that tho 
generous pulilio has made possible so 
far for a few of the many thousands in 
urgent lu’ud of a clianpife. 

Will you ludp them, Mr, rntieh ? 

We arc, Yours very truly, 

Jank (]omdkn Unwin, IIoh. Trms, 
lUimAUA 'rcHAYKOVSKV, 1 1 OH. HoC. 

Cldldreii H Wliite Cross licaguo, 
Id, Adam BU'ewt, Btrand. 


Our Kemarkable Summer- 

Two cuitings from TheJkitly Mail : — 

1. Thr. vnhhimi'd ojfirKd rCjViHi “(^UEI.TEN- 
iiAM.— 'J’hc Nsmiilc r »!.( this (dirW'UHU>( mjMi t*oU' 
liuiuvscohl blit lino wiHiuI, an I outdooi purtiulU 
aic not iinpcdod in iin> vay." 

*1. The premifi<yd vf ukf t. iyfmrtyt 'fi • 

“ Li'sh than *An Iioui h ( rioki't was po8J»iM« 
y»rbtciiiay in tbt> finst inalcb of tUn I'lnilUnihiikm 
Kofttival agaiiiHt Knit.” 

OommeralHl Candour. 

A man uht» « lijs hora» In ftavu tbe 


« V ho Htarv 

tU laiaioess to bkvo ia 

th« roverso.”— »H i/ JH^wter iffmeUe, 


jirim of provcndfcrUifonitsh 
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THE HEIR. 

III.— He CHOOBBfl A Itame. 

The afternoon being wet vfio gathered 
round the billiard-room fire and went 
into committed. 

** The question before the House,” 
said Archie, “ is what shall the baby bo 
called, and wliy* Dahlia and 1 have 
practically decided oh his names, but it 
would iinmso us to hear your inferior 
suggestions and point out howridiculous 
they are.” 

Godfather Simpson looked across in 
amazement at podfathcr Thomas. 

“ Eeally, you are taking a good deal 
upon yourself, Archie,” he said coldly. 
" It is entirely a matter for my colleague 
: and myself to decide whether the ground 
is fit for — to decide, I slioulcl say, wliat 
the child is to be called. Unless this is 
quite understood wo shall liand in our 
resignations.” 

“ Wo ’vo been giving a lot of thought 
to it,” said Thomas, opening his eyes for 
a n)on\ont. “ And our time is valqablo.” 
Ho arranged the cusliiona at his back 
and closed liis eyes again. 

** Well, as a matter of fact, the com- 
petition isn't quite closed,” said Archie. 
** Entries can still bo received.” 

" We haven’t really decided at all,” 
put in Dahlia gently. “ It ts so difficult.” 

“ In that case, "said Samuel, “Thomas 
and I will continue to act, It is my 
leasant duty to inform you that we 
ad a long ccnsultation yesterdayKand 
finally agreed to call Jiim— or — Samuel 
Thomas.” 

“Thomas Samuel,” said Thomas 
sleepily. 

“How did you think of those names? ” 
I asked. “ It must have taken you a 
tremendous time.” 

“ With a name like Samuel 
Thomas Mannoring,” went on Siiripson 
[“Thomas Samuel Mannering,” mur- 
mured Thomas)*, “ your child might 
achieve almost anything. In private 
life you would probably call him 
Sam.^' 

“ Tom,” said a tired voice. 

! “Or, more familiarly, Sammy.” 

I “ Tommy,” came ill a whisper from 
the sofa. 

“What do you think of it? ' asked 
Dahlia. ^ 

“ I mustn't say,” said Archie ; 
“ they're my guests." But 1 '11 tell you 
privately some time.” 

There was silenco for a little and 
then a thought oocurred tamo. 

“ You know, Archie,” I said, “ limited 
as their ideas are, you 're rather in 
their power* ^ Because I was looking 
through the service in church on Sun- 
day and there eotnes a point when the 
clergyman says to the godfathers, 
*Name this child*' Well, there you 

> I ll■||ll H l lili f ' II u . I*. liwih.l| l .il 


are. you know. They've got you. 
You may have fixed on Montmorency 
Plantagenet, but they 've only to say 

* Bert ' and the thing is done." 

“ You all forget,” said Myra, coming 
over to sit on the arm of my chair, 
that there 's a godmother too. I shall 
forbid the berts.” * 

“ Well, that makes it worse. You '11 
have Myra saying ‘Montmorency Plan- 
tagenot,’ and Samuel saying ‘ Samuel 
Thomas,' and Thomas saying ‘ Thomas 
Samuel.’ ” 

“ It will sound rather well,” said 
Archie, singing it ovor to himself. 
“ Thomas, you take the tenor part of 
course ; ‘ Thomas Samuel, Thomas 

Samuel, Thorn as Sam-u-el.* We 
must have a rehearsal.” 

Eor five minutes Myra, Thomas and 
Simpson chanted in harmony, being 
assisted after the first minute by Archie, 
who took the alto part of “ Solomon 
Joel.” lie explained that, as this was 
wiiat he and liia wife really wanted 
the child clirintoned (“Montmorency 
Plantagenet ” being only an invention 
of the godmother’s) it would probably 
be necessary for .him to join in too. 

“Stop!” cried Dahlia, when she 
could bear it no longer; “ you’ll wake 
baby.” w" .. 

There was an immediate hush, 

“ Samuel,” said Archie in a whisper, 
“ if you wake the baby I ’ll kill you.” 

The question of his name was still 
not quite settled, and once more wo 
gave ourselves up to thought. 

“ Seeing that he ’s the very newest 
little Babbit,” said Myra, “ I do think 
he'^ inighb he called after some very 
great cricketer.” 

“That was the idea in christening 
him ‘ Samuel,’ ” said Archie. ' 

“Gatikrodgor Carkeek Butt Bajana 
Mannering,” I Suggested-^’* something 
like that ? ” 

“Silly; I meant ‘Charles,’ after Fiiv.” j 
“‘Schofield,’ after Haioh,” mur- 
mured Thomas. j 

“ ‘ Warren ’ after Bardsley would 
be more appropriate to a Babbit,” said | 
Simpson, beaming round at us. There I 
was, however, no laughter. We hadj 
all just thought of it ourselves. I 

“ The important thing in christening 
a future first-class cricketer,” said 
Simpson, “is to get the initials right. 
What could be better than ‘ W. G.’ 
as a nickname for Grace? But if 
‘ W. G.'s ’ initials had been Z. Z., where 
would you have been ? ” 

“ Here,” said Archie. 

The shook of this reply so upset 
Simpson that his glasses fell off. He 
picked them out of the fender and 
resumed his theme. 

“ Now, if the baby were christened 

* Samuel Thomas ' his itiitials would 
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^be ‘S. T.,' which are perfect. And 
(he same os Colebii>oe's." 

**ls that CoLBEiDGE the wicket- 
kee^r, or the fast bowler? ” 

Simpson opened his mouth to ex- 
plain, and then, just in time, decided 
not to. • ^ 

“ I forgot to eay,*' said Archie, “ that 
anyhow he’s going to bq called Blair 
after his mamma.” 

“ If his name ’s Blair Mannering," I 
said at once, “he’ll have tp write a 
book. You can’t waste a name like 
that. The Crivison Spot^ by Blair 
Mannering. Mr. Blair Mannering, the 
well-known author of The Gash, Our 
now serial, The Siam on the Bath 
Mat, has been specially written for us 
by Mr. and Mrs. Blair Mannering. 
It’s simply asking for it.” 

“ Don’t talk about his wife yet, 
please,” smiled Dahlia. “ Lot me have 
him a little while.” ■ 

“ Well, ho can bo a writer and a 
cricketer. Why not ? Thei‘o aro others. 
I need only mention my friend, 
S. Simpson.” 

“ But the darling still wants another 
name,” said Myra. “Let’s call him 
John to-day, and William to-morrow, 
and llonry the next day, and so on 
until we find out what suits him best.” 

“ Jjet 'b all go upstairs now and call 
him Samuel,” said Samuel. 

“ Thomas,” said Thomas. 

Wo looked at Dahlia. She got up 
and moved to the door. In single file 
we , followed her on tip-toe to the 
nursery. The baby was fust asleep. 

“ Thomas,” we all said in a wliisper, 
“ Thomas, Thomas.” 

There was no reply, 

“Samuel!** 

Dead silence. 

“I think,” said Dahlia, “we’ll call 
him Peter.” A. A. M, 


TO ANTUEA, 

WHO MAY (still) COMMAND HIM 
ANYTHING. 

Once, in a fit of cruel mirth. 

You thus summed up my case : 

“ I quite approve your solid worth, 
But cannot stand your face.” 

From time to time your bitter sneers 
Have shown how you despise 
My brows and forehead, cheeks and 
ears. 

My chin, my nose, my eyes. 

And it were painful to recall 
The taunts which you have flung 
In my poor teeth . . . still, after all, 
There yet remains my tongue. 

To serve my lady this is quick 
And, what is better, damp. 

Bid me to lick and 1 Uck 

Your Health InstMtauc^ StSpihp* 

' ' ' . 








“Wk'iik ua('K again, Count; wk’vk had a snjcMnn ii\Y ; wk’vk ukkn in* riii' Mm m mn, vop knom,’ 

“Ah, you ENiiMSII MOi'llEKS, YOU AUK AIAVAYH AS Y01:N(; as YoUU OAUOH I IKS 

“You FIATTKIl ME, (\)UM' ; IT WAS ONLY MY OlUl.S WHO OI.IMllKD. / WKM' IT JN 'MU', M'.|!S'Ar| UU. ' 


THAT TIRED FEELING. ] 

[Tho youDff j> ople of a certain small coni' 
mune liav« boon accustomed to meet for the | 
i>ur|)oso of dancing and meiTy-making. It has | 
been officially declared tliat “tho noiso they 
make friglitens the cocks and hens of the 
village,’' and daiieing has been jnohibited 
“during tho hours in which the domestic 
animals take their rejiose."] 

Lads and lasses, you that nightly 
Gather to the nimble flute, 

There to trip it, not too lightly, 

On tho broad, fantastic hoot ; 
Couples who with clumsy frolic 
Well-nigli shake the groaning floor, 
While the noiso of your bucolic 
Laughter stays the local snore ; 

Hushed is now that simple pleasure ; 

Nevermore, when hours are dark, 
Shall you tread the artless measure 
Or indulge the rural lark ; 

Not to man it greatly mattered, 

But the weary cocks and hens 
Found their constitutions shattered 
By your large-sized S’s and lO’s. 

Chantioleer the early morning 
Once proclaimed with clarion bray, 
Giving all the village warning 
Of the coming work-a-day; 


Then tho hours he kept weio ejirly , 
Now awake till prime of dawn 
Ho feels far too slack and surly 
To do anything hut yawn. 

Dorcas, too, the mothers’ model, 
Once upraised a pioroing screech 
When she saw her small ones toddlo 
For one moment out of roach ; 
Now she lets them roam neglected. 
Careless though the worst may hap, 
While she gives an unalToctod 

Stietch and takes a mid-day nap. 

Now, again, the ready layers 
Wander dull and heavy-eyed. 

And, from being ono-a (layers, 
Calmly lot tho whole thing slide ; 
While tho sitter grows so jumpy 
That she leaps, all wings and logs, 
At a whisper from her lumpy 
Seat of chilled and ruined eggs. 

So do all forsake their uses. 

Pullets, thin as any ghost, 

Find their dried and sapless juices * 
Quite unfit them for the roast ; 
And, in short, where all was cheerful, 
Loud with honest cluck and crow, 
Dark Insomnia stalks with fearful 
Gait and lays the worker low^ 


WlioKiloi'c, 1)0 your rustic danccH 
All HimpiMulod throiii:h tho idglit. 
Iiith(^ giV(Mi (Mrcumslaiu'OH, 

Host, pt^rhaps, HUs])ond them (juile, 
If t('m))tiiti(>ns rnsmt 'cm, 

Ivuowing tins, )t? soidluMH boors, 
Poidlry luivo a norvouw sv^dom 
I'ar nu>i’o d(*licato than )chu’s. 

• Don 1>0M, 


Commercial Candour, 
b’roin a Dutch Itidh Catalogue: 

in jnois III l»oj£<*M you jtlaiit 12 or 
riioiK of one vaiiilv, uMkIi (bull id a Very fiiiO 
loom ib*roiati<ui i( llm) flowin'. ’ 

From till) Local liules of tho Rhyl 
Golf Club: V- 

“ A pliiVfT nmy f/toumlhiH idut* iuniiy liu/.ai(l 
f xo.K|it Hand, piovidctltir dol'd i ut luipiovo bin 
life by mi doiu^/' 

Hut inasuimdi as it will im^urtne his 
language ib,will im prove his life, and U 
therefore illegal. 

“ Good old Muta\ ! ” skid an admirer 
familiarly to {ho now Sultan of 
Morocco. * * 

Mulay Youssef 1 ” rotoyted tlie in- 
dignant monarch. 



ri’Nrii oJi Till!) JjONdon cimeivari. 
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THE PERFECT AIRMAN. 


ri(l(Jen; both want guiding; both | with them, kisses tljo babies and bo- 
rac(^ ; both cost money ; both are un- comes a famous bagman {hovime dc 


(Svccial for *• The Daily Jl/o/V,” hij the ]<,iovvn quantities. Onry’s interest inUulnUe). 


Miracle tvorkrr.) 
Who is the perfect uiiniun 


liorsos still continues; often he stops He buys a motor-bicycle and, behold, 
and looks at otio and cries, “ What a it does not go fast enough. Ho makes 


is be? Sothbgreatpoet WoKi’HWOHTii jlKJauty! Regard tlien liow ho steps 1 it go faster, but he is iinsatistiod, and 
might have asked liari he lived t(» fhi^jAh, to possess a horse like that one then lie remembers for what pui*pose 
wonderful day. JiOt me answer hi. j I bevel” This spoeclj, or rather cry, bo was born. To lly ! Ifo tells bis 
questions. which lie makes so olten, 1 have re- ! Ao?/. of this ambition, and for once 

He Hbould l>o able to lly. jiorted verbatim. He speaks English j tlie old man forgets to tutoyer liiin. 

He sfiouM be acquainted with like a Kronclmian, you olisorvo. And j “ You arc mad,” lie says, such is bis 
ioiirnalistic " highbrows.” wliynot? All perfect airmen do. Ho j emotion. 


wonderful day. l^et me answer liin 
questions. 

He sbonld l>o able to lly. 

He sfiouM be acquainted with 
journalistic " highbrows.” 

Ho sfiould bo brave. 

He sfioiild bavo airman’s hands. 

ile sliould understand 
macliinery. 

JJo should liave nerve but 
no nerves. 

Ho should advertise. 

Ho should 1)0 still living. 

But bettor than this list of • 

requirements it wouM be well ! 
to take an actual pejrfect air - 1 
man and describe him, and 
by a fortunate clninoo there | 
is one in existence who 
moreover, by a coincidence 
liappens to have done soino | 

Hying for The Daily MoiL I 

Onry Salmay is a perlecti 
airman. He is also a born I 
airman, alt bough ho was I jUm 
born before Hying was pos- ! 
siblo. But that makes no; iRjS 
diftorence ; bo is a born air- j 
man. Even in the cradle his ; 
little arms made the move- j 
ment of wings ; his little eyes | 

continually looked upwards 

at the sky, or, since he is! 

French, had 1 not bettor say | 
del /Ho followed the Hight of , 
oiseaux (birds) with passion- ' 
ate interest. The neighbours | ^ 

clustered about him. “ Voild ^ 
Vaviateur I ” they would say, i 
and little Onry would cro^vj ^ 

his delight. Weil, they were ! 
good prophets, these neigh- j 
hours, and Onry is now the| 
finest aviator of the hunch,! ..y 
holding the proudest position - - 

possible to an aviator — airniau to Tk 
Daily MoiL 


ami 1 are inseparable, you must undcr- 
stllUfl. 








'III. 1.0, Him.y ’ 
i .\IN T coin'. 


But - and here the past mood sets in 
again — Onry ]>ersevercd. His w’onder- 
fnl coinmonsenso was bis 
good frmnrl. “If 1 am to be 
an airman, ” luj said to liiinself 
- (in Kroncli), “ 1 must le.irn to 
lly; and if I am l.o Hv with 
} a machine, whieh seems to 
bo the only way, 1 iniist 
f understand mae,hinory.” This 

^ sagacious decision was the 
hoginning of the end. Hol)e- 
came a incchanic, then took 
1^’ flyinglossons, and began tolly. 

To-day he has (nllilled the 
mh highest desire that can ani- 

mate ami stum date any air- 
man — lie Hies for The Daily 
Ho is wonderful, ll'o 
can fly ov(Mi in the ram, He 
\ despises umhiellas. “Regard 

\\ tlien,” lie olieii cries to nn 

; as the dnqis fall “ regard 

Y' then the humidity ? Hut do 

\ 1 imnd? Am 1 downcasted? 

^ A No. lip, uj>, Onry Salmay, 

A your juopi'r sphere, tlie 

. "V sky (viel)\" So this hiuvo 

4(0^ perfect Frenchman talks, and 

& i am proud of onr intimacy 

3 and proud thus to pat on the 

a b.ick a colleague ol the staff 

^ of The Daily Moil, 


C - j l a land-taxers diary. 

( Monday. - Very awkward 

Him.y ’ WiiicKK YOU (;oin’ '{” being Hibeial candidate foi 

coin'. I ’.m . 1 F.ST skkin’ okk my c<»r i,K(.k ciiifM ’ki:jc " constituency with only 

- 4,000 majority. But agent 

i Now lot us pass into tlio historic j says that, wdth a ])it of luck, I sliall 
1 present, it is so much more vivid. On | scrape through. Dejiutations from 




L'<»ri,K(.K ('ll I'M ki:JC 


You have heard of tuioynuj? For leaving tlio stable, young Onry d(3cidos Cluipel Liberals who object to Home 
the benefit of those who have not to l)ecomo, like his a. bagman Rule, from Church Li horals who object 

hoard of it, lot mo say that /«huy/u 7 is [honiyio de culotte). “Thou hast to Disestablishment, and from worldly 
saying ‘'tfieo” and “thou,” like Quakers, chosen well,” says le hmi pajia. “Do fjiberals who object to the Nineponn) 
The lYenoh are very good at it; but thy level best. Good luck to tboo I ” Millennium. Rumours of Labour Can- 
no one was ever so good as /c pupa But Onry is not successful. And didature. Agent says we need a good 
of Onry Salmay. Old Salmay was why? Ho drosses too well. His hon cry, and suggests Land Taxes. Good I 
a commercial traveller, pr bagnuui ; pir/^a’.s shrewd eyes detect the error. xYfter all, 

(}i07?me de culotte), md be placed his i“ Thou art too dressy,” be tells his “\viiy 9 h()uitl \\o ho beggars with the balhit in 
son in a racing stable. “Go thou,” Idisconcerted son. “Thou snggostest our hands r 

said he, “ to*be a Mad.' Such is thy j swank. See that thy clothes are more Reoisce gave the laud to the peojde." ‘ 

immediate destiny, Good fortune bo like those of thy customers, and orders Wire to Liberal Whip, “ What are the 
with theel" Onry went, and it was will overwhelm thee.” Wiseftonpapal Land Taxes? Reply urgent.” 

^ell^ for there is an affinity between He knows (sait). Onry takes his Ttmday. — Liberal Whip replies, 
horses and aeroplanes. Both are advice, dresses like the peasants, jokes “ Land-Tax Committee sitting next 
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week. Keep to Land Song at present.” 
Very awkward. Still, agent has ton 
Lund Song gramophones going and 
is arranging for it to he put on the 
piano-organs. That Tiubour candidate 
lias turned up. Must the forceps of 
progress and righteousness be divided? 
Muss meeting passed olT very well, 
hisuranco questions kept till very end, 
when grand I^nd Song chorus drowned 
them. Things a bit more hopeful. 

Wadncaclmj ~ Labour cand idate —a 
corrupt individual — is making a point 
of Free Breakfast Table. That is our 
[lolicy. We 'vo promised it for twenty 
years. Issue new hill ; “ A Penny 'Fax 
on Land Values will remove all Taxes 
from Tea, Sugar, OolTeo, (^^ocoa, and 
f)n(?d Fruits.” That beats liim by the 
dried fruits. Unfortunately Jjiboral 
Chairman proves to bo landowner and 
threatens to support 'I’ory candidate. 
Explain to him (in conhdenco) that the 
Land Tax would only apply to future 
owners, aiul that the election must he 
won somehow. 

Thursday. candidate -a reck- 

less dingo —IS making a point of eight 
mure DraidiioiKjhis, and the cry seems 
to ho popular. Issue new’ bill at once : 

Vote for a ^J'wopenny Land d\ix and 
you get Twenty new Drradnouyhh every 
Year.” Tiuit Inis taken the wind out 
of the Jingoes’ sails, 1 fancy. Deputa- 
tion of J’eace liiherals dejects to new 
programme of twenty Dread his 
and points out tliab the money would 
he better spent in hriiiging the entire 
adult Corinan po})ulation over hero 
and enttu'taining them. J^jxjilain to 
the depulation (in conlidence) that, the 
yield of the liand Taxes being prohlem- 
atie, the Drcaduoiajhls would also ho 
prohlernatic, and that the election must 
bo won somehow. 

Friday. -'L’he Tory candidate — an 
unscrupulous briber who ought to be 
hounded out of docent society — lias 
announccfl that Tariff Koform will 
enable the Beei' Taxes to be reduced. 
A gross appeal to the thiisty masses, 
issue new bill at once : “A Threepenny 
Land Tax will abolish all Taxes on 
Wine, Beer, Spirits and Tobacco and 
in addition pay your insurance Contri- 
bution.” Deputation from Temperance 
Party, objecting to reduction in Drink 
Taxes. lOxplaiu to the deputation (in 
confidence) that the reductions can’t bo 
made till the Land Taxes are in opera- 
tion, and that the election must be won 
somehow. 

Saturday . — That Labour candidate 
— a blatant Socialist — has issued a 
most immoral appeal to the lower 
classes: *'Voto for Bludgo and a 
Twenty-Shilling Tax on liand Values, 
Fx^ee, Meals for Everybody.’* Bit difli- 
cult to beat this. Try new move. 







I 'll •» I"! 
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Ihirn' {tijtfn’ouvhinij Hilda Park (h/tiiar aud ^uHutidif tml thi (<> > t*id>u'n), “(»n 

TiiK i.KKr’.s rnr. hiArcTE r.iu:<;TF,i) 10 tiii’ mi.moiiy mf 'imk (.iii.ai Homk n’ W FM.iMnov, 
AND 'Jn\T V.UE <iN TllK IlMUlT '.s A hTA IIM K hUK«'llD lu MU, MlMuitV (M HIE ul E 

\)S.S 'IJUSES WOT lUN UUN OliK 'I I IK .srUMM liY MIKM ^U^^I^l^' 


Some of tho workmen own cotfag(‘s 
and allotinonts, so issue now lull : 
“Vote for Biggin and Ihiasonabli^ 
Taxation, hut no Confiscation. We 
Must be Honest.” 

A’ /ok/ay. -Church in the morning. 
Vicar read with undue empliasis the 
commandment about coveting neigh 
hour’s liouso or land -pro.sti tilting hi:> j 
pulpit to help a political party. Cave' 
address in Baptist Chapel in the 
afternoon. Subject: Liberal Etliios.” 
Very impressive when Land Song was 
sung after prayer. Think 1 stand a 
chance. 

Monday —ypollhig - day.—^ 0 aio 
going strong. Nothing but Land Song 
to be heard anywhere. The thirty extra 
ganiophones are doing fine work. 


]i(iUt\ Thoy aio couid.mg the vo(<H!i. 
A hit afiaid l«“J' tho wrong Ix'ggarH 
should have go| tho ballot in their 
hands.” 

Tlio TVInyor i; roming ouL . . . By 
hu4 hold and unscrupulous piomiHes the 
’J'ory huH /!ot 1(‘ the to[) of tin*! poll. . . . 
^ly siijiporlitu's ail* gatheriiig round me 
and singing ilin l^aud Hou^, Sick of 
the Ijciiul Song. 


“Ho liiiQ aci niujilvlsd muni' mna/ing |'Im- 
iVu'inancf 8, lalUii)* to tus |iunvt‘»)s 

thick u8 thh'Vci^ in Viillanihio^tt. ' 

IkiJff h'lpiLitS. 

You want to keep you*- coal hutwmnd 
up in VallamliroHa (or Vallomhrosa, as 
the natives call it), else Uu*y ’re on to 
your watcli at once, 
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SEASIDE SPORTS AND 
PASTIMES 

roll \ 

LITTLE ONES AND GKOWN-lIPS. 

I. - MA1NL\ you T.rrn.K onics. 

Bl'lLDlNd CaS'ILKS, 

Thib piiBliino iy jx^pular Avith all 
little ones wlio havo coiiHtriictivo or 
artistic proclivities. (See my little book, 

Bumj)H, and All about Them, or, ^J’bo 
noriio Pi)ronolo^,nst.'’) If you aro a 
Horiously-niincled cliild and have read 
Mr. Wellb' articles on Labour Unrest, 
you will probaJdy prefer to build com- 
fortable Workmen’s l)wollinf»8. Intluit 
case the procedure is the same, 
but, instead of proclaiming' that you 
are the King of the Castle, you will 
sing, ** I am the Freeholder of this 
Attractive Workman’s Dwelling.” 

lI.--yOR bllTLKONKS AND flKOWN-UPS. 

WiNKiaNO. 

Groat skill is required to bag a 
winkle. The best rnotliod of catching 
thi.s sporting little crustacean is as 
follows ; — Bait an ordinary pin witli a 
sand-hopper (whiclj may readily bo 
caught witli a largo butterfly not) and 
hold it outside any cleft in the rocks 
that looks a likely place for a winkles’ 
form, (None of the best winklers say 
‘‘nest.”) If our friend is at homo, be 
will pounce upon the liopper, and 
impale hirnsolf upon the pin. You can 
then deal him a sharp blow upon the 
nape of the neck, wbicli will render 
liim insensible, when be may bo safely 
transferred to your creel. 

Oii\TiniNo. 

Tills rc(|uire8 moi'o courage and 
endurance tiian skill. Advance boldly 
upon the crab and, as it charges, 
present the fore-, or index, finger of 
the right hand to it, when tlio fierce 
creature will proinptly fasten upon it. 
All that then remains to be done is to 
wait until the crab dies. 

LonSTRlUNG. 

The method of catcliing the lobster 
is tlie same, but more painful. You 
may die first. 

LmuNo THK Limvrt. 

For tbii# sport some seccotine, a 
hammer (or mallet) and a geologist’s 
chisel are necessary. Having sighted 
the limpet, stalk it cautiously from the 
rear. It you see it preparing spring, 
tlia only thing to do is to i:btroat and 
try it on with another limpet. If, 
however, you succeed in getting to 
clo$e quarters without* awakening the 
fiery mollusc, seeeptine it instantly to 
the rcok, when it will ji>e powerless to 


attack you, . The rest is simple. Take 
your hammer (or mallet) and chisel, 
and break off the portion of the rock 
on which the limpet is perched. 

Alternative Method, 

Blast it off with dynamite. 

Note to Mothers. 

No child under ten years of age 
should be trusted with this dangerous 
explosive. 

Snauing the Shkimp. 

It is considered unsporting to use a 
net in the chase of the shrimp. All the 
best shrimpers now employ a running 
noose, which should be dangled in a 
pool. When a shrimp enters the 
noose, strike sharply. A landing not 
or gaff is generally unnecessary. All 
shrimps under R dvvts. in weight 
should bo returned. 

N.B. Thick leather gauntlets should 
be w'orn, as the sting of the shrimp 
has boon known to bo fatal. 

Potting the 1*iuwn. 

Proceed as above, but with a larger 
noose. The pi awn needs mord careful 
playing than the sliriiiip, from which 
it may bo distinguished by its more 
sonorous cry when agitated. 

Close Seabon : October I si to Juno 
lUst. 

OoniNG THE 0(^T01‘US. 

Tlio octo})us is not, fortunately, a 
common object of the sea shore, at 
least nob north of Clacton-on-Sea. 
If, howevi^r, you should espy on the 
sand a trail like that of eight winkles 
running round in a circle, you may Ix^ 
pretty sure you aro hot on tlie slot of 
this denizen of the deep. When you 
have tracked it down, look it boldly 
and sU^adily in the eye. In its anxiety 
to avoid your gaze, it will retreat into 
itself, until it has turned itself com- 
pletely inside out. It is tlicn perfectly 
liariiil(‘,ss, and may be readily luind- 
cuffed and presented to the Zoo. 

BOOT SHOP. 

The Complete Sportsman has many 
things to learn beyond the mere 
handling of his gun and the successful 
pursuit of his quarry. lie must try to 
remember what powder he is using, and 
wliy, so that he can answer questions 
on the subject without furtively looking 
at one of his cartridges. He is also 
very apt to bo asked if ho believes in 
Number G shot for grouse — and that is 
rather a trap in its way, because the 
larger the number the smaller the shot. 
And he must not mistake a young grey 
hen for a wild duck, or he wifi find 
himself unpopular. But above all he 


must be able to talk about his boots. 
He will find that bis companions by 
common consent reserve the “ best 
hour of the day’' — after lunch — for 
this one absorbing topic. And so eager 
do they become that they can with 
difficulty restrain themselves to listen 
to the breeziest anecdotes about other 
people’s boots. 

“ . . . I liave had tbisipair for seven 
years and they have been worn hard. 
Of course, 1 never let ’cm put any 
blacking on tliem ; but it 's an absolute 
fact that tliey will take me through a 
field of wet swedes now without letting 
in a single drop. I got them from 
Pucklington’s.” 

"... Well, these of mine Were 
made by a chap in Dumfries, in a little 
shop in a hack street. They cost me 
twenty- seven bob tw^o years ago, and 
they are every bit as good as now. 
Pucklingtoii charges you forty-five, and 
in my experience tliey neaily always 
crack.” 

"... 1 got this pair in Norway” — 
(sensation). "They are real ski boots 
— built for snow — and tlie only fault of 
’em is tliat tliey aro a bit Iiard. But I 
can stick my foot in a bog any time 
and be none the worse.” 

"... 1 wT.)ndor if it is a good plan 
having the teams outside like that? ” 

"... I always w'alk in shoes. Can’t 
stand hoots in hot wreath or. J ’vo liad 
these— let me see ” 

"... Have you soon that new^ dubbin 
that Blake is advertising? ” 

"... Of course, if you wear gaiters 
witli 'em ” 

"... After all, )ou look at tlie 
boots tlieso keepers w'oar. They are 
about as heavy ” 

"... Not a bit of use having the 
nails ” 

It is at about this jioint tliat 1 come 
in. I always say that niirinw^ere made 
by tlie village blacksmith, tliat I keep 
them under water wlum not in use, 
that they aro thirteen years old, and 
cost thrco-aiid-nine. 

• But I believe I have discovored the 
reason of it. Y’^ou liave bad a heavy 
morning, lot us say, and you are 
lunebing (late) in a gully on the moor, j 
You are pretty certain to bo sitting on 
a game bag wdtb your back to a bank, 
and you have your cap over your eyes 
to shade you from the sun (I am 
speaking of ordinary years). After you 
have lunclied (well), topped up with 
cherry whisky and lit your pii) 0 , you 
slip down a bit till you are practically 
lying flat, wdth your vision restricted by 
the brim of your hat. You are feeling 
much too contented to move, and yet 
you w^ant to talk, and the only thing 
you can see is your boots. Of course 
you have to talk about them. 
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INBOLT TO INJOBY, 

0 3UITTLB! blind god with your bow 
And hovering feet, that now so long 

Have fluttered o’er my firesiclo, no, 

It shall not be — this latest wrong! 

For she, whoso laughing long-lost face 
From firo-lit memories may not die, 
Brought you - a birthday gift - to grace 
That little nat in days gone by, 

'Twas bad enough when Mary Ann 
Chipped off those curls of golden hair, 
And worse when I, a clumsy man, 

' Smashed one wing almost past repair. 

13ut, now I *ve let rny liouso and go 
Seaward awhile, what do 1 road ? — 

“ One china Cupid, faulty ” — so 
The inventory goes. Indeed 1 

" P’aulty 1 ” — the riiilistiiio has missed 
Your flawless charm. It shall not bo 1 

1 cross you olT his drivelling list ; 

Dear little god, you go with mo 1 

ME. PLINCirS SILI.Y SEASON 
COEEESPONDENCE. 

Why Do Mkn Mabuy? 
Sensational Eevelationr. 
When a man marries, is it, as is 
commonly hclioved hy the ])erson most 
intimately concerned, due to her great 
beauty, coupled with exceptional in- 
tellectual attainments? If not, what 
is the reason V Tim following Jotters 
would seem to tlirow some light on 
til is most interesting of problems : - 
Deab Sib,-- For years and years 1 
had boon giving wedding presents, but 
no one had ever given mo one. 

Deau Sjb, — It was like this wdtli 
mo. I never intended getting married. 
J was sitting out with a rather nice 
girl at a dauoe. We seemed to have 



come to an end of the topics whicli 
wore mutually interesting, so, vuerdy to 
make conversation, 1 proposed ... It 
was very thoughtless of me. 

Deau Sib, — I married because I 
wanted someone to share my fortune 
with the Chancellob. 

Deau Sir, — I married my wife be- 
cause I disliked the woman so much. 
When I was young slio jilted mo. 
Then the other follow jilted her. 
Years afterwards, when I was a crusty 
old bachelor with fixed selfish habits, 
she was still a spinster, so I married 
her. A pretty revenge, 1 fancy you 
will agree. 

Deau Sir, — I married as an example 
to my children. 

Deau Sir, — I married for peace. I 
Um exomtionally handsome, many per- 
sons holding that 1 am remarkably 
Uke the' late Apollo. I did it, hoping 
it would put an eud to the unwelcome 


‘‘I WANT A BATmNa-n).srrMK. I ikjn’j' 
LET IT BE A WARM CINE.” 

attentions with which I w^as posl.ere( 
hy my lady friends. Unfortunalely i 
has not done so, and 1 may have tf 
grow a board. 

Dear Sir, — Being perniilcss, ' 
married because 1 loved her money 
She married because she Jovorl mo 
My love has proved to be more durable 
than liors, and I apologise for l>oing 
compelled to send this letter to }uii 
unstamped. 

Dear Sir, — I married lier iKcaiise I 
loathe being sued for breach of pro- 
mise. 

Dear Sir, — M y marriage was due 
to a lack of frankness on my part. T 
got engaged to the lady at the seaside, 
and she did not understand that it was 
only for the Silly Season, nor did her 
great hulking brute Of a father. 


MIND WHAT rMlAM'l;, Di’I, PLE.V.SL [Hh - 

I Dear Sib, I Jiavo onl> just done 
ti iL, ami 1 have done it to Lloyd 
> (lEOBOE, lie 1 bought lir^ v As going to 
get thioo|)ence a week Jrom me, and 
tlin^opencfMi. week from the poor soul 
I w ho does for m.*-, bo T have just married 
']u?r to fj*o\n (Ieoruk’s lago, con- 
sternation, ami HUi'priHO. 

Dear Sib, 1 married 1 did 

inot like the idi'a of my nuiko (Jones) 
ilying out. 

Dear Sib, Wiiy did i marry? 
I’Vankly, you have mo. 1 have heeu 
wondering /or over thirty j oars, and 1 
am dashed \f 1 know . 

‘Jjord Vull(*tcnt 'Vii't icawM# Mtmv wka 
jenterday nioraiaft JiuJ ilu> lumaui ot diahtg 
with their MajimtUn*. 

An unusual honour, but wc breakfast 
too heavily to grudge it liim. 








iv-’*'^ ‘ 

TItr Na\ “Hadn't avu jikiiku look ai ji'ii yodu Adnt a uirr’ 

The Flapper, “Oh! Aukiy's qui'ik (jood at amusincj iiF.HSKr.F.” 

Mildred’s daughters are pretty, but they simply liavcti’t a 
A TALE OF TWO SISTERS. ciianco, 

Mildred and Jane were sisters, but Mildred alone had their motlicr dances divinely and never misses a 
style ' dance. 

Both of tliein wcjro good looking, but dano, who was void local milliner makes their frocks ; for hers she goes to 
of guile, Franco. 

Was a doormat as well as a saint, and her taste in dress yot Mildred’s daughters, I know, of llioir seKish rnoliior 
vile. proud. 

Jane from the fust accepted the r6lc of her sister’s slave, Jane 's despised by her children as a thorough -going 

Cheerfully fetched and carried, cheerfully also gave dowd. 

Out of her pocket-money whatever she managed to save. Who could only bo expected “ to pass with a push in a 

crowd.” 

Thirty summers have passed since 1 first encountered the pair, . t • i ^ 

And Mildred, wlto must ho forty, is slim as well as fair; moral of this sad story I add in a brief P.S. : 

While Jane, the virtuous drudge, looks rather the worse ^ launly circle, pray study the art of dress; 

for wear. ^ saint who is also a slattern will never achieve 

success. 

For Mildred married a ituignabo who made his pile in mines, tt i • ii-i t i i • ..i 

And ia widely faino.l foi' his motors, his chef and his snobbish, and boys and girls m Iho 

There sSinm^^sosIrwook but a peer at his table dines. the most unselfish parents are most inclined to jump, 

Brefcrring a well-dressed tyrant to a teri'ior-hearted frump. 

Her entertainments figure (p. 4) in The Daily Mail] r=r . 

The sh(ie|i of lior ruby tiara turns most of hef rivals pale; The Things that Matter. 

Her life is one long carnival of eiiuloss cakes and ale. “Mr. Jaiiuis Brveo, our Ambassador to tbo United States who is on 


T *^1 i. 1- 1 , ft visit to Aiislralia just now, idls a story of a lady who called on a 

Jano married a struggling parson, who hadn t a single sou, photu^iujilier .”— Evening Nars. 

And, like the famous old woman wo road of who lived in a The'rush to Australia to hear it might have been avoided 

She has so many children that she doesn’t know what to do. “ contemporary Imd o“l^ono_cn to give us the story. 

But, unlike the same old woman, whose methods were " He was dressed scninuloiLly in black with a little white face show* 
harsh and crude, 1 °^ wrists and necK. " — Daily Mail “ Navel. 

.jJane sacrihoes hfr comfort to that of her graceless brood. We shouldn’t so much mind the one showing at the neck, 

Who treat her, I grieve to say it, with gross ingratitude. but the other two seem quite uncalled for. 
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EVENT No. 1.— EXTENDING THE COLD ELBOW, 
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THE EEWAEH OP SIMPLICITY 

I AM 8ick of tho pride of the warders 
Of Government goods in iho town ; 
Miss Smith does not servo postal orders, 
And tells you as much with a frown 
Miss Thomson is tiring her hair at the 
borders 

And drives ^^ou away to Miss Brown 

They are pitiless adamant hoauties! 

Untouched by humanity’s spark, 
They arc puflod by tho pomp of their 
duties, 

But lo ! I have found me an Ark ; 

I have fled to a land whore the sun- 
rnellowed fruit is, 

And Phyllis is post-ofllce dork. 

Her rank has not spoilt her nor taken 
One whit from hor passion to ploaso 
Officialtlom’s glorios awaken 

No longing to snub nor to freo/o; 
Sho also soils biscuits and huttor and 
bacon 

And baccy and candles and cljecso. 

,Sho is tender and kindly and willing, 
She never compels mo to wait. , 

All tolograms strike her as thiilling, 
Tier oyts, as tlicj'^ read ’(‘in, dilate; 
Slio is charmed w'heri 1 squander as 
much as a shilling 
On the maw of a ravenous State. 

At a time when so fcjw things are sunny, 
8uch virtue shall hnd its rew^ard ; 

Jf I have to keep parting with money 
To pile ii]) tho Treasury’s hoard, 

1 w'ill spend it down lioro, in this 
hamlet of lioney 
And roses and peaceful accord. 

]^"ar away from tho town and ils orgies, 
And tho iioisj and the dust and the 
lamps, 

And those gii*ls with their delicate 
gorges 

Who treat all oiupiirors as tramps, 

1 shall purchase a dozen of Mr. Ij^OYn 
Gkokgk’s 

ProposterouB sixpenny stamps. 

Evok. 



PAST MASTERS. 

Farmer s Smi, “Wdtkvkii iik hhk dots*;, I'kytiif.u i " 

Farmin'. “Snw i)E nii'YiNu, mkk. Vk M'K, somk n’ ’nM>K ’i i:i<: ui n m i-u rKii/i 

!IE WKHY Ol.ll, SO COOIISH THEY ’AS TO HKPLArK ‘eM EVERY N(»n AN' AoAJN, >.AMW AS WALL 


A WEEK OF WINSTON. 

Monday, — Mr. Winston CnuncHiLL 
addresses a throc3-column letter to Sir 
»Iami2s Hitchie, rebuking Sir James 
Chiohton - Bhowne for advocating 
wholesale indulgence in chops. Such 
a frantic dietetic policy, lie maintains, 
must inevitably lend to disintegrate 
the bases of the British character. 

Tuesday . — Sir James Cuiohton- 
BiiowNE replies in a short letter to The 
Times, observing that Mr. Winston 
CHORciHtLii is a gbod judge of chops 
and changes. 

WiuintSiiay.^lir, Winston Chuboh- 

riyci rcjbi^s m ^ four-oolumu letter to 


bir James Ritchie, denouncing Sir 
James Cihchton-Buownk for his resort 
lO vile verbal quibbles, wdiich are 
notoriously tho last rofugo of inlolleetual 
lostitutioii and spiritual atrophy. 
Simultaneously The Dundee Adx^criher 
imblishes a statemontto tho effect that 
he Government is keeping a close 
watch on Sir James Cbkuiton-Bjiowne 
and other advocates of dietetic anti- 
nomianism. 

Tlmrsday, — Mr. Winston CHUKCHiLn 
n a five-column letter to Sir James 
Ritchie denounces the Meteorological 
Oflioe for its ineffectual control of the 
Gulf Stream, whoso unbridled vagaries^ 
he asserts, threaten to exert a fissi- 


jiarous mniiunco on tho Holld 
our island ra(*(L 

Friday. Sir IIenuv HowuhTH takiw 
up tho cudgoU on bchaU of the 
Meteorological ()nh‘,o in an entire 
special supplement of The Tmhs* 
Saturday. - Mr. Winston U nimcHUiL 
rfijoins in a six column letter to Sir 
James lii'icmiE, attacking Sir Umnbv 
ilowouTii foi;hiH unparalletc^l vorbowity. 
'J'he Dundee yidverltser issues a state- 
ment in loaded typo to the efl'ect that 
the Law OffieorH of the have 

advised the Govcfnmnnt to prosooute 
Sir Henby Howoutu f«jr taukdogy. 

Sunday,— "dAt Ukuuh Ritciue 

to a rest cure. 
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THE SEASIDE. 

(CorrmunicaM by a Seasidcr,) 

This time Mum couldn't Vomo with us hocauso slio lias 
had to go to America to soo luir mother, and sho took 
Kosio witli h<^* to help lu'r to liciir up against the Atlantic. 
I’m afraid Uosio will wind all her own help for lierself, 
because she was sum she wasn't going to b(» a good sailor. 
The Solent linishod her last year, and the Solent 's nothing 
to the Atlantic. 

There wore six of us -l)ad, myself, IVggy, John, John’s 
nurse Julia, and Soo-Ti, the Pekinese dog; and Dad was in 
charge. He said lie was detonninod to show that men 
were not the useless and ornamental creature.s they were 
generally supiiO'iod to but that they could beat women 
on their own ground, and reall y do things if it was necessary, 
lie said lie knew well enough it was a dithcult game to 
look after a family party on a journey, and to keep house 
in seaside lodgings, and then to hritig them all back again, 
but he wsisn’t going to show the white feather, and he 
thought he could pull through. If kindness was useless 
with ns ho said he was quite prepared to employ sterner 
methods. He took a box of chocolates in his pocket in 
order to ho prepared for evers thing, and ho gave a big 
chocolate to John so as lo g(‘t on good terms wiih him, 
bccauso ho said John was the one ho was most afraid of. 
if 1)0 could nuniago John ho thouglit ho could bting tlio 
wliolo thing oil Kuceossfully. Dad 's alvva}8 been pretty 
good at haying newspajiers at stations and getting angry 
with guards and porters, hut tins time ho had to do every- 
tln’ng, and 1 must say ho wasn't nearly so bad at it as \s'c 
thought ho was going to bo. 

Tlie (irst ibiug that liapjiened was tbat wlum we got to 
our own station, 8oo-Ti wasn’t there, i'jverybody thought 
everybody else bad got liim, and tlie consequence was he 
bad been loft beliind with Dad’s waterproof and <he 
Thoi nios flask which had got all our hot tea in it. laickily 
our house is (juito near the station, and there was lots of 
time, so Henry, the footman, ruslicd home. He found 
every tiling, and got liack five minutes iieforo tlio train 
started. Ho had had to chase Soo-Ti twice round the 
garden because Soo-I’i doesn’t like footmen, hut ho had 
wrapped him U}) in the watoiproof and brought liim like 
that. It made Soo-Ti furious, and lie didn't recover tlio 
whole of tliat day. Besides, ho hates liis liai ness and liis 
lead, and when they ’re ])ut on lie stands with his head 
down looking just like a b.son ; you have to drag hnii all 
over the place.* 

Wo had had lunch hoforo we started. Last year wo 
lunched in the train, and John swallowed a hit of pear the 
wrong way and got very rod in the face. Jiosie made a 
poem about it, but 1 can only remember one verse, which 
was this : — 

“ W(! took Iiiin-li for tlin buky boy 
AVho linds in nilinj; bis joy, 

\V(' him a ; he he^^aii to choke. 

And choked all Mie w;iy to IkisingatoKc. ” 

This^ycar our cousin Sylvia joined us* at Basingstoke. 
If you can tliink of pink roses mixed up with strawborrios 
and cream, and all smiling, that ’s what she looks like. 
Dad was glad to see her because bo said the load was 
getting too heavy for him, and wo were all jolly glad to see 
her too. Wo changed al that station, and Dad and all tho; 
guards and porters ran up and down tlie platform looking 
for an empty carriage for us. Dad said afterwards ho had I 
been quite surprised to find how near ho was to his old 
form; but ittwas all no good. We had to get into a 
carriage where there was one old gentleHian with a beard, 
and he didn't look at all pleased when he saw us all piling 


in. He sniffed a good deal, and Dad and he glared at one 
another without saying anything. Then we had our tea, and 
of course there was a lot of paper and crumbs on the floor 
of the carriage, and some of the milk got spilt. Milk 
always does ^efc spilt somehow, and when you try to rub 
it away with your foot there’s alw^ays a white stain left 
and you can't disguise it. It really was very unlucky for 
tho old gentleman, but I must say ho boro it very well. 

It was hero that John distinguished himself and showed I 
what good manners little boys can liavo vthon they try. 
lie liad been looking at the old gentleman when wo were i 
iiaving our tea, and at last ho got very pink in the face and 
leant across to Dad and said, “ Daddy, you liaven’t given | 
this gentleman any tea.”. At first Dad looked puzzled, but 
then lie pulled himself together and said, “ 'J’hcre s plenty 
of tea left, Sir; won’t you have a cup?” and the old 
gentlemen said, “ Upon my word, as you aro so polite, J 
think T will. Thank you very much ; ” and then he said John 
was a Hood Samaritan, and .Dad and lie got talking to- 
gether and found they both know somebody whom they; 
hadn’t met for years. So it all ended in a very pleasant 
way, and wo didn’t have any more adventures, and in the 
end wo arrived safe and sound at our lodgings. 

Next morning we went out and bought two spades and 
buckets, three shrimping nets and tlireo pairs of sand- 
shoes, and then we got lo work on the sands. In fact, 
everytliing 's as jolly as possible, except the weather, and 
Dad says lie’s proud to be able lo give liimsolf an excellent' 
report. 

lWu\D TdOTEKH. 

I KHEn anotlier man. Improved in temper 
As the direct result of duty done 

(A most unuBiuil thing hi sic Htmper !), 

I 'll back my morals now with any one. 

1 feel my cabin’d sjiirit burst its fetters, 

I feel it soar aloft like bilIy-0, 

Because 1 'vo jiolishcd off a ioad of loiters -■ 

An.sweied a dozen at a single go. 

Unanswered letters are a constant menace, 

1 find they worry me an awful lot; 

They simply spoil my Uack-liand drive at tennis. 

And utterly upset my mashie shot. 

Lucky it is my Conscience never wallows 
I n idle ease, but keeps severely spry, 

Urging on mo tlio manly course, as follows, 

Which other people might do well to try. 

i 

1 When letters have licen loft six months or longer 

Crammed in the rack, J answer them — cry quits 

With Conscience, make my moral libro stronger — 

By simply tearing up the things to bits. 


The Apt Phrase. 

“All hands wont aslioio to strotch their legs.’*— Morniiuj Pout, 

“Lidy (Jomnip, loctnring at Startford^on-Avoii games, said that 
tlioMO tradilit)n.il games VI of Scotland and 1. of Kngland. The cradle, 
inusoiiin. It is a heautiful j>icoe of workman -doiictions of almost every 
known portrait of the Devonsliirc. It is signed *l\ Oudry,’ who Is 
painted the picture." — Mimc/na^lrr Evaiiiuj News, 

“A few moments slvcr in in a dainty Webb’s fancy showroopeni in 
Mappiii and select the exact phom will enable 3'on to whether in 
sterling sito frame i*equircd, coloured leather/'— E imtws Aires Staiidanl 

We have put. the writers of the above two passagee in 
correspon^nce with each other, ^ | 
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"No, You ’i:e nKf)No. The one on 
iJRAirTllUL YOlJNO JIAN OR '1HK KHOP. 


OUR MOTOR EMPORIUMS. 


TIJl!: LKRi’ IS THE IHIYKB, 'IKYING To hTKIKE TIIIC KIGIIT AIJUH 


»iC OK lIUMH.nV lOtMMSE ITIIB 


A SEASIDE SESTIIMA. 

1 'vE 1)0011 down lioro a wook — or, lot mo seo - 
Is it a \vo('k, or only half-an-hour ? 

Well, anyliovv, it scorns at least a week 
That J 'vo ht^en sitting on this beastly shore; 

I can’t inia^ino now what made mo como, 

Bui this 1 know — I 'll novor como again ! 

Wliy do 1 say I T1 never como again? 

Tho reason ’s surely plain enougli to see; 

Could anyone who wants a rest now, come - 
Really onjoy himself from hour to hour 
In pottering about a crowded shore? 

Could anybody stand it for a wook ? 

No doubt some people stand it for a week — 

The Bierrots, for example, and again 
The niggers who inonopolizo tlie shoro 
^’heir humour I confess I never seo, 

Though crowds ajiplaud their sallies by tho hour,)- 
But then these people for a purpose como. 

If I remained I ’m certain I ’d become 
A raving lunatic within a week. 

I 've watched that couple there for half-an-hour; 
There— look at that I lie 's doing it again, 

He 's writing with his walking-stick, 

I love you, Arabella/' 04 tho shore. 


i'eoplo dciclarod thi.s wns a lovely shore, 

'* #Sg bracing,” and 1 rnaliy oaglit (o come, 

And so I came this morning, just to 
Jf 'twas a (h'cimt place to sjiend a wci^k 
There ’s an express, thank goodnO'^s, in an hour, 

And 1 sluill soon l )0 bjicK in town again 

Here comes that anc,i(’nt maiinei i;gain 1 
1 wonder what he does wlnei lie’s uslioie, 

“The >Ship/’ I guess, aer.oiinti for many an hour 
Of his spare timi^, a nosit like that can't i'e*n)e 
All of a sudihm no, nor m a woc'k , 

1'hat 's taken }'eiirs to colour, I can see I 

I ’ll never see Ancient Only again , 

I hope next week to liinl a qmo'er slioro 
Where yttu won’t come to ht)io me by the hour! 

“ It was rln i'-iciK-d tin* S miass ky Mi i. 'Ok) krokrt a 

boltlo of wmi' nv'i ilii‘ Htciii and «hrl jL^niuduHy tiown tin >nu}b ikU* 
tlic watci.” 1 ’n/fhi i.Hl, 

In Rimila.r funetiiai’i in khighyid this last pjetuieM(|UO 
feature is uniurtunalely lacking. 


“Tent pogifiiig : Mujur WiUoa. krMiiglit Mftnrts t>kaU akiuol oati 
cluffion (!auHO(i great lueonvcniciiee and aUai Aid a of (tarnajjo 

to tlie iStundtu'd. 

The gallant Major Boerns to have lo»t hi ' fiead mtlrcr, and. 
to have mistaken tho nature of tho content. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Rbady Mon^-v.” 

I LBABN from one of our Piioto^raphic 
Weeklies that The Merry Wives of 
Windsor being played in Tokio, and 
I judge from the appearance of Mrs, 
Quicluy and Mistress Page that certain 
features of Shakhpkark'h original de- 
sign must Jiave been lost in trans- 
mission. Something of this same kind 
Booms to have happened with Mr. 
Montuomkuy’s Heady Money, as made 
in America. In crossing the water 
and being translated into Knglisli it 
has sacrificed nearly all the essentials 
of local colour. Its geography is still 
American, but its native idiom and its 
native slang (I assume that they were 
there in ilio original) are gone, and 
the native accent with them. And if 
its commercial sentiments remnin 
inaperishably Transatlantic — if, for 
example, the passionate admiration 
kindled by the dashing of a bunch of 
thousand-dolJar notes is clearly indigen- 
ous to the Western Jlemisphore — the 
expression of these exotic emotions by 
Jlritisli lips in British phraseology 
Bounds strange even to the verge of 
incredibility. 

Fortunately, however, the sea-change 
does not seem to have materially 
damaged the play. After all, a detective 
ineloclrama appeals to a class of mind 
not easily susceptible to the subtler 
pangs of outraged congruity. And the 
main idea — the exhil)ition of forged 
notes as a mere hlutT to indicate a 
sudden access of solvency — was so 
fresh, the intrigue so arresting, the 
movement so smooth and rapid, that 
it would bo ungracious to cavil at 
trilling improbabilities. 

There was a pleasant novelty in the 
arrangement by which the villain and 
the virtuous hero were made to work 
together like brothers, hand in hand. 
So closely were their fates interwoven 
that we were almost indistinguishably 
glad at the escape of both, our blunted 
sense of moral justice being more than 
fiatisfied by the combined triumph of 
innocence and guilt over the New York 
Secret Service. 

The villain, too, is an artist, and 
that cpij^nts for much. Not merely an 
artist in crime, but a connoisseur of 
decorative engraving. The forged 
notes which he hands to the hero to 
tide him over a financial crisis (never 
actually “passed" by tlse latter, for 
our tolerance could not have gone that 
length) are works of -art; he prides 
himself 6n ^ their superiority to the 
Government article; and when, after 
cateful inspection by the detectives, 
they am taken for genuine note8» it is in 
the true spirit of affronted Art 


destroys them, indignant that their 
finer quality should have escaped 
recognition. 

The attraction of the play lay in its 
admirable blending of fun with serious 
melodrama. Jt was not the kind of 
humour wdiich makes a burlesque of 
melodrama; nor was it introduced by 
way of relief to the tension ; the changes 
from gay to grave and back again were 
of the very essence of the design. 

Mr Kenneth Douglas as the hero 
was extraordinarily good. His remark- 
able performance in Dad had prepared 
us for the almost total disappearance 
of his old air of indifferent detachment. 



THE “DECORATOR.” 

Pvtte/r {alias Ives, alias WaU cr) 

Mr, Allan Aynesworth. 

Quiet and restrained, he was still always 
alert at moments when the slightest 
hesitancy would have ruined the situa- 
tion, As the viUain who incidentally 
found liimsolf a philanthropist (takin 
50 per cent, of the profits) Mr. Allan 
Aynesworth was thoroughly at home 
in his new house. The decorative 
dignity of the part suited him well. 
Never have I seen so many glossy 
silk hats on a stage, and his was the 
lurliest of thorn all. The minor male 
iharacters were satisfactory, Mr. Benb- 
nicT being particularly mobile, and Mr. 
Harry Cane recalling pleasantly the 
manner of the late Mr, Blakeley. ’ 
There were a few fiancees scattered 
from time to time about the stage, with 
or without Miss May Whitty to 
chaperon them; but they served no 
very useful ^purpose. They were sup- 
posed to kob as iueentives to the 
TO^oiaJi ao^uisiiiveiKffi^ of their young 


men. But being Americans (as alleged) 
these young men could easily have 
done without any encouragement. 

Mr. Allan Aynesworth has been 
bold in starting his first managerial 
adventure in the very heart of the off- 
season, and most cordially I wish him 
the success that his sporting courage 
and the excellence ol^ his production 
alike deserve. O. S. 

ODE TO THE 0. U. O. T. C. 

[Composed by a member of tlie Oxford Uni- 
versity Officers' Truiiiiii;r Corps, who, having 
neglected his drills while reading for Croats 
and been excused from Camp on aeeount of his 
ViVa, has been unleftlingly fiued £2 “for not 
making liimsolf cf!i< ieiit.*'] 

Gods benign, I know, bestow you 
On oar LJnivorsitoo 

As a privilege ; and so you 
Get my loyal service free : 

Thus we 're quits on what I owe you, 
O you 

0. U.O. T. C. 

Having lately to forego you, 

Drills and Camp (an awful spree), 

I exclaimed, “I'm loth to throw you 
Over for my Greats degree ; 

Oh, to do the drills I owe you, 

O you 

0. U. 0. T. C. 1 " 

Now (to deal a nasty blow) you 
Send a bill in, dubbing nie 

“ Inefficient " ; well, although you 
Make demands for £ s. d,, 

1 won’t pay you what I owe you, 

O you 

0. U. O. T. C. 


Our alleged Decadence. 

Tossing, sheep over cross-bar : 1, E. Proc- 

tor, Low iVth (with the recoidhoiglitof*2‘i5ft.).” 

Ulocvbton News, 

He ought to have this event absolutely 
stiff at the next Olympic Games ; and 
ho might easily train on into a 
champion at “ Flicking hippopotamus 
between parallel-bars," hitherto held 
by America. There’s nothing much 
the matter with England after all. 

“The })aintor8 and decorators are in posses- 
sion of Christ Church, Palatine -road, West 
DIdsbury, and when finished wiff pi'esent a 
very attractive aj)pearance.‘’ 

Sltrefonl Advertiser, 

Very nice for the painters and de- 
corators, but what about the church ? 

The Apt Phrase again. 

“The augmentation of tlio Chagford water 
uipply is stili hanging fire.” 

Devon mid Nxeter Oas^etUf 

^ , 

“PROTEST OF SOMERSET HOUSE 
CHARWOMEN. 

SWEEPING DEMAND." 

DaUy JShcgptm- 

But vihv BhouM aDvcoel^ebi to ibijir 
iweepiog?" 



iJocknnj Oarsman {to yachtsman who is tacking in sailing dinghy). “’Ehk! w’y (;an't ykk sail srjiAUiHT iSsiioAU o' Riu i':A<i<liN0 
AHOIT TJIK lUVEH t.lKK THAT? YoU 'iJ- IIUN INTO US SOON, THEN YOU ’lL liK ’ArJ'Y ! " 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mu. AiiGKUNON Blackwood holds a monopoly of a certain 
line in uncanniness. Pan's Garden (Macmillan) is a col- 
lection of shorter and longer sketches in which mainly 
some mystical and quasi-personal activity of the wood, the 
sea, the desert, the hills, the snows, is suggested with a 
singular skill, a subtly ingenious symbolism and a welcome 
distinction of phrasing. Perhaps " The Glamour of the 
Snow," a story in which some maleficent spirit in the form 
of a mysterious and coldly beautiful grey lady on skis lures 
a susceptible literary alpinist to danger and all but death, 
is the best in this kind; while “The Attic," in a different 
mood, is a finely drawn study in shadows. Mr. Black- 
wood's work stimulates one to an exacting standard of 
criticism ; to a protest against the little shirt-sleeve phrases 
showing through the purple patches, against such mere 
fountain-pen pictures as “the moonlight falling iu a 
of silver spears upon the slates and wires and steeples " 
(italics ours) ; against a drawing-out of the agony of 
mystillcation which is sometimes, it has to be confessed, 
a little wearisome. But I have the half of a horrible 
suspicion that a jaded, city-ridden critic hasn't the real 
entry to Pan's Garden ; he can, however, heartily (and with a 
touch of envy), commend it to tliose more fortunate who 
have. Among Mr. Graham-Eobbiitson's drawings the 
beauty and direotness of his illustration of “The Attic’* 
seem worth any three or four of the more ambitious others. 

Wa fdl want to distinguish ourselves outside our own 
£N9GtfIia< jspheres, and Mrs. Jjhiverson, like so many other 
|inmdrh»tli, is anxious to be taken seriously, And 


I did so take her in The Luiiit ; hut in her new hook^ 
Tenterhooks (Ghant Eujiiahdh), which also deals Avitb a 
love intrigue 7namiii(\ she is not quite po smu*mwful with 
her imported gravity. I was never really pnisuadod io 
believe in the vagaries of the luisband, though the unooti’* 
scious humour of tliis futile egoist was always aeceiitablin 
It is no matter for eurprmo that Mrs, iji-Yme-OH knows 
more of a woman's mind than of a man's, and more of 
a man’s attitude to women than to his own Clearly 

— and I ciumot blame her for this sbo ha^ ne\iH* assisted 
at the confidences whicli men inqiart io one another nt 
their clubs. She seiuns, indeed, to be less diappy with the 
things tliat she invents than with tlu'Ho that she observes, 
and is at her best in those light and fnvedons toiushes 
with which she seizes suporlieial (‘(seentrieilies when she 
can find a subject to diaw fi’om ]\U\ '1 ho con versat tonal 
gifts of Captain Willts.iov instunen, are l oulised in the very 
briefest sitting: “Do you know, what 1 always say is — 
live and lot live, and let it go at tlnit ; what? But jMJople 
won't, you know, tliey won't and there it hP Her 
children, too, are most delectable. There is Arokie^ who 
declines to give direct expnjssion to his revolt against the 
birth of a baby sister, hut convoys it through a figurative 
medium : “ * I liad i.uch a lovely dream last night, mother ! ' 
‘Did you, pet? How sweet of you! Wltat was it?’ 
*Oh, nothing much. ... I (Xmmt 1 was heaven/ 
‘Eeally! How delightful. Who was there?' This ie 
always a woman's' first question. *Oh! you were there, 
of course; ami father. . . . BuclO^^ nice j4ace/ ‘Was 
Dilly there?’ ‘Dilly? Er— no no - she wawn’t^ Bh© 
was in the night nursei^, with Satan,' " i could wish fpr 
more of this gay oymoism, which ia Mrs. jbKVKHsoN's 
particular poBsesaien j but there is enough of it to mpay 
t — 
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tbo reader oi^Tcnterhoo%$, though it may not bo tho bsst A confessedly “comic novel is tickLjh handling for the 
thing she has yet done. reviewer. To treat it severely is to expose oneself to 

suspicion of tho gravest of all crimes — lack of humour. 

I am beginning sadly think that I am more ambitious That is wh^ I approached The Barmecides Feast (Lane) 
for Mr. Pehcy White than lio is for himself. Each time with caution. It is also why 1 hasten to add about it that 
I begin a nevol fioin Ins fluent i)cn I say. “This is going to I did laugh several times. But not quite so often as the 
be IT," and at the otkI 1 have to resign myself to another prefatory poem and tlie wholly delightful pictures had led 
period of w^aiting. Jn To-Day (Constahem) ho proves once ino to expect. One might perhaps say of Mr. John Goue’s 
more that no i)oint in tlio groat (or little) social game can book that it apparently represents the savii^^s of a lifetime, 
escape his e>c or his irony, hut it is, 1 hope, pormissihlo to J j)icturo tho author, whenever he hoard or invented a joke, 
remind him that ovon tlic popular sport of snob-baiting may rushing with it to his notes, and saying to himself, “ Soon 
in time beconu^ a little tedious. JJoroho chooses a militant I must make a story that shall hold them all. ’ What tho 
suffragette for his lieroino, and decks lior witli bewitching story is that resulted it would be futile ior lue to attempt 
beauty and charm. It may be argued that Dulcie Ellice a to repeat; irresponsibility and tho art of talking nonsense, 
opinions wore so very up-to-date that she required all tho sornetimos clover, often medium, and'occasiorially .silly, have 
graces her c?i*eator could find for her, Imt all the same I hero been carried to their limit. It is humorous and original 
should have respected Mr. White more (oven if I loved --but tho two qualities do not always coincide. Thus to 
Dulcie loss) had ho liandicjappod her with a slight squint j speak of a person who was hanged as having “fallen Irorn 


or a provincial accent. 
Tho way, in fact, is made 
too easy for lirr. It is, 
liowover, Dnlrie's iri- 
iluonce upon the life of 
her father and not of her 
fatherland that gives Mr. 
WiiTTJij an ojiportiinity 
to show his admirable 
sense of couu’dy. Banda I 
Ellfce was a ])om[) 0 UH 
M . P.,and the stnigglo ho- 
twcon his self im]KH'tance 
and his love for J>ulcie is 
told witli a wit wldcli has 
grown mellower and 
kindlior in the eoiirso of 
years. To - Day duals 
so vividly wilh tojiical 
questions that it i.s suio 
to be one of tho successes 
of tho season, and if Mr. 
White is content with 
that perhaps J ought to 
he. 





a platform wdnlo in con- 
versation with a clergy- 
man " is very obviously 
jesting of a superior 
vintage to “ 1 acce])t 
your viows on Belloc," 
o)' “rich hoyond reams 
of averages." Hut 1 am 
growing analytical, an 
attitude iiianii'ostly un- 
fair. Bead tho hook for 
yourself, laugh as you 
may, and ho thankful. 
To Mr. Akthuu J’enn at 
least, who has illustrated 
it, you wdll owe unmixed 
gratitude. 


so vividly wilh tojiical ^ Prophecy is so often a 

questions that it i.s sure ^ ^ thaiiklessanddisappoint- 

tobe one of tho successes W W_ - ing job that it has boon a 

of tho season, and if Mr. - ^ W groat pleasure to mo, who 
White is content with foretold a future for Miss 

that perhaps J ought to v " ' E. 11. Young on tho ap- 

TUFSINKSS KNTEUrmSK IN THK l-AST. 

Those \vho lumber IN.- An auent tuyinu to indik^e ,)i;i.ru.s (J.iisAii to invest in a patent fully sustained by 

ami had t lie good for time uikhaky (’o.Mro.NrnoN successor, jonder 

to reatl tluit excellent (II E i n e m a n n). As a 

yarn aliout lunyier-jaeks, 21ie Blazed I'rcul, with its extra- story, it is at once simpler and more kindly. The two 
ordinarily detailed Avorking up of local colour, will expect families who between thorn contain almost all its characters 
in The Cabin (Nelson), w'hicli is a record of Mr. Stewaut are drawn with a most attractive sympathy. The house- 
Edwari) White’s camjiing methods and niusiiigs in a hold in the hills, especially, where Clara lijitherford, tho 
Californian forest, tho knowledge, syuiipathy and skill mother-woman, tends and loves her two iiion-folk, weak 
necessary to make a delightful hook of outdoor jolli- husband and unforgiving son — this is something that I feel 
nesses. And they won't ho disappointed. Mr. White tho earlier Miss Youno could not have created. The town 
writes churmingly of Ids friends, man, mule and tree, linned homo also, in which Ediuard Webb strives with circumstance 
things and feathered, in an unaustero but, for tho ino.st to bring up his little daughters, is hardly leas successful, 
part, autliontic Pnglish, varied only occasionally by such There is certainly some quality of distinction in this author's 
explosiocia as “JJc snapped shut tho boolS." The philo- work which everyone must feel, but probably most readers 
Bophy of old Calijornia John the Uanyer alone makes tho would lind it diflicult to define. The gift of phrase she has 
book notahlo. C3f such simple tilings as an impatient — F had got no further than page 3 when “ the fierce steel 
intellectual, enga^ sawing tliroiigli a log, ho has pro- fingers of tho rain," in a mountain landscape, found my 

foundly wise things to say — tho kiml of thing that strikes imagination, and stayed there. Character-drawing, too; 
you in a Hash as signilica/itly true. 1 should like to quote, though ilio chief personages of Yonder are liardly (I think) 
but you '11 find it in the chapter “ On tlks Conduct of Life." those of every-day life. One finds them over- sensitive, too 


foundly wise things to say — tho kind of thing that strikes imagination, and stayed there. Character-drawing, too; 
you in a Hash as signilica/itly trno. 1 should like to quote, though ilio chief personages of Yonder are liardly (I think) 
but you '11 find it in the chapter “ On tlks Conduct of Life." those of every-day life. One finds them over- sensitive, too 
As from all* books wrriten by folk who really know their given to emotional analysis, for tliat, though none tho less 
ground, b 6 hero ono^takes not entertainment merely, but interesting. Searching for impressions, I decide that the 
Knowledge, kno^w ledgo specifically of the kind of work book has affected me much as a poem might have doi^©; 
involved in that now task of forest conservation in America I can hardly describe its spirit of austere romance in any 
about which there has boon so much controversy. other way. ,, 
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hdthj {('omin f f, nm, tlr sc,f). “()ii' Kxrnsr. tvir ~Yorr pjDnNni.v i>)\ v kno.v, as voi \ lo n\’i,v .nur A»ii;n I'.n -unr. \i<M)Uiu\a 
TO UllO JlKfJlfl.A'I’lON^ OK THIS SIMA' 1*I<A(’K, YOU MIJSJ'NT WAMt A MO'.S TIIK iJinujl WIIHoiM’ A OVUMUNl HIM M)\ K.liS \ OU KUOM 
JIHAD 'JO joor." 


CHARIVARIA. 

Mu. Bkn 'riijjrrr now advisr^s tho 
working classes to culliViito a tasto loj' 
cliampagne. Our own counsel to llioni 

is to rest content with tho port of 

London, . .. 

Tlio old oak frigate SoHiJutniploiL is 
being broken up at Blytho, and her 
ti in hors aro to bo utilised for tho 
making of furniture. Very suitablo for 
arnnehair critics who like sitting on 
the Navy. ^ 

Mr. GuanviiHiE Baukeu Is to open his 
Bliakspearean season with A ir/u/6'r’,s‘ 
^J'dle in Septoinhor. J lo miglit, as far as 
the woathorgoos, have started in August. 

Tho regulations lor tho forthcoming 
Army inancruvres mention that there 
are many acres of small fruit farms 
through which the troops may not 
pass, and these will therefore bo re- 
garded as “impassable swamps.’' At 
the moment of writing it looks as if 
no great demands will bo made on the 
men’s imaginations in this respect. 

The Yarmouth Board of Guar- 
dians,” a contemporary tells us, “have 
entered into an agreement with the 


corjioriiUon to clean up all dirty 
piisonors at tlm workhoiMu at a charge 
of live shillings a Jiead ” Hut why 
stop at tho head? The diOiculty, wo 
presume, is a liiiancial one. 

An old newsboy bas written a bonk 
entitled, “ Haper, Sir?” and Thn Dai Iff 
has interviewed liim. Among 
his hobbies, it seems, is staniji-collect 
ing, anil ho mentioned that a friend of 
his once bought for a jienuy a slam)> 
worth two pounds. “ But for my 
jiart,” said tho old newsboy, “ I have 
never considejrod it a right thing to 
take advantage of people’s ignorance 
regarding tho value of thing.s,” Wi'. | 
should say that this must have handi- 
capped him greatly in his old profession. 

t : 

Signs that the campaign against the 
flies is not to be a one-sided alfuir art! 
accumulating. Millions of flies v^ere 
rGj)ort 0 d last week to liavo suddenly 
appeared in the Woodford dist'ict (d 
Essex. This looks romarkabl} like a 
tost mobilisation. 

^ 5|« 

Is the confetti custom gradually, 
dying out? Wo extract tho lollowing 
sentence from a description in a local 
paper of a recent wedding in the 
country:— "As they^eft the church 


Komt'onti lhi(!W a CDiift'llmn ut the 
bapp) euU]>l(\” 

Afti^r sviliU‘Shing n- mii'dt’ luiJl 

at IVlar.Hci Ill's, Mrnvi IIuho, [Jiessed 
foi' a.n opinion, staled lliiii. ho thought 
it would ho a great deal ht'tior m Ihu 
case of many ol tho lathes if ihoy veiled 
thomsiilves aller tlio Moiocimm custom. 
Wo do not liktj t ) (|ueslion tho gallantry 
of a man wht) must have hud ho much 
))raclit!e, l>ut it Itjoks us if ho were a 
iittlii lacking iu that ipndu.^l 

A will iu rln me. has jusl hiHUi ad- 
mitticd U) pi’dh.iln. 'I’Ihj uowh has 
eieated thn wikl. i-.t 0M!il»'ineMl. among 
(uir minor poel >, and solicitors, it is 
said, hiiA'o been miintlaled ■\t,ith ajjpli- 
e.ations fiom Mi»ru;stt‘is clamorous for 
ttoinijjis.sit^ns. , , 

We may hoavo a sigh of 7’bo 

CJnnKN and l*uiN(u:sh Mauv are Ijack 
from <iennan\, and have not b ;cn 
arrested us sjues. 

'1 ^ ' 

The UKdfVniut tJENi'iiAt's pielim- 
inary report for Bill shows I bat tbnro 
were fewer birtl*1i but luori^ than 

in lyiO. Wo m^t itKliact what satie- 
faction wo can from the fact that there 
bas not been a slump iif botl*directiomj. 
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IN ilMEMORIAM 

MilUam Booth, 

FOVNDKR and CoMMANUEU-j^N-ClUKF OF THK SaiA^ATION AiiMY. 

Born, 1829. Dikd, August 20, 1912. 

As thoils, the warrior knights of Christian fame, 

Who for the Faith led on the battle line, 

Who stormed the breach and swept through blood 
and flame 

Under the Cross for sign. 

Such was ids life's crusade; and, as their death 
inspired in men a purpose pure of taint — ^ 

In some great cause to give their latest breath — 

So died this soldier^saint. 

Nay, bis the nobler warfare, since Ids hands 
Sot free the thralls of ndsory and her brood — 
Hunger and haunting shame and sin that brands — 
And gave them hope renewed. 

Bruised souls, and bodies broken by despair, 

Ho healed their heartache and their wounds ho 
dressed, 

And drew them, so redeemed, his task to share, 

Sworn to the same high quest. 

Armed with the- Spirit’s wisdom for his sword. 

His feet with tidings of salvation shod, 
lie know no foes save only such as warred 
Against the peace of Cod. 

Scorned or acclaimed, ho kept liis harness bright, 

Still, through the darkest liour, untaught to yield, 
And at the last, his face toward the light. 

Fell on the victor’s liolcl. 

No laurelled bla/on rests above Ids bier, 

Yet a groat poo])le bows its stricken bead 
Whore he who fought without reproacli or fear. 

Soldier of Christ, lies dead, 

(). S. 


A FREE SHAVE. 

He vras walking up and down the empty shop when I 
came in. An absent-minded barber, I thought, for wlien 
I said, “ Shave, please ! ” as 1 settled into the chair, lie 
wi\s some moments in sliowing the alacrity usual in the 
profession. Hut his “Certainly, Sir 1 ” when it came, had 
the right ring t)f enthusiasm about it, and he bustled in 
search of a towel as one aroused to some purpose. 

“Hot or cold, Sir?” he enquired, as ho rammed volu- 
minous folds into the back of my collar. “ Cold is said to 
stimulate the growtii of the beard ; 1 will therefore assume 
that you prefer hot. There are authorities for the other, 
but the literature of barbering is painfully scanty. Shaw 
— I am a Shavian of course. . , .” 

I groaned. 

“ 2\)p-hot, Sir ? ” ho asked sympathetically. “ 1 think 
not — but, if so, the temperature will soon fall by evapora- 
tion. A little patience — to the philosophic mind. . , 

“ Look here,” I expostulated, “ can’t you fall back upon 
I tha weather or something ? Your method is too original 
tor this hour of the morniftg.” 

**Ab, I feared as mudh,” ho said, “My grandmother 
always would have itkhat I was original. Fatal, ineradi- 
cable gift U'* / 

looke4; askance at him ; ho had found a razor and was 
^ ^bodily jrtroppihg it. I checked a craven impulse to sw^toh 


the towel from my neek, off the lather and ffy ; and 
the next moment be had begun again. 

“ The art of conversation,*' he said, “ is one in wbiob^ 
contrary to popular opinion, barbers seldom excel. 1 begid 
to perceive Ahat I am no exception to the rule. (Head 
well back, if you please— I intend to begin at the throat 
. . . . Nay, do not shrink; my intentions are strictly 
humane.) I am necessarily unacquainted with your cast of 
mind ; your politics, your entire view of life are unknown to 
me. (Do you mind if I hold you by the ijj^oso? It gives 
me a oerbam sense of purchase. Thank you?) All kinds of 
subtle correspondences might have been possible between 
us (your beard is a trifle stifTer than mine, I fiotice) ; cast 
away, let us say, upon a desert island, wo might achieve 
the most marvellous interchanges, such as only a Henhy 
Jamkb could do justice to. Hut, as we are— (No, on second 
thoughts I think I will adopt a sideways stroke for your 
upper lip ; the nose must he loft intact at all costs — a fine 
feature. Sir, if J may say so) — as we are, I say, with our 
opportunities of communication so unavoidably restricted, 
we can barely touch tlio surface of things. It is very sad. 
One might almost as well be a dentist. (Keep the mouth 
closed, if you will be so good).” 

lie was shaving mo with extreme care, hut not very 
expertly, retaining a li)-m grasp upon my nose, which lie 
used as a convenient lover when ho wanted to turn my 
head from one side to tlio other. 

“I cad’t if you dod’t let go of by dose,” 1 said. “ Wud 
bust breathe.” 

“True. I will hold it higher up. All theories of method 
must bo modified in face of the stern primal necessities of 
Life. Wo begin to touch fundainontals after all — but, alas, 
only when the moment of our parting is near. There 
— I have finished — and, 1 am gratified to find, without a 
single gash. I will not tempt IVovideiice by going over 
you again; I am sure you will find that short enough for 
the present fashion. It only remains. . . 

Ho was squirting at my face with the spray. 

“ IToro,”! said, “ you haven't washed oil' the soap yet.” 

“Believe me,” lie rejoined, “ it is bettor tlius.” lie kept 
the spray going till rivulets of bay-rum and soap were 
trickling freely into the tow^el aliout my nock. “There,” 
bo said, “ i am sure you will agree witli mo tliat that is 
a method at once more generous and more hygienic. I 
always prefer to dry my own face ; jour feeling, no doubt, 
is the same. Here is a dry towel.” 

I responded mechanically. My mind i-efused to deal 
adequately with this person. 1 got up in silence and felt 
in my pocket for pennies. 

“ No, Sir,” be said. “ Not on any account. It has 
been an interesting experience for mo — 1 hope, indeed, 
for us l)oth — and 1 could not dream of taking any remun- 
eration. Think of me sometimes — that is all 1 ask of you.” 

At this moment a fresh arrival entered. “ Bog pardon, 
genTemen,” he said, “ I must have missed bearing the bell ; 
1 was jest getting my dinner. Now, which of you gen'lo- 
meii is first?” 

“ My honour, I think*' said the late operator, as he 
settled himself into the chair I had vacated. 

“ Shan’t be above two minutes, Sir,” said the barber, as 
I reached out for my hat. 

“ Thanks,” I said, “ 1 will forgo the pleasure,” 


“ At time of wiring tho Artillery arc bar;k ia camp, aud I am informed 
that they did better to-day tlian yesterday. They fired two soiiei of 
sixty rounds at a Battei^ of six guns and at au Infantry supposad to 
have been in a walk*'— Imepcnde^vt, 

The day before, the infantry had been Btippoeed to bo io 
a balloon, and the r^ulto were not so dea^« ; ^ 


I 
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A BALKAN DIVEBSION. 

Bcloabia (to rttrjfcey). •• I CHALLENGE YOU TO MOETAL COMBAT I" \ 

' To8k«t. "OEETAINLY.” {To Italy.) ”1 HOPE YOU WON’T THINK MB DISOoyiiTHlOOa IE 
I OAN»OT CONTINUE TO GIVE YOU MY UNDIVIDED ATTENTION.” 
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Sympathdir Passcuffcr {towanfs end of raityh rruss-CJuninel ptixsoyt). “You must MND Yori: hi'i'iKs VKiiV i M'l kan,\nt and MONorusurM ?*’ 

Sft‘Wnnl^‘H9 ‘‘OlT KH Mmvi Xdl' AT AIT. F UtVK MY \V(HTk.” 


WIIAT OPFEUS? 

[To I’G let or 8T)ld, a iiiagnilicoiit London 
o|Mra house; prosoni owner having no further 
use for it and gone abroad. Siiitablo for the 
pioductioii of oi)crii niolodi ania, and for music- 
hall performances, political meetings or cine- 
inatoBcope sliows. Unrivalled opiTortunities for 
gttting rid of capital Immodiato jJOMHossion 
olfcretl. Apply, Hamau An vinsTPUN, New Yoik ] 

Some such advortisonient as this may 
shortly be expected, and what will ho 
the response ? 

Dear Hamab, — T o a kindred spirit 
-ono who has Luven Londoners some- 
thing that was far too good for them 
and has sufferod in consequence — 
you will, I am sure, give special j ates 
for a tenancy of your commodious 
theatre. As I have a number of 
masterpieces in my desk and some real 
eniuses waiting to perform them, 
indly reply at once. 

Yours, Heubekt Trench. 

Dear Sir, — With a few structural 
alterations we see our way to convert 
your opera-house into an excellent 
motor-garage. Please quote lowest 
price. 

Yours faithfully, 

SuPBRFnuous Taxi-Cab Co. 


Dear Mr. Anvilstein,— Convinced 
as I am that there are occasions on 
which tlio written word needs to ho 
reinforced and driven homo by the 
supplementary magic of oral magnet- 
ism, I am thinking of giving a sorios 
of daily lectures on the Amazing 
Developments of Weltjiolitik, anil 
should ho glad to know your terms 
for a three-months’ lease of your opera- 
house. 1 should bo glad also to come 
to some arrangement for the employ- 
ment of your orchestra, as 1 thiidi the 
emotional appeal of my lectures would 
be not a little enhanced by an obbligato 
accompaniment of, say, sixteen trum- 
pets, four pairs of cymbals and at loAst 
two sots of kettledrums. 

Faithfully yours, J. L. Garvin • 

Dear Sib, — I am instructed by Mr. 
Winston Churchill to ascertain 
whether, on tho basis of a year’s 
tenancy, you would bo prepaied to 
oonvoit the stage of your opera-house 
into a tank for the purpose of exhibiting 
the new model of a battleship which he 
has recently designed. 

Mr. Churchill desires me to add 
that, at the determination of his 


tenancy, he would Ix) vtxy fihul to 
ilisposo of tlio model, whieli, with a 
few trifling alterations, would S(*rvo 
admirably as Vaiubirdeckvn'ti ship in 
an up- to (late version of the t'ujing 
Duichman, 

Faithfully yours, E. lIowAun Marhil 

Dkau yrit, On h(*half of tlm Dress 
and Diet Iiu)uir\ (biramitiec^ au uu- 
ofrunal Ix^dy lornuid under < ioMinmient 
auspices wliuso aim is to asciulaiu tlu^ 
exact amount sjX'Ut on food and 
clothes by tho Upper Ten. I write to 
know on what terms you would he 
jireparcd to grant a lease of your opera- 
houKo as the 1 lead -Tjuar tors of Uio 
Coniniitteo. The riosidont is Mr. 
I'aul Prior, M.IV, and other members 
are Mr. Uriaii Furritt, Dr. Lopuidas 
Pinchor, and Mrs. llandon-OhaJo, 

Yours faithfully, CL F Thuuhton. 

Dear Mr, Anviurtein, - Having still | 
tlie profound(V{t belief in the merits | 
of The Children of Dun, wliich was not 
rightly approciatod, I should like to 
tako a year’s leaso^^f your house 
in order that 1 may rti inoimt my little 
trifle and give tlio puhUtv a rofll treat 
Yours, Uov^AMD DM Waldibw. 
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mAiinuY thing deserve all they get I have no comatose silence; **why don't 

OAUGHT TMAPPING. sympathy with the young idiots." come here oftener ? " 

Aaiokq the brown trout that frequent For a while they continued feeding William let his friend talk on* 

Shy Corner, few are bettor known and and even lay on a little alter the meal There is a pleasant something about 
more respected than Viscount Howio< was done. But at last there arrived the water that appeals to me. Is it not 
toim and William Smith (one of the almost on the very nose of William a movement, a curious sort of ripple? 
Haslemere Smiths). Tliis evening they such a mass of fuzz and feather as Do you notice it ?” 
were lying at tho bottom of the clialk was an insult to any experienced and William sliook his tail in a lazy 
stream among the reeds, idly gossiping, intelligent fish. Genial and lazily negative. ^ 

It was their custom to meet hero most pleasant about most things, there was “ I am indeed in a mood to imagine 
nighty of tho wook and tiino together. one thing that those two old cronies pleasant things '* (the Viscount was 

To tho left of them lay a largo flat could not tolerate, and that was any getting garrulous, in' a happy and 

stone, and tho Viscount called his reflection upon the wariness of which sleepy sort of w^ay), “but I don’t think 
friend’s attention to a fat fresh-water they proudly boasted. that I am imagining this. The water 

shrimp on tho top of it. “Help your- “This,” said William, “is beyond a docs indeed viljrate around one, in a 
self,” said he. joke. It is an atl'ront.” manner which is both refreshing and 

“ Your .shrimp, old man,” said Wil- “More,” replied the Viscount, “it is soothing. Surely you must feel it?” 
Uaui courteously. , But William did not an- 


shrirnp on tho top of it. “ Help your- 
self,” said he. 

“ Your .shrimp, old man,” said Wil- 
liam courteously. 

“Not for me, thanks. I 
never take hors triruvros. . . . 

And now shall wci food ? 1 ji 
am feeling peckish.” And in j 

tho two moved slowly up I J. 

towards tho siu'face. 'm ■ / 

“Boor cousin Hilda,” said l/f//— 

William, as he poked liis l/MSta 

fastidious nose out of the |//i 

water and ahsorhed a Blue 
Winged Olivo, “wo’veseon ||||||j 

the last of her.” |/| lUI 

“Not really?” said th(j ||| |||| 

Viscount, as ho too hel])eil '|| |||| 

himself. “ I am deeply dis- ||| I H I 

tressed to hear that. She 1||| || 

was a great favourite of mine. /||j H 

How sad I (T’horo is a Bah^ ffU |j 

Watery Dun to your right, if i 

you care for them.) A vie- 
tim, 1 suppose, of tlie eternal 
feminine curiosity ? " 

“ Yes, poor girl. Anytliing ^ ^ 

now and garish attracted her. 

To me it w’as always a won- 
(lor that slio remained witli 
U8 for so long. 1 was talking 
to James, a groat pal of hers, 
an hour or so ago. He was 
naturally very upset ; said ^ 



« f! 

_X-- 






TKAINEI) rinTEE I)()(!S. 

,IrsT THE ini.Ni} kuii heni’I.kmen wiiu .sToor vvmr JHFiouiri/i v. 


swer, being almost asleep. 
Tlie two were now lying in 
Indian iile, William ayarci or 
two in front of his friend. 
Asleep or not, it was too I 
inucli bother to turn round. 
But the genial effect of having 
dined prevented the Viscount 
either from being olTended 
or from ceasing his soliloquy. 

“ Delicious,” he murmured, 

“ gradually increasing and 
(juite delicious. Wo must 
certainly come hero again. 
Assuredly, my dear fellow, 
you must observe it now. 
It is too distinct to be mis- 
takablo. A current, 1 have 
no doubt. How it lluttors 
round one ! One might al- 
most imagine that one was 
])eing . . 

There was a sudden dis- 
turbance of the water and 
then silence. . . . 

William awoke with a jerk ; 
very nearly, hut not (piite, 
suliiciently startled to look 
round and see what on earth 
his friend was doing. Had 


she rose to an obvious Wickham, at disgusting importinenco. As if such lie looked round, he would have seen 
which he himself had been shrieking old campaigners as ourselves would that his iriond was no longer there, 
with laughtei a fo\y minutes before, mistake that for a lly! . . . Lot us “I wish you wouldn’t make such a 
It was quite unnerving, J ’m told, to leave tlie place.” So tho two dropped noise about settling down to sleep ” 
see the dear girl’s shaim^ and annoyance back to a spot under the low slielving said he, almost irritably. “ I was just 
as she rushed past Lady Mary and all bank, where the branches of an over- going off, and you woke me up 
her set wibli the gawdy thing sticking hanging tree protected them from By Jove, though, I'm not so sure that 
, , , , . . being molested by such ahomimitions. I wouldn’t just as rather ho awake. , . . 

Gills wull be girls, said tho Vis- They had much to talk about, those Now I come to think of it, I do notice 
count, “ hut really the credulity of tho t\vo--the lucky and hair-hreadth es- a pleasant something about this water, 
young, IS astounding. . . , Have you capes of their first youth, tho innumer- . , . This is distinctly good. . . . The 
been pestered wdt*^ anyof thonow Hal- able instances of the skill and superi- ' sensation is much as you describe it 
ford patterns ? See 1 There ‘s one ority of their more mature years. The j . . . A delicious tremor of tho stream! 
dropping above you. They get these longer tho conversation continued the which seems to be increasing very 
I things up very well nowadays. I could more personal it became: tlie more gradually, to be coming as it were 
ajmost imagine a fool oi a j-ouiig fish personal, the more self-satis lied. There nearer one. ... I am enjoying mV- 
mistaking that for a real spinner, if he was only one fly that could hope for self enormously. One could a!s you 
hado t beCi}^ about mreh. , ^ attention, they agreed, and that were saying, almost imagine that one 
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THE CONQUEllING TOUCH. 
Whwn I became engnfjed to Fred 
1 realized be was a nut, 

His hair lay plastered on his head, i 
Jlis coats wore ot tho latest cut, j 
Jlis socks wero silk, his footwear ' 
(brogned) 

Paid tribute to tho best of blacking, 
Yet our engagamont 1 prorogued, 

For still there secirKd a somotliing j 
hxck^ig. 

J had no quancl with his eyes, 

His finger-nails wero well preserved, 
Alluring was his tasto in tics, 

Jlis tiguro slim, yet nicely curved ; 

II is wit, 1 ’m glad to say, was tamo 
(I shy at brains when ovor-rapid), 

Yot it annoyed mo all tho aamo 

That Frodcrick's face should ho so 
vapid. 

Until he syjent a week at Ttyde, 

And how, on his return, 1 thrilled ! 
Tho blank e3xprcssioii 1 decried 
JIad, in tho interim, been fillod ; 

Ono inch of auburn whisker lay 

On either cheek in cliasto equation, — 
I lifted mine and named tho day 
Without Uio smallobt hesitation. 

A HINT FOR PUJ3LISIIERS. 
Undeu the lieading “Corsican Shoot- 
ing Mystery,” The Dailjj (Uironiclc, 
after giving tho fletails of a mysterious 
attcmyit (o niiirdcu' the Rritish Yice- 
corisiil at Honifacif), continues: “Tho 
district in winch the allair took place 
is that in which tho scone of If. Solon 
Mcrriuian’s Corsican voiulotia story, 
‘The Isle of Unn^st/ is laid. ’ 

This geographical method of adver- 
tising works of lie,! ion suggests develop- 
ments which we have endeavoured to 
forecast in the following annoimcc- 
monts : — 

“ Whilo assisting at a water caini- 
val at iharritz, 1 j(H(I Fitzlloodlc, one 
of tlio recent I/iljcral creations, was 
upset in his niolor-catamaran and 
resenetl with some difliculty by a gallant 
I3as(|UO iiuirincr named Pierre Arozle- 
guy Arrozagaray, of Zugarrannirdy. 

What lends j)cculiar interest to tho 
incident is th(3 fact that one of the 
scenes in Mr. William Ll Qulux’h 
now novel, TJia PurpUi (hunmcrhund, 
is laid at Bayonne, which is cuily a 
few miles from tho scene of the 
disaster.” 

“ Sir Albert Blond, while recently 
stalking capercailzie on his dcor forest 
in the isle of Skye, was suddenly 
assaulted by a peat-hag of tho most 
truculent demeanour, and, bad it not 
been for the prompt intervention of 
bis head-gillio, Donald MacSlazenger, 
might have suffered serious injuries. As 



{Vinrr, / jantj cxJKni^fnl If in the rjUnt to inli'n\l 

sinjiffh/s t( (fK.'nr (i/ riirlit,] 

Chunis, “Why, yud ain’t omt hi) r.if )\m i: i, \ m i- m,- r. 


it was, tliougli somewhat shaken. Sir 
Albert had so far recovered on Sunday 
last as to partake of a little caviaic 
beaten iiy) in crdnic da mrvilu\ 

It has lu'on a groat source of con so 
lation to tlie illusti’ious invalid to leai n 
that tho scene of his accident is iin- 
morlalised in Mr. Joski’H IIocuvino’s 
nexv novel, 'Ilia Skija PilotP 

“ VVIiil(3 li->}iing for laryion oil tlu* 
coast of Florida, liord Southblull was 
enveloped last week in a wator-spont, 
and narrowly cscap(?d drowning. J‘’ur- 
tuimtely tho wings of his pluvioscntc 
held him up until ho was taken dU by 
an American battleship. 

By a strange coincidenco Florida, oil 
tho coast of which Lord Southblull' 
met with this alarming experience, is 
the Ecene of Mr, Bax Fhnboi ton’s 
forthcoming romance, The Orangemen 
of the Neto World. 


Tho New Miasioh 

“ Kindly a ki mci'' ( 'In I'-l ina (lav* 

•L'um . ('nupli t»l (Nnvs 

t'\ TifitrH. 

A magi hale ha KMiiaik^d that any- 
one ohjeefing (n it hiw slnaild aller it 
by constitutional means, (»r eUiigrato, 

“ ir lie i-‘ ii .1 ' III m| .‘iiih'daacp it did not 
iiiiicli miiiMu Ih' \v<’al, v ht'thci' hi Unu 

I''.ir KjsI «ii It' I liU.d.'i <) od tiy aidliio^ 

All Iho same, \\(\ should ad\) lO men of 
sul stanco to Imup away lioin these 
Mntluopo))liagi. '(’hiii mnii may please 
thcms(3lvcs. 

“ Jlc liad foHitix'U I'uiihas, our- cock, 

ii iiKilor-r.iir. Ihvri*^ Inui \s i ’unJ a 

Hulky,all puinti-d yi^Uuw.’ - 

There is a Hamenoss about bis treat- 
monb of the fourUier bind n s wUicjh 
does not indiouio tho inspired artist. 
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THE HEIR/ 

, IV. — He IB Christened, 

On the momiftg of iho christening, 
as I ’was on my way to the bathroom, 
1 met Simpson coining out of it. 
There are people who have novor 
Been Simpson in liis dresHing gown ; 
people also who have nOkOr waited for 
the sun to rise in glory above the 
snowcapped peaks of tJio Alps ; who 
have never stood on Waterloo Bridge 
and watched St. Paul’s come through 
the mist of an October morning. Well, 
well, one cannot see everything. 

** Hallo, old chap ! ” ho said. “ I was 
just coming id talk to you. I want 
your advice.** 

A glass of hot water iho last thing 
at night,*’ I said, “ no sugar or milk, a 
Turkish bath once a week and plenty 
of exercise. You’ll get it down in no 
time.” 

"Don’t he an ass. I moan about 
the christening. 1 ’vo boon to a wedding, 
of course, but that isn’t quite t)io same 
thing.” 

" A moment, while T turn on the 
tap,” I turned it on and came hack 
to him. " Now then, 1 ‘m at your 
service.” 

"Well, what’s tlie — er— -usual cos- 
tume for a christening ? ” 

Leave that to the mother,” I said. 
“Shell see that the baby's dressed 
properly.” 

" I mean for a godfather.” 

Dahlia has convoiiiontly placed a 
sofa outside the bathroom door. I 
dropped into it and surveyed the dress- 
ing-gown thoughtfully. 

" Go like that,” I said at last. 

" What I want to know is wliothor 
it *s a top-hat afTair or not ? ” 

" Have you brought a top-hat ? ” 

" Of course.” 

"Then you must certainly I 

say ! Como out of it, Myra 1 ” 

I jumped up k'oin tlie sofa, but it 
was too late. She had stobm rny bath. 

" Well, of all the cheek ” 

The door opened and Myra’s head 
appeared round the corner. 

" Hush I you 11 wake the baby,” she 
said. "Oil, Samuel, what a dream I 
Why haven't I seen it before? ” 

" You have, Myra. 1 ’vo often dressed 
Up in it.” 

“Then It suppose it looks different 

with a sponge. Because " 

"Really! ” I said as I took hold of 
Simpeon and led him hrmly away ; " if 
the baby know that you carded on like 
this 0f a morning he *d bo sliockod.” 

Thomas is always lat^for breakfast. 
Simpsoti on this occasion was delayed 
by his elaborate toilet. They came in 
;&lji by#0ppO8ite doors, and! 

staring at each 4>tberi Simpson { 


wore a frock-coat, dashing double- 
breasted waistcoat, perfectly creased 
trousers and a magnificent cravat: 
Thomas had on flannels and an old 
blazer. • 

“ By Jove,” said Archie, seeing 

Simpson first, " you are a ” and 1 

then ho caught sight of Thomas. 
" IIul-Zo I ” His eyes went from one to 
the other, and at last settled on the 
toast. 1 lo went on with his breakfast. 
"The two noble godfathers,” he mur-j 
I mured. | 

Meanwhile the two godfathers con- i 
tinned to gaze at each other as if 
fascinated. At last Simpson spoke. 

" We can’t both bo right,” he said 
slowly to himself. 

Thomas woke up. 

" Is it the christening to day ? I 
quite forgot.” 

"It is, Thomas. The boat-race is 
to morrow.” 

"Well, I can change afterwards. 
You don't expect mo to wear anything 
like that ? ” he said, pointing to 
Simpson. 

“ Don't change,” said Archie. " Both 
go as you are. Mick and Mack, the 
Comedy Duo. Simpson does the talk- 
ing while Thomas falls over the pews.” 

Simpson collected his breakfast and 
sat down next to Myra, 

"Am I all right?” he asked Lor 
doubtfully. 

" Your tie s up at the back of your 
nock,” I said. j 

" Because if Dahlia would prefer it,” 
ho wont on, ignoring mo, " 1 could 
easily wear a plain dark twcod? ” 

" You ’ro beautiful, Samuel,” said 
Myra. " I hope you ’ll look as nice at 
iny wedding,” 

" You don’t think I shall be mistaken 
for the father ? ” ho asked anxiously. 

"By Peter? Well, that is just possi- 
ble. Perhaps if ” i 

" 1 think you ’roriglit,” said Simpson, * 
and after breakfast he changed into the j 
plain dark tweed. 

As the hour approached wo began to 
collect in the hall, Simpson reading the 
service to himself for the twentieth 
time. 

"Do we have to say anytliing?” 
asked Thomas, as he lit liis third pipe. 
Simpson looked at him in horror. 
"Say anything? Of course wo do! 
Haven't you studied it ? Here, you ’ll 
just have time to read it through,” 

"Too late now. Bettor leave it to 
the inspiration of the moment,” I sug- 
gested, " Does anybody know if there 's 
a collection, because if so 1 shall have 
id go and get some money.” 

"There will be a collection for the 
baby afterwards,” . said Archie. " I 
hop^ou 've been saving up.” 

"Here he ooihes!** $Bid Simpson, 


and Peter Blair Hannering came d^wn 
the stairs with Dahlia and Myra. 

"Good morning, everybody,” said 
Dahlia, 

" Good morning. Say ‘ Good morn- 
ing,* Baby.” 

"He’s rather nervous,” said Myra. 
"He says he’s never been christened 
before, and what ’s it like ? ” 

" I expect ho ’ll be ak right with 
two such handsome godfathers,” said 
Dahlia. 

" /sn7 Mr. Simpson looking well?” 
said Myra in a society voice. " And 
do you know, dear, that 's the third 
suit I ’ve seen him in to-day.” 

" Well, are wo all ready ? ” 

" You *re quite sure about his name?” 
said Archie to his wife. " Tljis is your 
last chance, you know. Say the word 
to Thomas before it 's too late.” 

" 1 think Peter is rather silly,” I said. 

" Why Blair ? ” said Myra. " I ask 
you.” 

Dahlia smiled sweetly at us and led 
the way with P. B. Mannering to the 
car. We followed . . . and Simpson 
on the scat next tlio driver read the 
service to himself for the last time. 

}*c Jli -j! 

" I fool very proud,” Miid Archie as 
wo came out of the church. " I 'rn not 
only a father, but my son has a name. 
And now I needn’t call him ‘ er ’ or ‘I 
say ’ any moro.” 

"He 7ms a good lioy, wasn’t ho?” 
said Myra. 

" Thomas, say at once that your 
godson w’as a good boy.” 

But Thomas was quiet. He looked 
years older. 

" I ’vo never road iho service before," 
he said. " I didn’t quite know what 
wo were in for. It scorns that Simpson 
and I liavo undertaken a heavy respon- j 
sibility ; wo are practically answerable j 
for the child’s education. Wo are i 
supposed to examine him every few 
years and find out if he is being taught 
properly.” 

" You can bowl to him later on if 
you like,” said Archie. 

“ No, no. It means more than that.” 
JTo turned to Dahlia. " I think,” he said, 

" Simpson and I will walk home. We 
must begin at once to discuss the lines 
on which we shall educate our child.” 1 

A. A. M. 


"A school nirrso, says a London County 
Council report, has a collection of wire nails 
which boys used instead of trousers. " 

Yorkshire Evening News. 

After reading this we tried all tha 
usual tests, but there seemed to be, 
nothing the matter with us. We print 
it, however, entirely without pvritidioe 
and cannot be hela responsible for' its: 
doctrine. ; 





A RED-CROSS DEMONSTRATION. 

Jiir}/ Scout {(u'tntg realist iadly (US one of the injured), “(JiVE MY LOVE To MY WIPE and ('im-l>iiEN* AND ftAY MV I.A»T Tlha)(Jirr« WKiilE 
OK THEM." 


A KLORAL THIBUTR. 

{Culled from an authentic paean hy a 
Sivias Hotel rroprictor.) 

The villa/^c of Kt. Biorro iti siluatod 
at a height of 1075 m. above sea. It 
is gently exposed to the full sun on a 
little hill flank, in the middle of fat 
and nice smelling meadows, surrounded 
with dark forests of fir and lark- trees 
with balsamic scent. 

It is the railway station of S. . . . 
which makes the service for the valley 
of A. . . . From S. . . . a carriage lots 
in three hours to V. . . . ; from there 
you go to 8t. Pierre through savage 
and also charming, but always pro- 
foundly excitable sites. From V. . . . 
a path for mule, crankling in the hill, 
lets to St. Pierre in a little hour, until 
we get thd funiculaire. On that day 
which is not very far off, the Hotel 
shall have to widen her winks, and 
open her doors very large. 

Nothing is more pleasant in its shape 
of pure soil than the defaced cottages 
of St* Pierre made brown by the sun 
md the sunburnt mountain, perched 
oti thick wooden base like cocks 


on their spurs, and from tlie top of 
their bclvidere soeming to tluow over 
the valley their astonished looks. 

St. Pion’o has conserved its vulgar 
old bake-house of the common, where 
the eiglity families of iho place liave 
their bread bakod on each turn, two 
families for every twenty-four hour.s 
and three times a year. 

As for the watering of their meadows, 
in a place where rain is rare, the 
Pierrons wore obliged to have rocoui-ro 
to tlio establishment of artificial lakes 
which are no less than little marvels 
of primif art, realised with the courage, 
the strength and the audacioubness. 

The surroundings of St. Piorro offer 
ravishing walks: first of all tlio Pierre 
des Sauvagos, ten minutes aboVc the 
village, immense erratic block of a 
hundred metre cubes volume, holed by 
a quantity of druidic bowls of a real 
historic interest. 

The Mills on the way to the Woisa- 
horn in a idyl little valley, where tjie 
torrent of St. Pierre snorts in its stony 
bed, along of old tumbling down cot- 
tages. Their venerable sawyer, Joseph 
Zimereyi happier than the miller of 


mn^i-Houen^ ended ponefully his old 
da>H, in 1910, BO years (dd, no mortal 
having inner thought t»f tvouhling his 
little Eolitude. O happy mortal! 

}( V. ^ 

But tliero wo are already very far 
fioin SI. Pkin o, our centre of radiation, 
wh('ro we shall return through the 
way of tlio Thahvjjg. The beautiful 
terrace of the Hotel appears behind its 
row of rorvice troes, iresh and folded, 
whoso coral honios wave softly under 
a lukowurm bcenlod evening zephyr. 

Wo have ai rived at our point of 
dopartiu‘ 0 , luippy return to the port 
of salvtii ion, where, after the omotions of 
tlie day, we feel so coinfovtahly to taSte 
tlio true native hospitality. 

“Tlw'y rati a \cv]^ and raw 
Kloniing winmng by ‘2.^ yarda’* 

MfincftcMcr (^tarier, 

FLKMiNa imiet lie a bit ot a girafl’o. 

-- 

“tlohu Oaiviu Hiownuof a«iyrica djiHiuewid 
Mr. N lailuit) ta fill the* li^nidoii 

0)ierfl Hoasci an 
ti ve, " — Ji'mmig J\\im 

Unfortunately M r. CHEBtlKttTOi^ was not 
available fqr the experiitiiint. 





Brov'u. “N<»t so coi.o as it uas this mohnincj. ' 


Junes. “No; it was this MoiiS'iKfi, thoucjjj ! 


MR. PUNCirS HWAjY season 
COKRESPONDENC r]. 

Wiiy Do WoMKN Makhy? 

PiiAjt Sir,' r married him becaiisn 
ho said ho would eommifc suioido if I 
did not ohiigo him in this matter, 
fliulgoof my aiuioyanco on discovering, 
with furtlier knowlodgo of liim, that lie 
would not have had the courage to do it. 

J)iCAii Siu, 1 married my dear 
husband because 1 thought it so sweet 
of him to ask mo. 

Dear Sir, L jnarried Ikkuiuso one 
cannot get divorced witliout being 
married. I may add that 1 am a 
popular actress. 

J)eau Sir,— I married him because, 
if I had not done so, a ctM tain odious 
girl friend of mine would have. 

Dear Sir, —1 did it when that horrid 
Mr. Asquith and his men were going 
about the country holding tlio Jjords 
up to contempt. J was having a great 
success in The Jiun-Shojj (Url at the 
time, and one of them propo.sed to me. 
Well, I have a largo heart (ask the 
other boys), and the poor pariali 
pleaded so earnestly that *1 resolved 
to forget the difference in our positions. 

Deaii Sm,— wMy nianj^go was, in a 
way. a sort of accideift. My sisters 
and I drew lots for the Curate, and 1 
got him» * 


IhcAu Sir, — Mine was a May and 
December wedding, and I am sorry to 
say tliat December is not playing the 
game, hut is proving astonishingly 
long-lived. 'J’bis is the sort of thing 
that makes SiiflVagetlo? of us. 


Id NER TjYRICS. 

I. -J’he Captain. 

A HERO, built of stalwart stuff 
J^jiiealh tho gilt and imiid, 

At times immoderately hlulT, 

At times sujiremely staid, 

A martinet who’s feared by all 
Who fjcrve him on the seas, 

Ue lets the litl-li^ childrim play 
About Ids spacious knees. 

At meals, hluo-garhcd, he never cpiails, 
Although ho knows by rote 
The hyper nauseating tales 
That Anglo-Indians (piote ; 

Though boiod with all wo have to say, 
Ho^never tries to stem 
Our talk of precedence or pay, 

Of leave or sub ivo tcm. 

The flying fish, tho sharks and dhows 
We sight with eager zest 
No longer have the power to rouse 
.Emotions in his breast; 

Porpoise and phosphorus shall cloy 
And never a view shall please 
Till winches creak again for joy 
At sight of homeland quays. 


llis brow roflccls the storms of years, 

If is eyes the niglits of w^atcli, 

His speecli may grate on Southern ears 
That are not schooled to Scotcli ; 
Relic of days when hearts were stout 
And ’prentices were keen, 

Ho holds depressing views aliout 
The Mercantile Marino. 

lie seeks not wealth, for stock and share 
Must socni tho merest dross 
one who knows exact, ly whore 
To find tho Soutliern (h-oss; 

Our card-room gains, the daily stakes 
Wo hold u])on the run, 

What can they mean to one who takes 
His bearings by the sun ? 

No worldly wisdom mars Ids ndnd, 

No ])assions rend his heart, 

1 Trained in a school of wave and wind 
Ho lives aloof, a[)art ; 

A Celt, prejiared at need to fond 
Eor ship or faitli or clan, 

Whom close acfjiiaintance proves a 
friend 

And tragedy a man. J. M. S. 


“A hclmot Itolicvcd to Iiavo boloTigcd t<> a 
memlu'r of Croniwdrs force-* during the Civil 
^'iir has hccii uncai tliod near Rh«[>jicrton-ou- 
Thunua. It hii'? a dent in the right-hand side 
about 3in. long, wld. li bas the appearance of 
having been caused by a pike .” — Dailu Maif. 

Really, these Thames fish are very 
Ivoracious. 







PUISFCH. OR THE iiO^N dlMWVAEl 


fHfi HISTOmc 0RAMA. 

AKTic^AmoNB of the sucoess of the 
mow hi$torioal pla^ at a West End 
thoatie which are being allowed to steal 
into the Press so unassumingly have 
sent many of our managers and dra- 
matists to history in search of similarly 
promising material, with a fow results 
that can already be announced. 

Under the title of The White Ship 
Sir Gisorqe Alexander is placing on 
tiio stage of %ho St. James’s a realistic 
version of tho tragedy of tho ill-fated 
Young Prince William wlio, it will 
be recollected, went down in a vessel 
of that name. The Second Act will 
witness the shipwreck, and the ship 
will be an exact copy of the White 
Heather lent for the purpose by Mr. 
Myles Kennedy. TJiis touch, it is 
thought, will oxiond tho interest of the 
play by capturing the sympathies of 
yachtsmen, who are not at present 
the most assiduous of playgoers. The 
Third Act will illustrate Henry J.’s 
inability to smile again after the 
calamity, and in order to emphasise 
the uncompromising nature of hia grief 
a number of our funniest comedians 
liavo bcion engaged to fire jokes at the 
bereaved monaich. Thus we shall 
have the spociaclo of a house and 
stage in roars of laughter with the 
exception of one impassive royal figure. 
The final tragedy of tho King’s death 
from a surfeit of lampreys is expected 
to ho one of the most striking gastro- 
nomic scones over placed upon the stage. 
Sir George Alexander has no part 
in the play himself, but ho will keep 
in the closest touch with tho theatre 
during tho run and, if necessary, take 
another house for a play in which ho 
has scope for all his varied gifts. 

Mr. Oscar Asche, it is said, will 
return to London management with an 
exciting drama entitled simply Clarence, 
the hero of whicli is tho luckless prince 
who met his death by drowning in a 
butt of malmsey. Special attention to 
historical detail is promised, and those 
who romemhor tlie bathing soono in 
Kismet will not need to bo reminded of 
Mr. Asche’s thoroughness. The butt is 
to be immense— a great tun of Heidel- 
berg in short — and i*oal malmsey, pro- 
cured at an enormous cost, will fill it, 
electrically heated so that the actor who 
takes Clarence* s part may not catch cold. 
Into this butt nightly (and at matinees) 
will the Duke fall. By a happy thought, 
natural to Mr. Asche, Mrs. Kbnneuley 
Bubiford has been engaged to sing a 
descriptive solo after each fall of the 
ourbAin, as was done in Kisimt with 
sudh aocepjbaoce ; while during the 
oatastr^lf she ivitl sing all the time, 
Mr. vrill hi^ye lio part in the 
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First Tripper {after Icvftthjf surrey of sreoud ditto), “'N’oii uoT A ln>ui v EAcr., 
mu, MATK?” SeroTui Tripper. “Ciujn’t do Ni l ) in’ aiiaut IT,” 

First Trqri^er, *‘You might 'aye .sTorra* at ’ome, inoimn.” 


play himself, but he intends to keep 
his eye closely on the theatre and, if 
needful, to take another in which to 
delight London audiences witli a sight 
of his own robust talents. 

Mr. George Edwardes is rajiidly 
completing his plans for a musical 
comedy written around tho life and 
times of King John, which is duo at tho 
Gaiety before long, Mr. George ( Irob- 
SMiTH is, of course, tho author, while tho 
part of King John falls to Mr. Edmund 
Tayne. The first scene is tho islaiid 
of Runnymede. Hero much play will 
bo made with the Barons, who aro to he 
impersonated by some of the smartest 
younger sons of London (most of whom 
have failed as motor-car salesmen). 
In the intorast of Gaiety stallites an 
equal number of Baronesses has been 
added to the scene, and the signing of 
Magna Charta promises to go with a 
bang. The Second Act will be even 
funnier, lor it wiU deal with Kma 


Joiin’h loMH of all his cIoIImis in the 
Wash. 'J'lie Baronesses hole bocomo 
laundry maids, chief of wlu»m is Miss 
Connie JhuHH.and M r. JtfnMONDpAYNE’H 
drolloi’y wdlh them can tia^dj he eon* 
eeivod. 

Mr. Bourohieu’s noki Hpptairance 
as a manager will he witli a i^eDi^aiional 
drama on the snhjiait of Alfred thr | 
Great. Here his author has found ' 
SCO])) for much outertainmont and 
vaiicLy, and no inonoy wdll he spared 
in the mounting. The caW burned 
by the absent minded King Will, for 
example, hesujipliod fre$h every evening 
by a famous firm not a humired miles 
from BerkclcY Hquare, while a company 
of genuine ,^)anes from Oononhagen, 
among whom, will bo foimti the inimit- 
able Geni&e as \\ vivandidre^ aro bo take 
part in the battle of Ethaii4tm^ There 
IS unfortunately no t»arb for Mr, Bonn- 
pHiBB, Binco King ALF/nan shown as 
a ctoau-Bhaven man, in accoidanco with * 
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the very latest theories bn that point 
as evolved at Oxford (the University of 
which tljis popular and vigorous acloi - 
managor is an M.A.), hut lie intends to 
keep in close touch witli the thoatru 
during* the run and, if tu^c’dful, take 
another house in which to hgnro in a 
rdle of strong boai‘<lod intorost., ])rol)ahly 
The OijRier Ikd, hy a native autlior of 
promise. 

Mr.OvrcniMAunio, lo whosoproscienco 
we are indehtod foi* the introduction of 
Biiiity to tho London stage, is already 
contemplating tho production of a 
successor to that onorinoUHly po))ular 
specimen of Scots domestic drama. Tlio 
subject, whicli is lining manipulated liy 
Messrs. (Iiuham Moffat and Hahky 
Laudkr in collaboration, deals witli 
tho famous historical episode of Biuimc 
and tlio Spider, and no expense will ho 
sparer! to secure entomological veri- 
Birnilitudo in its presentation. Mag- 
nificent specimon.s of tho Tajonaria 
domedica luivo been secured and are 
being carefully trained umlcr tho most 
favounihle conditions, tho ultimate 
selection dcjiending on a competition 
in woh-spinning, to ho carried out 
under tlie BU})orvisioii of a coinmittoo 
of araclinologislH, Although there is 
no part in tho drama for Mr. Cyiul 
Mauue, wiio unfortunately has a great 
dislike of spiders, the famous actor- 
manager is resolved to keep a vigilant 
eye on its ])i*oj:)a ration and, if necessary, 
take another tlieatre in wliich ho will 
appear in a pieces of a less piodomiri- 
antly zoological interest. 


FURTHER MEDITATIONS IN A BUTT. 

Iko sliotn of tlip f those 

i»r the ot lier j;uiis. ) 

WeIiU, hor(3 wo are. ’»S far as J 
romemhor it's a])i’ettY long wait. 4hme 
for half a pipe, \ cxtuict. (llr dc]H>sits 
hi a iinpediiiW'iUa on tho rdye of I hr Ini it 
and sits doion oh the hrathrr with Iuh 
bach to it,) -I'^ino view down the line 
from hero. Must say 1 like an end 
butt. Jhir tho chancai of })lugging a 
flanker it leaves yon fi*uo to follow’ 'em 
through on one? side any way. Let's 
see wlu) 's next to jne. Archie, hy Jove, 
Don't allogi'ther care about having a 
schoolhoy in tlic next hntt: rnekless 
dung ^l^W'ils, as a nilo. If lie follows 
is birds through me he'll hear about 
it. Pretty con‘=i[)i(uious up liero. It 
won’t do to give injself away. Hullo, 
was that some one whistling? (Staiis 
up as a fine covey of gi ouseftasscs withni 
six feet of his head.) Uonfound it, 
caught napping that Ifimel (Tumbles 
hastily into nis place and seizes his gun.) 

' Does make one look a fool, that sort of 
, thing, I cxpocl? they ’ll rub it into mo 
at lunch. (Lays out cartridges on his 


“ fortification ” and pulls hi.s cap over 
his eyes : a pause of fully twenty 
minutes.) Needn’t have been in quite 
sucli a hurry to knock out my pipe 
after all t 1 t t Hullo, tl^^To's 
something on the move at last. Wind’s 
all wn’orig for tliis butt to-day. Don’t 
suppose 1 shall get a single shot. 
1 1 1 1 t Hero they go, swinging down 
the line. Just my luck! f j ]' They 
turn off every time. That 's tho worst 
of the end butt. You never got much 
shooting. 1 hate an end butt, t t 1 t 
It’s particularly sickening really, bo- 
causo I know I 'in in form. Dead 
certain of it. T fool it in my bones. 
Surely this time? No, th(3ro they go 
again. *|‘ ‘| Arcliic ’s not doing so badly 
for a kid. | | '| 1 am out of tho 

game. I wonder why in tho world 
tliey ])ut mo in this butt. Rotten had 
management I call it. Tluit keeper 
never did manage this drive well. And 
1 know 1 can hit ’em. This is one of 
my good da\s. I ’m deadly. 1 'in .sure 
1 'm deadly. Only give me a chance. 
I ■[ I I 'I Steady! Jlero they are. 
Rippers: miles high: coming straight 
over. Steady! (liapidly.) J)on't get 
liehiiid ’em. Keep well in front: well 
in front : yards in front. ’J'hero! 

Didn’t I toll you ? Magnificent! Hero 
they conic again. Higher than ever. 

(Sets his teeth.) Keep in fr ■ 

liyJovo that was a thundering bird! 
Hope thoso fellers down ilio lino saw 
that, (bhndlanily.) One of my best. 
.Misolutcly one of my very host. | ] 
WhiiL a glorious game it is ! Always 
saiil there was no finer sport in the 
world than grouse-driving. Como on, 
you beggars, 1 'in ready lor you. Tho 
mor(3 tlu3 merrier. ’Ihis is one of the 
(lays when I simply don’t miss. (Pause.) 
Wliat a topping moor it is ! Jolly cheap 
at the rent ho pays for it. (Pause.) 
Nailing cartridges thc-o are. I must 
write fur another thousand. (Pause.) 
Must say that keojier understands his 
job. 'Ihey arc coming splendidly over 
tlio guns. [ t 1 1 Hero wo arc : 
skimming low : straight at mo. (Rapidly 
and feverishly.) What wais it How’kor 
was saying in tho smoking-room last 
night? That tho way to kill this sort 
wa\8 to aim at thoir foot, to keop under 
’em, under 'em, under ’em, nil - - ' ' 

No\icr touched a feather ! Hero ’s 

another lot. Steady. Keep well un 

:c I I Why, what was wrong*} 
^lost extraordinary. Certain I was 
well under ’em that time. I wonder 
if Bowker knows anything about 
it ? Perhaps ho was pulling my leg. 

1 1 t t t t t t Wish to Goodness that 
loL had swung a bit higher up. After 
all I only have a brace down so far. j 
Ha, hero’s a nice, crossing shot. a| 
fair sitter. But don't be over confident : I 


don't be over o — ^ * How on 

earth? j | Archie wipes my oyC does 
ho ? 1 '11 teach him to grin at 
Botched ’em again. This is aw’ful. 
This is incredible. I woridor what the 
other men are thinking of me. I do 
hate shooting with these first-class 
shots. Always make a fool of myself : 
stamp myself. Hero ’s anotlier chance. 
" *■' Confound it ! 1 'Ai blowed if I 

understand that. And liero comes 
tho big pack. Must makp sure of a 
brace this time. Steady, now, steady 1 
t t t t " I t violent language.) 

I I (L'xids feverishly.) | | 

(Uses disgracfftU lanjvage) I suppose 
it must ])e tliese vile c irtiidges. I ’ll 
liavo no more of ’o n. Bub this is 
awful — too absolutely awful! (The 
mist begins to descend.) IIow filthily 
cold it is ! It ’s so horribly exposed on 
this rotten moor. (Rain begins to fall.) 
And I Ve left my capo in tho motor. 
(Stamps about to keep warm.) Hero’s 
a liigh lot again, f ’ni all right on that 
sort any way. Miles behind ’em 

again, I .suppose, (Despair enters into 
his heart.) What a rottiui vilo game 
grouse- driving is I Tho only form of 
shooting that ever bores me-— cooped 
up in a beastly sodden butt, in an 
easterly bliz/ard, with IvovAnx hands 
and rheumatism Itatclimg in your loft 
shoulder, on tho off-chance of gettihg a 
few hopelessly wild birds driven at you. 
(Wearily.) J Eero they come again. 
That bird loekcul aiiout tho si/e of a 
calf through the mist. And still I 
I couldn’t hit it. (fVhe ram gels heavier.) 
I j' I I (Blowing on ///a’ fingers.) 
Here ’s anol her lot. *• No earthly 
use! (fn deepening gloom.) Wish to 
goodness 1 was out of this. = ' (He 
sinks to the. final depth oj despair.) 1 

hope no inoio of the tilings will 

come my way. (Angiity.) 1 can’t hit 
’em, and I 'rn sick of missing ’em, and I 
don't want ’(uu. Surely that was some 
one whislUng ? J)on’fc come this way, 
you lieasls. Go down Hie line, /don’t 
want you. | | |' | | ] Will this rotlen 
drive never he over? (Pause : the rain 
stops and the mist .suddenly rises : the 
beaters appear within two hundred 
yards : some of the Onus are already 
preparing to have the butts : he sketches 
himself drearily.) Well, it’s over any 
way. (lie is about to leave Ins butt 
when an old black-cock conics up the 
line, very high with the wind behind 
him.) Go away, you brute! No, Eio 's 
coming on. 1 su])poso I shall havo to 
fire at him, witli tho whole crowd 
looking on. After all there ’s always 
an off-chance that he may got a stray 
pollot in tho eyo. (The bird falls.) 
Thank Heaven ! (Fervently.) That 's 
some relief ! (He leaves his ' butt in a 
mood of temperate gratitude.) 

^ UA 




FU'NCH/'^'or' 


ROBIN, THE 8EA-BOY. 

Ho, ruddy-cheeked boys and curly maids, 

Who deftly ply your pails and spades, 

All you who sturdily take your stand 
On your pebble-buttressed forts of sand, 

And thence defy 
With a fearless eye 

And a burst of rollicking high-pitched laughter 
The stealtliy trickling waves that lap you 
And the crested breakers that tumble after 
To souse and batter you, sting and sap you — 

All you roU-about rackety little folk, 

Down-again, up-again, not-a-bit brittle folk, 

Attend, attend, 

And lot each girl and boy 
Join in a loud “ Ahoy 1 ” 

For, lo, he comes, your tricksy little friend, 

From the clear caverns of his crystal home 
Beyond the tossing ridges of the foam : 

Planner of sandy romps and wot delights, 

Bobln the Sea-boy, prince of ocean-sprites. 

Is come, is come to lead you in your play 

And fill your hearts with mirth and jocund sport to-day I 

What I Can't you see him ? There ho stands 
On a sheer rock and lifts his hands, 

A little lad not throe feet high. 

With dancing mischief in his eye. 

His body gleams against the light, 

A clear-cut shape of daz/ding white 
Set off and topped by golden hair 
That streams and tosses in the air. 

A moment poised, ho dares the leap 
And cuts the wind and cleaves the deep, 

Down througli the emerald vaults self-hurled 
That roof the soa-god's awful world. 

Another moment sees him rise 
And beat the salt spray from his eyes. 

Ho breasts the waves, ho spurns their blows ; 

Then, like a rocket, up he goes, 

Up, up to where the gusty wind 
With all its wrath is left behind ; 

Still up ho soars and high and high, 

A spook of light that dots the sky. 

Then watch him as ho slowly droops 
Where the groat sea-birds wheel their troops. 

Three broad-winged gulls, himself their lord. 

Ho hitclx38 to a silken cord, 

Bits them and bridles them with skill 
And bids them draw him whore ho will. 

Above the tumult of the sliores 
He floats, ho stoops, he darts, he soars ; 

From near and far he calls the rest 
And waves them forward for a quest ; 

Then straight, without a check, he speeds 
Across the azure tracts and leads 
With apt reproof and cheering words 
^As on a chase his cry of birds. 

And when he has finished his airy fun 
And all his flights and his swoops are done 
He will drop to the shore and lend a hand 
In building a castle d! weed and sand. 

He will cover with flints its frownipg face 
Xo the tide in its proper place, 

And f waves shall employ their utmost damp art 
In vain to abolish your moated rampart. 

An4 nnreo sbs»U fftiake a fuss, 

; ',Af li'lar too: with 'Us ‘ . /v; 


Instead of the nsual how^^do , : 

She will give ns praise when we get wet : ; 

In foot she will smile and think it better : ^ ^ 

When vre get as wet as we like and wet^. 

As for eating too much, you can safely risk it 
With chocolate, lollipop, cake, and biseuit, ^ 

And your mother will revel with high delight 
In the state of her own one's appetite. 

Great shells there shall be of a rainbow^ hue 
To be found and gathered by me and you ; 
Wonderful nets for the joy of making 'em, 

And scores of shrimps for the trouble of taking 'em ; 
In fact it isn't half bad— now is it?— 

When Robin the Sea-boy pays his visit. 

And perhaps he will tire of his shape and habit 
And change and turn to a frisky rabbit, 

A plump young gadabout cheerful fellow . 

With a twitching nose and a coat of yellow. 

And never the smallest trace of fear 
From his flashing scut to bis flattened oar. 

But, lo, there 's a hint of coming rain, 

So, presto, Robin is back again. 

Ho lifts his head and lie cooks his eye 
And waves his hand and prepares to fly — 

“ Good-bye, Robin, good-bye, good-bye ! ” 


R. C. L. 


THE STAMP, 


It is a very difficult case. 

What should a perfectly nice, respectable person do with 
an insurance stamp stuck to the roof of his mouth ? I may, 
perhaps, mention (since it will anyhow transpiio later on) 
that I am the person. Should I join an approved society 
and throw the duty of cancelling it on to them? 

-/■ 

‘‘Richard," said Muriers motlicr (I am engaged to Muriel), 

“ please stick this stamp on hero ! " 

Now, I am one wlio habitually rushes into perilous 
enterprises with a recklessness that amounts almost to 
criminal levity. I look the stamp lightly between the thumb 
and forefinger of my right hand, holding the card in my 
loft. I then assumed a detached air, and carelessly placed 
the stamp upon my tongue. 

Muriel at that moment entered tlio room, the early 
morning dew (as the saying is) still upon her. I rushed 
forward to shako hands with her -1 am engaged to Muriel, 
As we stood hand in hand, it dawned upon me that I still 
had niy tongue out and that the stamp w^as still on it. It 
is curious how quickly one’s mind works in a crisis like this. 
At once I realised that this was hardly the manner in which 
to greet Muriel (to whom, 1 think I said, 1 am engaged). 
Like a flash I drew my tongue back into rny mouth. 

It must have been almost twelve minutes afterwards 
when I remembered the stamp. The reason for the delay is 
obvious, for I know 1 told you I am engined to Muriel. 
A further two minutes passed, and then I found myself 
sitting down with my head well back, Muriel holdm[^ a 
looking-glass and a lighted candle, and her mother trying 
to separate the stamp from its lust resting place with the 
point of a hat pin. You see, I had, purely by misadventuyse^ 
placed the stamp on my tongue upside down. My om 
efforts were confined to the suggestion that a wejl-lwSita 
crochet hook might not have quite so penetrating a 

The same evening 1 wrote to the Insuirance Oozhini^- 
sioners. A fortnight later I received their — a lekflet : 

giving minute direetione about what tp do ^hen 
catd in foil,' uhder .a ten-poun^ penaltyi., * ' ' , ' , 

^ very, ^ '' 1 " ,v: 



Black “Hui.ix), Jack! what ’ a the matter? You don't hook \oukke».k/’ 

Jack. “(.^)T NOTijiNa TO do. They avamued me yesterday with that mkasti.v iNsKirr kui.kk.'* 


AIDS TO IJUSBAND-KEEPING. 

We have so often been asked to give 
a few simple culinary liints for inex- 
perienced wives, that wo have at last 
consulted our Mr. Gordon Blow, wlio 
Ims sent us tho following, for which 
we accept no responsibility : — 

A dainty little chevaux do /rise is an 
appetising dish for a husband after a 
hard day, and should win a pleasant 
smile from him. Though possessing 
a French name, its origin is probably 
German. For it is in tho Fatherland 
that the sausage has reached its peri- 
helion, and there it is hold that a well- 
cooked chevaux de /rise is the last word 
in gastronomies. The method of pre- 
paring it — or rather, them — is really 
qmte simple, and ne^ not deter a real 
trier. The “little horses" — as they 
used to be called at tho Continental 
casinos, where they were at one time 
a standing dish — should be baked in 
clay In the same way that gipsies pro- 
pa?:e hedgehogs for the table. When 
the e{ay is quite hard, it should be 
broKeh, and the spikes will be found to 
have adhered to it. Serve hot with a 
[ batter. 

'in the in'tervais of 
his pupil 


in Paris, has boon writing what might 
bo termed a monolith on Cookery in 
the Stone Ago, and is said to have 
come across some delightful recipes 
among the archives in tho library of 
tho Arsenal. 

Were it not that the antediluvian is 
too elusive nowadays to figure in the 
menu on washing days, cotcleUen de miU 
[/a according to M. Escofeikk 
— would be a capital Monday dish for 
the young housewife to grapple with. 
In the old days, when the monsters 
were to bo had without tho asking, a 
sun-scorched rock and a paper- bag 
were all that were necessary, and one 
might almost say that dear old Meg " 
did the rest. Also there were no com- 
plaints, and the rude forefathers of the 
hamlet — or “lads of the village," as 
they are now called — usually sloiit 
soundly — ohl so soundly — after tiie 
meal. 

But cheer up, little wife, tho crusta- 
ceans are still with us, the steak pie, 
the sausage roU,and the apple dump- 
ling. Edwin’s teeth are young (perhaps 
even unpaid for) and love wul sharpeif 
them. . So make poetry and fear not. 
After all^ what hf this making of pastry ? 
A mere master o^^ JUmr, water and a 
(Ino coshig i$ to 


contain steak, sauBage or apple, the 
same kind of armour phite, cold rolW, 
docs for tlio lot. Htoak pie has to be 
cooked in a dish — of couvso, you guessed 
that - anil a fancy otlging of the pasle 
is usually moulclod on lound the top 
of tiio dish. l>uL if you should forgot it 
before insertion in the oveU it can lie 
bakotl by itself and ri\eled. on after^ 
wards, 

“ Mr, Miuufitt’H bIiav nTir claimed a 

vietim, WduIJcv t»ein;4 out litiftm'. 

Mr. Ltiarnu*' iViKnlhouitc, " T/t> fU'filpMiviL** 

“Miiiiiett, liouever, had him thw. to a 
fast one.” 

Mr. ir', ill “ 3%io 

Whicli allows tho advantagiMd having 
two do6cripti\'u corrospond^uto at a 
Test Match. 


“ J)(sf>at' liCM fiom Dukkale. la 
stite that thtj diHtrict ib «aid U> W Worn- 
ing »oriou8.” - Livut^md 

The Gloomy Dean of Dukkale bad 
fre(j[uently pointed out the distresaing 
levity of thtv^age. 

“ Ilungerford 
ouWodncsd^iy I 
shdt'i, OA KoniQ vuiu wisii ok 


l a Kinlhuiy j At flaagcrftiid! 
h) iflwit vvttok, IfcUi lideai ] 


oKPcwteJiwxt day.’' 
JWfmirj/ mm, 


i^ortiuoabaly tfunlotu di| 

at the Otm laia wack., :< 


Dot obtain, 












rUNCH, OJl THE LONDON CilAKlVAllI. 


[Auoui^t 28, 1912, 


Tho meeting between The Big Fish (Methukn) and myself 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. sliould have been historic. Unfortunately, the Fish did 

(By Mr, Punch's Hlaff of Jjf^arned Chtks.) not rise to the occasion. I am l)ard to please now, for f 

CnnAWLY Mr. CHAmiKsCimuo must henurnhorod witli tho romomber Mr. Watson’s other l)pok8 — The Golden 
iconoclasts. .In my luinihle innvperienco 1 had always Precipice; Hurricane Island ; o\ n\\ /Flic Advent arers, 
supposed that to woo nnd win a lady from tho lighter His latest story has not quite tbo same charm, though it 
musical stage was an alVair of some dash and gallantry, not deals, as all good stories sliould, with hiirioJ treasure, 
to say romance. Mi. (liaur; has C.liangod all that, howevtT, There was an island in The Holden Precij>ice\ perhaps it 
with A Woman in the IjimrUghl (M jCTnui!:N). With was tho island that I missed. There was no love interest 
laborious and detaihid realism ho has drawn a portrait of \n The Adventure) s ; more likely it was ther love interest 
the musical coined V aedresg that is about as unattractive a that I regretted. Jt is a legitimate grievance of women 
thing as can weJl lie iinagint3d. Not only has he set himself that there is really no room for thorn in treasure hunts ; as 
to strip tlie gilt off this gingoi hroad, hut (if 1 may follow Stevenson knovv. Too often they are rillow^d in from 
the motai»hoi'j to ,sliow us how it is made : the cheap butter, politoijo.ss only; tlio aiiLhor’a soul is not in tho love 
dubious eggs, and pei'nicious colouring-matter that go to its business, d’hcro is a lieroinu pi-ovidod for 'J'lie 11 nj Fish, 
coinjiGsition. Naturally the result is not too exhilarating, and Mr. Watson tries hard to pretend tliat she was there. 
One can hardly dwell of intention uyion the sordid for three hut one readei* at least he cannot persuade to believe in 
hundred images and escape depression. Nor am i by any her. 1 am all for Coop, the little Cockney villain. 1 
moans certain that tluj example by which he sots out to take Coop to my heart, mid sternly wave Meixiales Varley 

prove his case is a fair one., back. 

Tho caddish ness of Jessie m- ii lu 

Aiiglehart, convincing enough |l 11**^ II a in’s SfAV'ies 

in itself, depends more upon tlm / I Without J'cars (MjIjIiH ano 

fuel that she was hy nature a Hi' /w I I although marital by tho 

mercenary and rejjoilont eliar- llllllllf Mi/V ^ imaginative power to bo found 

actor tluin that she sang in in^ all liis works, do not, to my 

tho chorus. 1 admit that Noel's mind, show' him at liis best, 

courting of her and the pliases “without tears,” 

of his gradual disillusioiime^iit ft/ ' r - - - B • like t.ho reading-primer of our 

are very skilfully told. Tlio yoiitli, they are also not ])ar- 

Anglehari family and tho ticularly mirth - jirovoking. 1 

slovenly slug-a-l)cd liomo in ^^*17 of them 

West Kensington is quite a — without holding my sides. But 

little lriuin])]i of do])i’essing 1 after all it is hai’dly fair to 

realism. But 1 have also the expect him always 

fooling that it is all hardly to he I'uuny. And most, of them 

worth wliilo. Tlie other two ^ have oitlu'-r a touch of ipiaint 

figures in a voi’y .small east are fancy or a delicately satirical 

somewhat shadowy ; Wihnot, point of view, or })oth. On 

tho friend of Noel, and the! ^ ^ ])rivate scliool eilucation, court 

girl, high-])Orn hut e(|ually frail, I Tin; aijovk (Ik.ntm-.man, ^Mnl ror.ric akimi.-atioxs am> ship, marriage, jniTy-]>uilding, 


///y/' I ^^auky a in’s B lories 

Tin; Aijovj; (Ik.nti.kman, ^^lnl ror.ric A^rn:ATio\s am> ship, marriage, jniTy-]>uilding, 


from whom, like the hero, ho ( ai-itai., iiAvixci iikah .soMrwumne that a kunnint! tlui jury system, card -])l}i.ying 


HOCUS K\rUY MOUMNH. 


turns contemptuously in tlic 
last chapter. Almost one sus- 
pects Mr. CiIjEio of being a 
misogynist. 


With "Mr. Frankkout Mooue it \s nob 
The sjtory, hut the point of view ; 

Not wdiat his ])eoplo do, but what 

They could, might, would or ouglit to (io. 

Thus, in The Nnirmr— that's the name — 
Fscape of Lady llatdirell, li(3 

CVuitrives of simple facts to frame 
A tale of deej) comxdoxity. 

d’he man 's engaged ; tho lady wed ; 

’J'hoy love eacli other (which is w<’ong) ; 

They talk it over, head Lu head, 

But noNcr seem to push along. 

The pace is leisundy, and yet 

The thing’s so /veil, so deftly done 

That Mooue arubCoNSTAHLE should get 
Betw'ecn thotn qiiilc a decentTrun. 


.sTllKAM WAS A .SUCIH'K OK INSpl IIATION, CKlS I'KUMIMSIOX 
i KIlOiM HIS I.ANDl.AHY 'n> .slT IHCSlUr TllIC .SlN'lv Koll A FKW 


ssimuation. oris rruMiMSK.x ^ ^ everyday 

lilo, he looks with tho eye oi a 

man who is cjuietly amused hy 

tlio w'eakness and inconsistency of human nature. He 
is not out for hloixi or sensational elTocts. He invents 
no thrilling scenes of ])assion or romance, and you neither 
love nor hate any of his characters. But lie no\er olTends 
you hy incrodiblo positions or liad workmanship. He 
.sticks to the piano of the true and tlie comrnonjdaco, hut 
at tho same time ho lifts his stories al)Ovo it, and in 
getting at the heart of things is much more artistic than 
most slioit-story writers of the day. 

“In (Imin;? liriMiiNciiAM’.s Mar with Frauc-e, Tort Uoyal was 

ca])tnr<M] by On* En^'llsh, a.** also Quebec UsoH — a I'acL which is uot 
ollen rcineinhoir L " — Tnnes. 

But a misprint in a Tunes loader generally is, 

“Found, White Fox Terrier Do;'. Ap])ly, with name on collar, 51, 
Park -road, JlegentB Park .” — AdrL in I laifi/ TthiiruHi." 

It is an unusual method of introduction, but it will save US 
taking our card-case. 


€ : “What is life ? Wliat is tho vUaI olomont which koo}>8 us alivo and 

all living beings as well ? This is tho underlying problem of the science 
Nobody likes adventure stories bettor than I, and nobody Med pioglogy."— H^alcs Daily Nem, 
writes pleasantei* ones than Mr. H. 13. Maruiott Watson. People we have never met. 1. A X^ioglogist. 



It is lIKAiniMlKAKINJJ, 

AI-'J'KR SrcCKSM' Jll.I.Y I A MS 


CHARIVARIA. 

A coin^KsrONDicNT in a It^t.lor lo The 
Ddili/ Mini lolls ol‘ a robin wbioh nsid 
lo oonio into Ins kitchen anil feasl. on 
(li’ippin^, hut has now (lisaj)[)nar(Kl. 'J’hc 
bird lias found, of course, that it can 
all Iho dripping it wants outdoors. 


A\U MOTOR r.usr.s AI.l. DAY, 


The ^»entleinan who pays the rent., liki^ 
every other soliil ])orson, evidiuil ly lias 
his viinvs about lionio Rule. 

Tho erection of a lar^o mirror at ihe 
junction of four roads at Jk^ckemham 
affords fresh evidiaico of tho ^lowth of 
foniale inlluenco on our public bodii’s. 


lo IIJ.; RUN IMWS IIY A UOV 

OM. Iiol l,l.l,{ '.K A t y\ 


On Sunday W’onk a thou^ditloss n.wvs- j Mr.THOMAsJ^AUKi5K,ihoSoulh Dorhy- 
jiaper di-ew attention to tho fact that | shire ^noc(3r, received instructions loi 
this }oars Au/^ust had not >et beaten being swoin in as a J.R. As tfioy W’i're 

the record for nioistuio. We ilid not intended for a namosako, ho has now 

have lo wait long to see the result of returned tho papers. Wo uiKlerstand, 
jnitfing tho Aveathor on its inettlo. however, that ho proposes to place the 

Ileadlines describing tho following initials rl.P. after Ids name over his 


Monday's retort: - 

“()0() TONS OF RAIN 


shop just to signify tliat ho is a flam 
Rurvoyor. 


TO THE ACRE. 


The Manager of tho Albert Hall 
Answer to a Correspondent Unless writes to say, in answer to recent 
iho weathor improves wo really think criticisms, that tho Hall can bo cleared 
you would do hottor to slay in Town in five ndnutes. It is, wo sujiposo, 
and warm your hands at the railway only a question of turning on tho i iglil 
company's pretty poster of tho sunny sort of singer. 
seaside resort to which you refer. • 

Wliilo a ball was in progress at 
It is the custonl nowadays to say Alstaetten, near St. (iall, Switzerland, 
hard things about Parliament. In a police dog rushed in and arrested a 
reviewing Mr. A. E. W. Mason's new man who confessed lo lunnicido. 'riie 
book, The Obsenwr remarks, “ Parlia- interruption created such an unjiloasjin I 
rnent receives full credit for its powers impression that it is proposed locally 
as an enchanter. It seems to hold men that murderers shall not in futu/o he 
like a vice.'* ^ admitted to tho dances. 


statu of tlie game of guill in (itumahy. 
In tliat e.oimtrv, il. huuuim, nioro 
lion is duvo'ed lo ill. , moo soldloHug 
Ihuu to the gieal r,u»u<» whioli 
made oui England whal U 

A e.hiipul in Slamiord lb reel is about 
lo l>o(‘,(>mo a cinema ilmiilro. The ; 
Huculansat ion oi Ncauamtoi mist phlccs 
of worship [iiogiesHe-H rapidly sinCfO the 
mlrodiudion id' poliluis into thoir 
pulpits. . , 

“ W hy are Ihev ealliul * Piotui'o ! 
/ /u ” asked ihi* email l><»v. “1 j 

HU]ipose lo distinguish them from the j 
National (billery," answiaetl Ikipu, who 
w'as an architect. 

A man. llie olher day^ walkfwl into a j 
gunsho]) in ihulaposl, aslu d to hoo some I 
j'OVolvei'H, and, having sek'e-lod one add | 
loaded it, ))ointed it at tho prr>priotor, - 
and haidvod out of iTie nliMp without | 
paying. i^Vankl^, wo him (lui follow, 

' ' i 

“1 hloaidi ,Mf)nrunvs with oxitle and 
sell them as cimano-i," oKplainod a 
])ris()nei idiarged wUdi vagihsMicy, As' 
for tlio ])oi)r III lie hinls ihotosolves thdjr I 
do not so much imrul the hliHiohing, WO 
understand, hut tlnyy do ohjudt to hoiug 
thi a.shed h> purchasers fot thi^r rotten 


** May I tell you a story ? " is tho 
title of a book just publisljed by Miss 
I Mar. We would respectfully 

draw Mr. Urk’s attention to the fact 
that this lady first asks whether she may. 

^ * 

Hi 

were, we are told. 91,162 fewer 
pigs iti Ireland last year than in 1910.. 


At Oratz, in Austria, another f.c; , 
lice dog arrested a burglar dog m aj 
butcher’s shop. Wo can picturo llio 
reprosontatiyo of law and order coin 
fiscaling the delinquent’s loot. 

<< * 

' .* ‘ * 
A contemporary publishes an article 

drawing attention, to the backward 


“OiM’ cl(»^< Uni hidiitiiidly id^mt wilh 

lIuMU a J inr of m td^'M Mvou Vf^U' Hus* 
t.h(‘ net cHRity nol j'xist hIid o . . „ a wiok 
of c.oa’H wcigliw Uli ll>% , a load v*I coalm. I 

' h/r.i' Aid, 

We arc glad to Know Ibis, fur even, 
when wo liayo a pair of scales on «3 
wo often leave pur toil weight at homev 


rOL. CXLlil. 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON 


TO SEPTEMBER* 

(il Prayer for Fine Weather.) 

Whi5 N tho March-liaro had had hi« fill 
(Daft at tho best, hut novor daftor) 

Of bulging dylto and bursting dam, 

1 spolio to April, saying, “ Ma’am, 

Enough of tears — th(iy make me ill; 

Plcaso to confino yoursolf to laughter 1 ’* 

fcjo (roughly) I addressed my friend 
in language plain but inotTonsive ; 

And straight a dimpled smile (the duck !) 
Spread halfway round lier face and stuck 
Eor nearly thirty days on end, 

Steadily growing more extensive. 

In similarly sodden circs 

1 fan tho spluttering spark, or ember, 

That melted April’s chilly breast, 

Putting my doggrol to tho tost 
To see how that siuno metro works 
Upon the feelings of Septeml^er, 

For August — well, my temperate rhyme 
Becoils froiu diction over-heated, 

But, when I pass in close review 
Tho Summers i have slithered through, 

I trace a lot of loathly slime 
Blit nothing, nothing ^ quite so fetid. 

Myself, who feed on inward joys, 

I am content, or else dissemble ; 

But what the tripper says about 
This weary spell of waterspout— 

"What loose expletives he employs 

1 dare not think — it makes me tremble. 

Eogard him shivering by the main, 

In scenes whore he proposed to swelter ; 
Think you lie dips his clammy hide 
Bonoatli the grey repellent tide 
For joy ? Not so ; it is the rain 
Drives him to this unnatural shelter. 

Mark, too, the wheat (there may bo worse 
Records than this ; 1 *ve never known ’em) 
Up to its ears in ooze and slush 
And fanners faintly murmuring, “ Hush ! 
August, thank Heaven, is in his hearse ; 

£>e ny)rtuis ml nisi hommi I ” 

Hark, then, September; hear my prayer. 

And, like tho rosy-fingered plumber 
Whoso art retrieves in drain and pipe 
The havoc duo to Winter’s gripe, 

Come and with kindly touch repair 
The hideous ruin vvrought by Summer. 

Much of your bounty have we heard. . 

You bring the partridge (little trgasure) ; 

Oh let him not bo forced to cower 
From tempests in his turnip-bower, 

But take the open like a bird 

And share our simple manly pleasure. 

Month of the mejiowed fruits of earth, 

1 trust the mfis within your Jap 11 
•Surpass the others’ poor supply — 

Sommer too wet and Spring too dry--^ 
ibid Autumn, crowned with russet mirth, 

Add to her foteon Beauty’s Apple. 0. 6* 


BY THE SILVER SEA. 

{With achitowkdgimnts to ** The Daily Telegraph*") 
Buiohtok. 

A VERY peculiar incident was witnessed here the other 
day which might easily have become a tragedy. While in- 
specting tho wicket at tho local county cricket ground one 
of tho umpires fell in. Fortunately the other one happened 
to bo near and brought his colleague safely to land. 

(J. Westlake, Noitli Slioet. All coals at fancy prices. Only a few 
tons kit. 

Eastbourne. 

Never bofoio have tho boarding-liouses been so full as at 
the present time ; indeed, some proprietors find a difficulty 
in getting their visitors to stir out of tho houses at all. 

A largo number of visitors turned out 3 esterday to wel- 
come Mr. Gustav Camel, the celebrated airman, who had 
promised to fly from Folkestone. The crowd, however, 
waited in vain, and wo liear this morning that the young 
aviator, not being accustomeid to the new water chart, was 
unable to locate the town, and so was obliged to return to 
Folkestone without descending. 

Arena llo^el. 200 new billiard rooms just added, 

Folkestone. 

Tho barometer here is rising rapidly, but tho rain is still 
falling. 

Members of tho local Tennis Club have been advised 
that the next Water Polo Tournament will take place at 
the Belgrave Road Courts, weather permitting. 

Donegal I’tc, Htl. Uucq. })os., far;, prom., min. sta., tar, mod. 
Hastings. 

Visitors to Hastings are much appreciating tho various 
attractions devised for their bonelit by the Corporation. 
The very latest include a special diving board affixed to the 
bandstand, and free rafts for use on the promenade. 

Tlie “Pci feet" Ijauiudi leaves tho High Street tor Rattle Ahley at 
2 T. M. each day. 

“ Ideal Stoves arc the host. As used in Wood's liathing Machines. 1 
Margate. 

Changeable weather prevails. Trains back to town now 
run every fifteen minutes, and further escape is being pro- 
vided by tho various steamboat companies. 

Harry Bold’s Smart Set Entertainers, who perform on 
tho sands daily, are having a very successful season, and 
this is no doubt due to their decision to include all boat- 
men’s charges in their prices of scats. 

Wo are informed that a representative of Spicy Bits will 
pay a visit to the sands on Saturday next, when he will 
present a hot potato to all those carrying a copy of tho 
periodical. 

There was a remarkably increase in the numbers of 
chuirch-goors last Sunday, no fewer than ten churches 
having to announce “ Standing Room only.” 

.Station IIoUil. Why go into tho town at all ? Put up here until you 
go home next day. 

“Although the Prince will not lake 2 ^rt in any sports tliat loaV j 
involve risk of serious personal injury, it is understood that he wifi 
not altogether withhold IVom what is, after all, a diaraeteristio feature ' 
of Oxford life, but will take up rowing.'' — Th4i Star. ^ 

We had long suspected that something of the sort weDi^J 
on at the University, and we at'e glad to have thiS[l 
confirmation from a reliable source* I 

,|,j 

became prafctioally impossible for an individual rider who Wsi! 
not in the swim to score off Uls own bat.*’-*-^riaA Cydid, . y. | 

We readily accept this statement. ' 







4, PUNCH, OR TOE LONDON _CHATlIVARr. 



Sfi'in/nK “Yor iws'r iii«: sm’k iikiik, Siii!” 


/>/'v//vssv'(/ in\ “(Ss'r 1?’* (Ax) 



LINK 11 LYRICS. 

II.— Thk (>hiki<' Stkwaud. 

Aweahy of soi'vico in drill) inns, 

In rostaunints ilinf'y and dioar, 

You left it, coni])trollei‘ of cabins, 

For a wider and happier sjihere, 

For a nohler and ampler position 
Whore a kindlier (losLiny smirks 
Through a vista of tip and commission 
And (a purser’s prerogative) “ pei ks.’' 

Five years have 1 spent in the jungle 
In a joyless and primitive nook. 
Where life was a strenuous hungle, 
Which was chiolly the fault of the 
cook ; 

Mid my punkahs and purdahs and 
dhurries, 

For a lustre I ’vo yearned to ho free 
From the thraldom of chilli and curries. 
From the bondage of garlic and ghee. 

Then you burst on iny jaded Jiorizon 
With a menu that hinted relief 
From the beef that was tougher than 
bison, 

From the fowls that wore worse than 
the beef ; 

You Game, and your genius banished 
The woes that mv exile had willed, 
Audthe chagrin of chutney has vanished 
In the joy of a mackerel (grilled)* 


I Small wonder you 'I’e proud of your 
duty, 

Of your rank and that palace of rime 
Wh(M‘o lie, like the Somnolent Lfiaut \ , 
Ignoring the ravage of time. 

Land), partridges, pheasants and gam 
mon, 

And dainties of every typo. 

From the nohler, like oysters and sal- 
mon, 

To the low’lier — haggis and tripe. 

And because of the grouse and the 
graylings 

You halo from tliese lloreal vaults, 

1 foigive you your obvious failings, 

1 am blind to your manifold laulLs; 
The pantry may hate you, yon diner 
May gird at the itch of your palm^, 
But myself oh ! nuao host of the liner, 
I give you a hundred salaams ! 

j. M. k 

^‘Tho Oonifiicntal trains IVoin Hin:i nglumi 
and tlio north ha* lltirwioli were not allowed tn 
Uroc-ccd liirthcr than March.” — Aforniiv] PvsL 

Neither, apparently, was the weather. 

“As the vo«8ol moved from the ways Lady’ 
llendoraoij broke a bottle of wine on her 1 h)W. 

. . . The vmel entered the water without a 
j d tch. ” — Da Uy TcUgra^ph, 

It must have been a very mild Austra- 
lian wine. 


I FROM TUB MOOUS. 

Orii rn[)orts continue to indioAto 

that gronsn in almost part of 

Scotland iii'o wet on the wing. 

On the famous moor of liivemtrath- 
hittock, in .Xj-gyllnhiro, HpoiUmen were 
early astii* on Saturday, hut did not 
venture out of the house 

'J’he new covered hut.t*» on the 
Stralhhogie moor will Isi used for the 
lii*st time on Monday, >vbeu it Is 

i expected that tlu^ roofed corridor from 
the koepei ’« cottuge will lie eouipletod. 

Reports from the markets show that 
the price lor ytamg I>irdt4 “guaranteed 
dry'})aoked ” has now advatieed to two 
guineas a brace 

.\n event, of peculiar interest to 
iiatmalistH has otitnirred in Hanffshire. 
Several W(d>-fooied grouse have been 
shot on tlio Woo Wlioon ftaft Ifloors. 

A largo house iHirty is taking enter- 
tained by the Macintosh of Macintosh. 

“TurkiBh kiui wplojrsd for 

bloUHrs, cut in tkc^iuuiei fctylc whh aad 

ciiHb, but it givcB a haul, heavy look tc Ihs 
t]gui'<i< For bcdrmtrii Mli|k|Hti'A, Hb’wever, timtad 
in the same way, it j»rovi<i a grcalfc lucoewi,” 

Unfortunately we find lhat tuffs on our 
bedroom slippers got dirty 10 soon* 




PUNCH, OP THE LONDON CHAEUTAltL 4 1911 


iiiA tfi **I’m Speaking from Charing Cross, aheexplainod,*' that I— I forgot to bring 

ANGELA 8 ELOPEMENT. wrjvy didn't you corae before? '* That the address with me. Ton must get it 

I HAV» informed Angela, as the result started an argument which I was in a at once. It 's in the — — " 
of tho following experience, that I can fair way to win, but she stopped me Click ! 

no longer be expected to sympathise, abruptly. * Only two-pennyworth more. I began 

as I have rashly done in the past, witli “ Listen ! she said. *• I want you wondering what sort of a figure I should 
the vagaries of wliat she is pleased to to do something for me at once ; it 's cut in the Divorce Court and sub- 


tho vagaries of wliat she is pleased to to do something for me at 
term her exceptional temperament. I very important." 


cut in the Divorce Court and sub- 
sequently in the halfpenny illustrated 


am doubly sorry to have been forced to 1 assured her that I was at her papers. Also my heart Ached badly for 
this decision, as I know what James, service. There was a pause. James. 

who is a dear old friend of mine, will ** I 've only got two twoponces left," We must be quick," gasped Angela 
have to siifTor. He, poor fellow, is no she gasped suddenly. Then — click! — feverishly as we started on the last lap. 
more fitted to undertake the entire we wore out off. “ All right. I 'm ready." 

responsilnlity of Angela (his wife) than “Js James in yet?" she enquired "Listen; the card is in the escri- 
I am. Temperament, according to her, breathlessly as we got on again. toire, to your right — in the secret 

moans that you must go to the drawer," 

opera at least once a week or have “ Wliich is the secret drawer? " 

a nervous breakdown. James cor- " I can’t remember well enough 

tainly /fails to appreciate this view, ^ to describe it. I know you have 
but emphatically denies the allega- W//' % 4 / press something." 

tioii that ho entertains a sneaking ]l|| I lifted the telephone bodily, 

regard for Picture Palaces. f # crossed over to the escritoire and 

It began with a telegram from U ^ ^ fumbled wildly about for somo- 

Angeia asking me to call at Kens- uJTV \ thing to press, 

inglon xvdthout delay. I was im- ^ \ a "Aro you there? " she shrieked, 

mediately on iny guard, and did I m f M \ " Yes— liulloa." 

not turn up until nearly an hour fW (f! No ; I moan aro you by the. 

later, when T got rather a shock to i escritoire ? " 

find that Angela was out and had //| WJI ^ w "Oh — yes." 

left a note for me in her room. I ik *' Well, do make haste and find 

first strolled into the smoking-room ‘M W the drawer." 

on the off-chance of seeing James, # ^ ^ making haste," I said ; 

hut he was not visible. Tlioro was, ^ wtlWS^ m " I ’ll bo with you directly. Mind 

I noticed, an unpleasant sense of ML you wait for me." 

emptiness about the liouso which I never was my best at tricks, 

tended to confirm my suspicions and I wont on searching quite fruit- 

that something nearly approaching lossly. Meanwhile Angela kept 

a domestic crisis had recently Jb with useless and inco- 

taken place. hereut directions. I could hear 

* The letter was five pages in her jumping up and down on the 

length and the Jjandwriiing was ^ ~ spring-board of tlie tolophone hox. 

Angola at lier worst. I gathered, In desperation J seized hold of the 

after much difficulty, that she liad ^ escritoire and shook it violently, 

left James for good. Thorewerosun- I also struck it several resounding 

dty vague references on every other ^ blows with rny clenched fist. But 

page to one Jack Barton, whose x> „ , . . the secret drawer remained a closed 

name I romombered in connection {ncwing garmaUs left in exdumge by tram'p). niyatery 

Wifh Afiftftla in flio nolmvr Anxra l^KALl.Y 1 Al(».sr KXTRAOKDIN AUY. ALWAYH THOUGHT 'n j / ‘ i a 1 » 

with Angola iij tlie palmy days jiArricNEi) in the comic pafeiw.” Suddenly Angelas voice came 

before her marriage with James. again: " 1 remomher exactly where 

Details followed to the effect that she Upon my reassuring her a deep it is. It ’s at the back of the " 

had written twenty pages of explanation sigh of relief occupied a lot of the Click I 

to James and pinned the envelope to his telephone’s time, and after that she I make a very poor sleuth, and I had 
pillow-case, and that my part in the began telling me all over again exactly had enough. I dashed into James's 

business was to await James's return, what she had written in the letter, bedroom, seized and destroyed the pink 


to be by hini when ho read the letter, W omen have no sense of time. missive, and hurried to Charing Cross 

to soothe him in his agony, and, above " You see," she finished up, after a to fetch the prodigal homo, 
all, to be sure to sec that he attempted lon^ spell, " Jack only returned from * it it 

nothing' desperate. jl strolled out on Australia yesterday. We went to Next day, casually intn 
thia landing, cautiously opened James’s Lohengrin togothev and . , ." topic of opera, I persuade 

^droom door and switched on the What followed was somewhat scrappy share a box with me for 


nothing' desperate. jl strolled out on Australia yesterday. We went to Next day, casually introducing the 
thia landing, cautiously opened James’s Lohengrin togother and , , ." topic of opera, I persuaded James to 

bedroom^ door and switched on the What followed was somewhat scrappy share a box with me for the second 

‘electric light. There on the pillow-case and not very audible. There was a deal cycle of the Ring, A week later, as 

lay a fat pink envelope mth" Janies” about Lohengrin and the higher life. I sat there between them in an 


lay a fat pink envelope mth " Janies ” about Lohengrin and the higher life. I sat there between them in an 
inscribed upon it in hold lettering. It was also clear that Angela had been atmosphere of sul>dued harmony^ 
Then the telephone r rang violently, an an exalted frame of mind and had Angela entranced, James looking ;lb- 
and I ircBhed back to Angela’s room, left the opera with nothing more signed but opulent, I shudder^ to 
l am not very good at telephones and definite than Barton's visiting card think that their domestic relations bad 
it.. took me epme time to establish with his new address hastily scribbled been within twopence of an itrevoetible ; 

^ . ^^hereon. tragedy. TwopoBee? price of 

you ? came Angelgi a voice. "And to-night I was in such a hurryt" very cheapest kind of 
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THE HEIR. 

T»— Ha Saaft Life. 

Thbbb was no one in sight. If 'twero 
done well, 'fcwere well done quicJdy. I 
gripped the perambulator, took a last 
E)0K round, and then suddonly riishod 
it across the drive and down a side 
path, not stopping until wo were well 
concealed from tlio house. Panting, I 
dropped into a seat, liaving knocked 
'several seconds off the quarter -mile 
record for babies under one. 

“Hallo! " said Myra. 

“ Dash it, are there people every- 
where to-day ? I can’t get a moment 
to myself, * 0 solitude, whore 

“What are you going to do with 
Baby?" 

“Peter and I are going for a walk." 
My eyes rested on her for more than a 
moment, Hlie was looking at mo over 
an armful of flowers . , . and — well— 
“ You can come too if you liko,^’ I said. 

“I*vo got an awful lot to do," she 
smiled doubtfully. 

“Oh, if you’d rather count the 
washing." 

She sat down next to mo, 

“ Where ’s Dahlia ? " 

•* I don’t know. Wo meant to have 
left a note for her, hut we came away 
in rather a hurry. ^ Back at koehe* 
VeUr! 

“ * 1 avi quite happy. Piirauit ifi me- 
lesn ' " suggested Myra. “ Poor Dalilia, 
she '11 be frightened when she sees the 
perambulator gone.” 

My dear, what could happen to it ? 
Is this Bussia ? " 

“ Oh» what happens to perambulators 
in liussia? " asked Myra eagerly. 

“They spell them differently,” I 
said, after a little thought. “ Anyhow 
Dahlia 'a all right." 

“ Well, I ’ll just take these flowers in 
and then I *11 come hack. If you and 
Peter will have inc? ” 

“ I think so,"' I said. 

Myra wont in and loft mo to my 
reflections, which were mainly that 
Peter had the prettiest aunt in I'higland, 
and that the world was very good. But 
my pleased and fatuous smile over those 
thoughts was disturbed by her an- 
nouncement on her return. 

“ Dahlia says," she began, “ that we 
may h^vo Peter for an liour, but ho 
must come in at once if he cries." 

I got up in disgust. 

“You 've spoilt my morning,” I said. 
“Oh, no/" 

“I had a little secret from Dahlia, 
or rather Peter and I hi^d' a little secret 
together ; at^least, you and I and Peter 
had a seoret. Anyhow it was a secret. 
And 1 was feeling very wicked and 
flbiippy— P^tar atod I both ^ere; and 
' we ^ 7^ ^ wicked 


too. And now Dahlia knows all about 
the desperate deod we were planning, 
and, to make it worse, all she says is, 

‘ Certainly I By all means ! Only don't 
get his feet wet.' Peter," I said, as P 
bent over the sleeping innocent, “ we 
are betrayed.” 

“ Miss Mannoring will now relate her 
experiences," said Myra. “ I went into 
the hall to put down the flowers, and 
just as I was coming out I saw Dahlia 
in the corner with a book. And she 
said, ‘ Tell your -young man ' ” 

“ ITow vulgar! ” I interrupted. 

“ * To bo careful with my baby.' And 
T said in groat surprise, * What baby ? ’ 
And she said, ‘ He was very kindly 
running him up and down the drive 
just now. Peter loves it, but don’t let 
them go on too long or there may bo 
an accident.' And then she gave a few 
more instructions, and — hero we are.” 

“looter,” 1 said to the somnolent 
one, “ you can’t deceive a woman. Also 
men are pigs. Wake up and wo will 
apologise to your aunt for doubting 
lior. Sorry, Myra.” 

Myra pinned a flower in my coat and 
forgave mo, and we walked off together 
with the perambulator. 

“ looter is seeing a bit of life this 
morning,” I said. “What shall we 
show him now?” 

“Thomas and Samuel are playing 
golf,” said Myra casually. 

1 looked at her doubtfully. 

“ Is that quite suitable? ” 

“ I think if we didn’t lot him stay too 
long it would be all right. Dahlia 
wouldn’t like him to bo over-oxcitod.” 

“ Well, he can’t be introduced to the 
game too early. Come on, Peter.” And 
we pushed into more open country. 

The 9- hole course which Simpson 
planned a year ago is not yet used 
tor the Open Chanipionship, though it 
is certainly better than it was last 
summer. But it is short and narrow 
and dog-logged, and, particularly when 
Simpson is playing on it, dangerous, 

“ We are now in the zone of tiro,” I 
said. “ Samuors repainted ninopenny 
may whizz past us at any moment. 
Perhaps J had better go first.” T tied 
my handkerchief to Myra's sunshade 
and led the way with the white flag. 

A ball came over the barn and rolled 
towards us, just reaching one of the 
wheels. 1 gave a yell. 

“ Hallo ! ” bellowed Simpson from 
behind the barn. 

“ You 're firing on the ambulance,” I 
shouted. 

lie hurried up, followed leisurely by 
'Thomas. 

“ I say," said excitedly, “ have I 
hurt him?": 

“You have not even: waked him. 
He has the special ^ft of — was it 


WuhSArntm or NAira^teOK Of 

being able to al^p through the heaviest 
batt&." ^ 

“ Hallo," said Thomas. “ (Slood old 
boy! What’s he been learning to- 
day ? " he added with godfatherly 
interest. 

“Wo 're showing him life to-day. 
He has (jome to see Simpson play golf.” 

“Doesn't he ever art up?” asked 
Simpson, looking at him witli interest. 
“I don’t see how he’s going to see 
anything if he’s always on his back. 
Unless it were something in the air." 

“ Don’t you ever get the ball in the 
air? ’’ said Myra innocently. 

“ What will his uncle Samuel show 
him if be does sit up? ” I asked. “Let’s 
decide first if it 's going to be anything 
worth watching. Wliich hole are you 
for? The third ? ” 

“ The ciglith. My last shot had a 
bit of a slice.” 

“A slice! It had about the whole 
joint. 1 doubt,” I said to Myra, “ if 
wo shall do much good here; let's 
push on.” 

But Myra liad put down the hood 
and takon some of the clothes off Peter. 
Peter slirml slightly. Ho seemed to 
know that something was going on. 
Then suddenly ho woke up, just in 
time to see Simpson miss the ball com- 
pletcjly. Instantly he gave a cry. 

“Now you’vo done it,” said Myra, 
“lie ’s got to go in. And I 'm afraid he ’ll 
go away with quite a wrong idea of 
the game." 

But I was not thinking of the baby. 
Althougli 1 am to be his uncle by 
marriage I had forgotten him. 

“if that’s about Simpson’s form 
to-day," 1 said to Myra, “ you and I 
could still take them on and boat them." 

Myra looked up eagerly, 

“What about Peter?” she asked; 
but she didn’t ask it very firmly. 

“ We promised Dahlia to take him 
indirectly he cried," I said. “She’d 
bo very upset if she thought she 
couldn't trust us. And we've got to 
go in for our clubs anyway,” I added. 

Peter was sleeping peacefully again, 
but a promise is a promise. After all, 
we had done a good deal for bis educa- 
tion that morning. We had shown 
him human nature at work, and the 
position of golf in the universe. 

“Wo ’ll meet you on the first tee,” 
said Myra to Thomas. A. A. M, 


“As Dr. Walford Diivies ia vinablo to oom- 
ideto Ilia new work, of Oifering,’ in timo 

ibr Una FeaUval, Scliubert’a Unfiniahed 
phony in B minor will Ite aubatituted for it." 
hrogramm af ifuatenf 

Som/BSiBT, too, seema to bavo faiUBl' 
to tot^leto his. vro^:!^ ti^ 




THE GIFT OF SPEECH. 

[Overheard at the Oval) 

1 . 

The Seat. 

[A vian who has been sitting on one 
of the free seats on the edge of the 
turf gets up and leaves. Another 
vian standing prepares to take the 
vacant place. 

Standing Man {to the occupant of the 
next seat to the vacant one). May 1 ask 
if you are keeping that seat ’? 

Other Man. No. 

S. M. Then J may take it? 

0, M. Certainly. 

S. M, Thank you. \ne .steps over 
and takes it.] It ’s a rest to sit down 
after standing. 

0. M. Yes ; standing 's very tiring 
after a while. 

S. M. Funny thing, hut this is the 
only unoccupied scat I ’ve. found ever 
Binoe I 've been here. Lucky I was 
just here when your friend went. 

0. M. It is pretty crowded to-day, 
isn’t it? 

1 Ve been standing quite two 
houije. liad atxmt enongh of it* 

p. I Wae at the beginning. 


S. M. Ah, that ’s the way to got a 
seat. You ’re all right, then. 

0. M. Yes, I ’m quite comfortahhv 
Cricket ’s more pleasant to watch when 
you 're sitting down. 

S. M. It is, isn’t it? Standing’s so 
tiring. I never thought I should got a 
seat, such heaps of people here. A hit 
of luck, finding this one, 

0. M. You ’ll find it quite comfort- 
able. No back, of course. 

S. M. A back makes a difference, 
doesn't it ? Still, anything ’s hotter than 
standing, 

0. M, Yos, that ’s so ; standing s 
very tiring. 

II. 

The lIoiiiDAY. 

First Man. IIullo, how arc you?, 

Second Man. 1 'rn all right. Aro you 
all right? 

F. M. Yes, I ’m pretty fit. i novi^J* 
thought 1 should see you bore. 

N. M. Oh, I often look in for a litth' 
while. How have you boon ? 

F\ M, Very well, thanks ; nothing to 
complain of*. And you? 

S. M, I 've been all right. 

F, M. Been away for a holiday, yet ? 
i5. Af. Ym ; I went to Norfolk. 


F. M. Good time? 

S.M. Vory. Golf and fiwhiug* You 
boon away ? 

1<\ M. Not yet; I 'm itiinking of 
going next week. 

S. M. Wiiore aro you going? 

F. M. Normarnly, I tirmk. Do yhu 
know Non n and y? 

S. M. (-an't nay 1 do. I ve boon to 
the Clnuniol Islands, tliongin 

F. M. Have you nocu away yot this 
year ? 

S. M. Ves, to Norfolk. 

F\ M, Norfolk that sc»undMuil right, 
lleen ]>retly wi'll tluH sumnuM ? 

S.M. Vos, all light, thanks; quite 
fit. Whc'ro (lid }'ou say you spent your 
holiday ? 

F. ]\I. 1 huNoii't ])oen away yet. I’m 
going next week. Normandy, 1 think. 
1 wonder if 30 U could tell inc aliyilung 
about a ])li\co calloil GrativilliJ. 

S. M. No, I don't know Normandy. 
Wish I did. 

F\ M. .lolly, if you could come over, 

S.M. Sorry, I can’t, bti I yo liad 
•my holiday. 

F. M. Have YOU ? Whenf did you go ? 

$, M, I went to Norfolk* 

F. M. Did you? Well, I'm going 

to Normandy, I belit»ve. 
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THE OPTIMIST. 

Uodgf,. “OllKKl; Ur, lUlMKIl. WmKN TIIINCS DK as bad as TIIEV can BK TIIKV IIB BOUND TO MEND 01! KI.NK GET -WOIISE.’ 


I THE SJURPRISE PARTY. 

: Wk aro a briglit and intidligonl set 
jin our village on llio Tliaines, and wo 
jmovo along about six months aliead 
oC the times. Possibly the world calls 
-US a clique, even a suburban clique, 
but as long as it continues to provide 
us with professions and occujmtions in 
the City during the week, the world 
injw go hang. In oui’ loisnro wo are 
Bunicient to ourselves. Wiiat is jnore, 
wo have brains and aro not afraid to 
use them out of businos.s hours. ]t is 
our claim that our forefathors invented 
the games of “Up Jt'nkins!” and 
Clumps; certainly wo ourselves in- 
vented if)ld - maid Bridge and Snap- 
roulette. 

Wo have done nothing original for 
a long time,” said Miss Chapman, our 
acknowledged leader, “ and J am pleased 
to be able to announce that I bavo an 
idea* It is called The S^urpriso Party. 
Gather round?" 

She Bpoke these words in the Golf 
Club. House, and as many of us as 
were there or thereabouts gathered 


round, leaving Mitchell to discuss Jjis 
Memorable M aside with the Steward. 

“ What have wo to do? " we asked. 

“ Merely turn up," said Miss Cliap- 
man. 

“ When, wl)ere and liow equipped? " 
We don’t waste time discussing pre- 
liminary details already settled in the 
mast(jr ndnd. 

“At idne o’clock next Wednesday, 
each with Ids own food and little mug." 

“Jn tlio name of my colleagues and 
myself," said i,“l thank you for this 
generous invitation." 

“ i liavo not invited you," said slic. 

“ Then who lias ? " 

“ jjfobody," she said. “ Tlie point is 
that we turn up without being invited. 
That is whore the surprise comes in- 
fer the person who hasn’t invited us." 

It only remained to fix upon the 
lucky surprisees. Everything pointed, 
we agreed, to the Macfarlanes. They 
had lots of money and a big room, 
capable, on an emergency, of being 
used for a dance or two. We had 
long beon of opinion that these things 
would be better employed for social 


entertainment than for tlui organization 
of charities; or, if tluiy must be used 
for charity, let the charity be of tliat 
sort wldcii begins at home with a 
merry evening and nut that wbicli 
ends in the Fiji Isles with a woollen 
comforter and a tract. But our main 
reason in deciding on the Macfarlanes 
was that thei*o happened to l)o no 
Macfarlanes present to shew cause 
why not. 

“But suppose," said T, “ that they 
have chosen that evening to be out, 
or woiho still, for tlie conducting of a 
domestic quarrel?" 

“Jt is the risks which make life 
attractive," said Miss Chapman. 

“ Or suppose again ..." 

“ And the people who ‘ suppose’ who 
make it impossible." 

“ I'ho matter is irrevocably ap- 
pointed," chorused the others. 

Things went olf with much more of 
a splash than we had ever thought 
possible, right from the very start. 
Not only did the Macfarlanes more 
than welcome us conspirators, but 
there seemed to be matty present who 
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A SOFT THING. ' 


Tort Gili4e. “ YON 'S A FINE BEAST, I'M THENKIN’, BUT THE N WAR. ONE’S 
G»f®,AN’ TAR-a-GET WHATEVER." 











THE SPREAD OF THE SEX-WAR. 


The Vicar {(tmunnu‘in<j ** for mother/t* mecling), “Wic HiiAUi AK.sEMni-K AT iiAi.K vast kisk, and—ku vov may DVtKtt 

Yoint JiUHiiANDs/’ Charm of Mothna, “Oh, hi’T vve want to kn.ioy oiniwvi vi:h.’' 


liad novor coiispiroci, Moroovor, the 
enterprise was graced by the presence 
of the Church, and before we knew 
whore wo wore (even before Miss 
Chapman know where slio was) we 
were all in the big room, sitting on 
rows of chairs and facing a platform. 

“ My dear friends,” said the Vicar 
from this eminence, “ it is with very 
genuine feelings of gratitude that 1 see 
so many of you gathered hero to-night. 
There are those missing, 1 am sorry to 
say, whom 1 had invited to be present, 
but on the other hand there are many 
gathered hero to-night to wliom no 
direct invitation w^as addressed. That, 
1 think, sliews that our mission lias a 
greater popularity uml fame than wo 
dared to suspect, and cannoi., I feed, 
liolp but ad’oet the amount of the 
collection (silver) to which all those 
gathered hero to-night will bo asked, 
and, I am sure, gladly persuaded, to 
contribute. Before I make way for my 
reverend brother from tlie Fiji Isles, 
I should like to announce that, at 
the termination of his address, all 
{^resent are asked to partake of a light 
suppor* provided at w last moment (I 
am vi^Uely informed) by an anonymous 
dmsornOf wfahse identity some of us 
may^ I have ^ aospioions." 


And as ho sat down he looked with 
a knowing smile at Mrs. Macfarlano ! 

Besides the collection there was a 
hymn or two, and it took us two hours 
to get to supper time; even then 
few of us got enough, our personal 
contributions being shared with the 
outsiders who hadn’t brought a particle 
of food with them. 

For which reasons Miss Chapman 
has, very properly, been deposed from 
her leadership, and the rest of us have 
determined to devote our energies to 
that safer but loss original pastime, 
“ Coon Can” 

TAKEN AS BEAD. 

[A weekly paper poiutH out that proponiily 
are getting out of date. The lovcr’y nilcnliniiB 
hecome apparent, tlie girl j»eiceiv»-s tliciii, ari<i 
the couple drift into an engagenienl v{ithmit 
any formal declaration being made. ] 

I ALWAYS have fostered a passion 

For living abreast of the times ; 

A garment or deed of an obsolete 
fashion 

To me is the crudest of crimes; 

And so, while intent on disclosing 

To Mary my loving regard, 

I sirove to be modem-^all thoughts of 

I pvwosing 

1 Were won#d by the bard. 


No nutty attractiouH has t^yril; 

A wholly convoutiorial rlowm, 
lie boasts not a heudgeai that smacks 
of the 'J’yrol, 

Ilis socks are a commonplace brown ; 
If he were in love with my girl, be 
(Thought 1) would Ih* s\ne to engage 
In a formal proposal as done in the 
I'hirly I 

Victorian Ago, i 

To Mary last night I conltdod 

My thoughts on Jiow 0> ril would act, : 
IJis old faslnoned notiunu 1 gaily 
dcridod 

(Was deuord diverting, in fact); 

I cried, “Can't you picture him 
krunding, 

A timitl and blusidng young man?*’ 
And, gri?nly bis ring on her linger 
revealing, 

She answi3red, “ I 

Commerciial Gaudour, 

I Seen on a 1 iiverpool saiuiwicb board : 

“ ( b nn^* u H r in. iv, r I m vivi » ' M kn TH, 

“j t'i« ..Icvvfdlu h'irt nsuovcd to hf»iwi 

Street." 

.“The ])ri«clpte the ISviMigi'lint tko 
elector* do not come to the tlie 

must go to Ike ^ 

WhiehBvatigdUlt? 
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DEMOSTHENES REDIVtVUS. 

f^*Thii llerjr, emotional Welsbiiiaii — the 
DemosUumcs of Welsh Noncouiomiity. . . . 
Althou#<h he speaks quietly, even lirsiuliugly, 
in tlteE^igliah laugunge, he riaewto liriglitH of 
thrilling eloquence in his native Iringne. . . . 
During the I'eoent campaign eliefors Irequeutly 
walKCd five or six milcH in the r.iin to Imu him. 

« ♦ . To some m)thuHiiu*tH Jic i-a 'The Wi/anl 
of Wales 'and 'Tlio J’oet of the re<»])le.’ A 
brother .NonfonfonniKt imniHter, the Uev. 
Rhys J. lluwfl, laid of him; ‘The advent to 
parliament of a man of the eliaraeD'r atid eon- 
victions of Mr. Towyn Jones eaniiot lint send 
a thrill of licalth throngli ko malerialihtie an 
institution.’ There is httlo real coinpar.son 
iwtwecn the now Member and minister M.T.’s 
like I>r. Lea<di and Mr. Silvester ilorne. . . . 
He is probably this best known man in Wales 
today. ’ — Ihiily Vhrmiirlp^ Aug ant ‘ 24 , I 9 T 2 .J 

Don’t talk to me of Rostheni'.h, 

Of CiCBHO, Demostiucner, 

Or how the voice of Oeadbtone slined 
the marrow in your houes ; 

Such eulogy ’b a scandal, 

For they couldn’t hold a candle 
To the elemental passion of the 
lieverond T. Jones. 

Like a furious mountain torrent, 

Of all obstacles abhorrent, 

Like the concentrated essence of ten 
terrible cyclones ; 

Like Nai*olp:on at J‘jlba, 

Witli the voice of Madame Melh.n, 
And the courage of Columhus is the 
Keverend T. Jones. 

At the gates of Fiinpiro knocking 
Ho sets all l^juropo rocking, 

Till the Kaisers feel uneasy on their 
titubating thrones ; 

While the llouse of feudal rotters 
To its base in terror totters 
At the onset of the rigliteous and tlic 
lieverond T. Jones. 

To hear this Cambrian wizard, 

This wild incavnute blizzard, 
Revivilios tlie energies of centenarian 
crones ; 

While the honiVic haii’ns of Hala 
Greet his coming with a gala, 
Singing, “Tira-lira, tnila," to tlio 
Reverend T. Jones. 

There 's a lot of snap in Sandy, 

And the land of Handy Andy 
1$ emotionally vocal witli “ alannas ” 
and ochones ” ; 

But for sheer dy mimic, fervour 
He Whfc® Edits The Oh.seroer . 

Is the only living Briton who np- 
proaelies Tow yn Jones. 

There are wondrous tilings in legions 
In the frozen Arctic rogicais ; 

The gorilla lends a glamour to tlic 
torrid tropic zones ; 

But there Vsurely nothing greater 
From tlie Poles to the Equator 
!(ban our latest legislator — ^the volcanic 
Towyn Jokbs. 


There are wonders of invention 
Claiming honourable mention, 

Such as motor-cars and jigsaws, 
hohhlo'fikirts and gramophones ; 
But Wales has less reliance 
On tlio miracles of scienco * 
Than on the lurid larynx of tlio 
Roverend T. Jokes. 

It is true the Liberal party, 

So superbly sane and hcaity, 

Other Members who arc Uevorend as 
well as stalwart owns; 

But JIoHKE (the Rev. Silvester) 

Is a more suburban jester 
By the side of ilie amazing and apoca- 
lyptic Jon res. 

Though the miserable Saxon — 
Vulgar Brown or Smith or Jackson — 
JIas more command of English and 
its unmelodious tones; 

When Parliament is sitting 
Tlioy ’ll pass an Act permitting 
The use of his vernacular to Mr. 
Towyn Jones. 

For it needs a thorough mystic, 

Docs this House materialistic, 

To scarify its cynics and to stimulate 
its drones ; 

But the man is sliortly coming 
Who will sot -St. Stephen’s humming, 
And his Christian name is Towyn and 
his surname it is Jones. 


HOW TO BECOME A JOURNALIST. 

J^HJO gifted Clear (CiiAudiub) of The 
Ih itisk Weekly, discussing this matter, 
comes to various conclusions. We 
take the liberty of extending his en- 
tertaining lucubrations. 

Journalism is every day a more 
ditlicult profession to adorn ; and every 
day more journalists attempt to adorn 
it. Now and then one drops out, as 
when liord Salihiuiry took to states- 
manship ; hut for the most part once a 
journalist always a journalist. 

In ord(*r to see how to become a 
journalist lot us first ask : What is the 
he^st education for a journalist? The 
reply to this question depends upon the 
kind of journalism that you propose 
to follow. A leader-writer on The 
PoitUry IFrtir/RZuf/, for example, requires 
a ilitl’erent training from the chief 
reporj.er on Auto Sparklets. The old 
idea that there was no training to 
compar(3 with Balliol is now^ exploded. 
The Jowler, it is true, bred a few hefty 
pens, but the tradition no longer liolds. 
Nor do we recommend Keble. No, if 
you wish to write with acceptance, if 
nt)t authority, for the readers of The 
Poultnj Wo^tchdog you must have had 
a period at the Dorking High School, 
followed by |wo terms at least at the 
Orpington Select Academy. 


A religious pape^ again requires a 
different training from a spotting paper. 
A religious journalist, to be complete, 
must know not only all about religion, 
but ho must be acquainted with the 
new hooks and the forthcoming books ; 
he must know what this feuilletonist 
gels “por thou.,” and where that short- 
story- writer is spending his Iioliday, 
and why Cardinal Newman did not 
marry CfiAHLOTTElUtoNTE. A sporting 
journalist, on the other hand, needs less 
I preparation. All that he requires is a 
j liat in which to place the names of 
[ to-inoiTOw’s race-bor.-es before picking 
out the one which he recommends his 
readers to hack. It is thus easier to be 
a sporting than a religious journalist. 

But, curiously enough, a cricket 
journalist needs more of an equipment, 

I Ho ought to know the Christian names 
of the professionals and the pet names 
of the amateurs ; he ought to have 
a profound contempt for the English 
captain, increasing with every victory 
scored by the English team, together 
with very decided views as to why the 
Tost. Selection Committee ouglit to in- 
clude eleven totally different men from 
those chosen, with roassons for his lielief. 
This wants some doing, but ho must 
ho able to do it if ho is to succeed in 
his high calling. 

The second question is, How is tlie j 
profession of journalism host entered ? 
Here the answer is simple. By way of 
the Temple. Pretend to he a barrister | 
and journalism is at your feet. Another i 
way, hut Jess certain, is to send admir- | 
able articles to editors and get them j 
accepted, ihit choose the editor witli 1 
skill. You will not, for example, send 
a pink joke to The Church Tunes, or a 
panegyric on the Insurance Act to The 
Saturday lieview, or an a])preciation of 
Winston to The Morniny Post. Nor 
(for a very different reason) will you 
offer a “Thing that matters” to The 
Pall Mall Gazette, or a “ Literary 
Letter,” no matter how good, to The 
Sphere, or a joke from a back number 
of Punch to The Taller. 

Thirdly : What are the prospects of 
the journalist in the ])resent day? 
Well, if lie is on The Daikj Mail and 
is over twenty-five and cannot write 
about the need for compulsory golf, his 
prospects are rotten. But, if ho is on 
The Daily Telegraph and can supply 
information about Hir Herbert Tree’s 
forthcoming productions, he ought to 
he sure of his post for ever and ever. 
So now you know. 


“One can inia^iine an cM jpublio-sehoolboy 
going down to hitt school, and vwiting the playings 
fields where lie batlicd . " — TJte Daily 

So these floods are nothing very new, 
after aU. 




irnhnn {hvlu'Mhg Hi op Prim Ktnm rahimn in evening paq’Hr). “ Wotkver laiK iik kmi-iy hi'ach, jAJ:(n«?‘* 
Jiirijr, “Full 'JHKY FOI.K AS CANNOT IlKM).*' 


Buf» T, wlion I ()l)8orvo n(» sunsliitu^ 

Tho Icadou ])all Uh^ rayUv-iH ^dooH\, 

And hoar Ihoc sin^inj^ 'noatli tho (XMidniit ajudo, 
Although I pnuHo ihoo, diudc, 1 filso funu', 

I ask for von^^canoo, f(»r tljf) gexLs who ^nnpjdo 
With too miicli foiiimo, for Iho Inind of <looia ; 

T Itko to think that thou iiiiisl ond ih\ joyH* 

And stop tliat silly sort of rootlin;^ noiso, 

I lift iny noso lo catch th«^ wafkul savour 
Of inconso stealing from tiio onion-bed, 

Tho perfume of tho sage leaf. () thou lavei 
In filthiness and slush, i want theo dead 
No more to gloat upon our grief, nor favoin 
The air with that wild music, but instead 
With vermeil fruit, like those on yondot trees. 
Garnished in dissolution. Also peas. Kvow. 

One Candle Power. 

From an article on Norwich hy Thn 
special correspondent — 

“One of the corridorH of tlia llolrl in slii h 1 am f-laylag (atirl, of 
course, it is l>oth tl»e largest ami tlm limiMl liotol in tUe nltv) 
pause here a mmaerU to murmur ^ Su onk / p- i» lit by a catullc stuck 
ill a whisky bottle.' 

That, to me, tluows tho strongcHt iMishihlc h^;ht ujKm the sitiuition 
here.” 

We should never have thought it. 

s 

** Wanted, Two frood Setters for K«il ^Hlialo riaslic FnoSog EhuiVs. 
Apply Furness llrick and Tile Woiks. ’ ,, 

AdvL in ** AortJn rn /Ai*/;/ 

This appears between an advertisement 4)( a ftuU Terrilsr 
and one of an Airedale puppy, tinder the he‘aditi|[ DtugS/' 
We shall not therefove labour tho point ftirihor. 


LINES TO A MUDLARK. 

Thjuok happy fay, ali would that men could model 
Their lives on thine, most hoautilul, most calm, 
Melodious songster! liist, how, wliilo wo swaddle 
Our limbs in mackintoshes, thy clear psalm 
Eisos untrouhled. Lol how tliou dost waddle 
About in filthy pools and find them balm, 

Insatiate of beastliness and muck, 

Blithe spirit of our summer, hail, O duck! 

There is no gleam of comfort in tho heavens, 

Now, wliile wo sit wuth suppliant hands and groan, 
Pavilion-bound the impotent elevens, 

Tlie farmer cursing at the tempest’s moan, 

But thou, O duck, O duck of Mrs. Evans, 

For ever singest in mellifluous tone, 

The deluge pouring from thy rain -proof back. 

Loud orisons of praise. Thou goost, “ Quack,” 

And once more, “ Quack,” well knowing to recover 
The first fino careless sound, egregious brute. 

Out in the orchard yonder, where some lover 
Maybe has wandered with goloshless boot 
In other years, and plucked from boughs above her 
(Matching his lady's cheek) tho ripened fruit : 

Bub now in vain they vaunt their crimson front. 

One cannot pick them, not without a punt. 

Ah, yes, thou singest on, thy voice assuages 
(Or ought to) human plaints about the com. 
Perhaps tho self-same voice that in past ages 
Cheered tho sick heart of Ham some early mom. 

As he leaned out and cried, ** The flood still rages, 

The Ark is tossing in a sea forlorn, 

But some live thing is happy ; don’t condemn 
Our Bastern climate, Japhet t Cheer up, Sham I ” 
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THE INTERRUPTIONS. 

I AM not prepared to guarantee the accuracy of any 
single one of the nautical terms used in tlio following 
report of an interview which I was privileged to have 
with a sailor-man. All I say is that I liavo done my best 
to keep close to the original, and to create a briny 
sea-going improssion in the ininds of my readers. Nine 
hundred and ninety-nine out of every thousand of them 
won't know tlie (lilleronco. Tiic thousandth will growl and 

f ut mo down as a landlubber, wliich, as a matter of fact, 
am. Ills pardon 1 beg at once, and ask him to consider 
the necessities of a working journalist and not to boar too 
hardly on my faults. 

This happened in August. The usual shower of rain 
was pouring down, and, being on the sea-shore, 1 had taken 
refuge in a sorb of shed, a tumble-down wooden affair, the 
approach to which was littered with nets, lobster-pots, 
oars and spars. In the shed was a man in a dark blue 
guorns^, a thick pair of blue trousers, no boots and a blue 
cap. He was doing something to a net with a knife, a 
piece of wood and a length of stritig, and ho greeted mo as 
I entered 

“ Step aboard, messmate,” he said. 

I murmured something about the beastly weather and 
the disgusting montfi. 

“ Lor’ love you,” ho answered, “ I ’vo seen many a worse 
Augusty month nor this. This is a cloud o’ dust to some 
I've been through. Wet? 1 believe you. Why, ten year 
ago-— no, it warn't ten ; it wore eleven. I remember it by 
our youngest bein’ born the follerin’ month. We was beatin’ 
round Cape Horn as it might bo to-day, spare sails all set 
and the main-top-gallant braced to the Jee scuppers for to 
catch the trade winds. The old Stisan Mary was doin’ 
her fourteen knots comfortable, and if it hadn’t been for 
the cook’s black cat goin’ for a voyage by hisself through 
clawin’ up the mainunist and gettin’ tossed orf of it when 
We got the Gulf Stream abeam we should all have bin as j 
happy as a nest of cherubs with the mother-cherub seiiiii’ 
on 'em to keep ’em warm. But you know, Sir, what 
sailor-men thinks of a cat, and this was a very peculiar 
sort with his chest and his belly all laid out in white stripes, I 
which is a sign of riches to them as don’t mind bein’ 
i^cratohed by ’iin. But we couldn’t spend much time 
sorrowin' after poor old Sultan, for the wind was blowin’ 
half a gale from the Sou’-West, and the rain was cornin’ 
down just as if all the sky taps Jmd got loose. It was five 
bolls, and I was look-out-man in the bows. Sudden the rain ' 
lifted like and^horo ahead of us, a point or two on the 

starboard bow ” Here ho stopped suddenly, for two 

of the big guns in the Cliff fort had been fired. When we 
recovered from the effect of the double explosion he con- 
tinued : — 

*' Them two guns reminds mo of the waterspout w^e met 
once in the China Seas. I was a deck hand on the 
Sridc of the Ocean ^ and wo 'd picked up a pretty cargo of 
silks and spices and 'eathen gods, the ugly fat sort, more 'n 
, half naked, with rod eyes and orns to their ’eads and all 
full 0* Asuischief. ’Owover that didn’t wori^ us, ’cos w^e 'd 
got ’em all packed tight in boxes, fifty or so to a box, and 
stowed away under hatches with the rats to play round 'em 
and td^ke orf their curses when they was in the mind to let 
’om out. We 'd got to t^ink o’ the ship, and the weather 
had kept us pretty close to our work hauling on the tackles 
and getiin’ the foreyatds snug. Thene was a long thin 
man oUt o’ J?ly mouth town in my watch, a lantem-jawed 
fe^w with a turn for good talk ; * Preachin* Moses ’ we 
called ’im, ’is ^name b^n* Solomon. ’Im and me was 
irtandin* by the gall^ watohin’' the waves when tbb boab*j 


swain come along, ^Kow, look ’ere,’ the boaltilt^idat^ 
— 'e was chewin’ a ^g;md terbacker, and we could ee^ by 
the colour of ’is nose that something ’ad run acrorst 
bows and spjoilt ’is temper, so we made to sheer orf and ! 

give 'im a wide berth — * look 'ere,' 'e says " But wbkt 

I the boatswain said must for ever remain a mystery, for a 
drenched lady at this point suddenly appeared at the 
doorway of the shod, gave a startled look round, said, 

“1 beg your pardon, I thought ” and as suddenly 

vanished away again.” • 

“You 'vo no call to leave us, mum,” shouted my friend, 

“ Wo 're poor, but wo 're honest. There ’s room in 'ore for 
all. Ah well, she ’a gone. If you wanted to see my, sister 
Sally, without really scoin’ 'er in a manner of speokin’, why 
that there lady 's the dead spit of 'er, 'air, eyes, nose, every- 
thiuk. It 's like sooin’ a ghost. And that puts me m 
mind o’ the Diichcss of Devonshire, live-master she was, and 
a well-found ship from stem to stern and back again. We'd 
’ad a fair doin' in the Indian Ocean, and ’d ’ad to rig a 
jury rudder owin’ to a couple of seas we 'd shipped in a 
typhoon. It was a Sunday night, and the mate 'ad just 

given the wwd to tumble up quick, when Why lor' 

love mo, Sir, if you ain’t settin’ on a patch o' tar. ’Ow ever 
could I come to let you stay there so long. It 's nasty 
stuff on -trousers, too.” 

[ This being so, and the rain having ceased, I paid good-bye 
and wont away. 

No, he never mentioned that ho was dry, or that the 
weather was thirsty, though wot, or that ho hadn't seen 
the colour of a shilling for weeks on account of the bad 
season. But I still wonder what it feels like lo try to spin 
three separate yarns and not to finish one of them. 


THE HOME MARKET. 

In days when gilt-edged stocks have lost their glitter 
And public confidence is shaken rudely, 

When City swells grow sour and bankers bitter 
Because the slings of David hit them shrewdly ; 

In times when Socialists are out for plunder 
And Capital must cringe and cower to Labour, 

When war-clouds loom and arm-chair critics wonder 
What chance we have against our North-Sea neighbour; 

Imagine my complacent pride each morning 
When I receive a most obsequious letter 

From moneyed gents who, petty safeguards scorning, 
Beseech me to become, post-haste, their debtor. 

They sympathise with my domestic sorrow ; 

They yearn to find me food and rent and raiment ; 

Unlimited the cash that I may borrow 
Without security for its repayment. 

With consols flat and railway stock dejected, 

And British credit crashing to perdition, 

’Tie joy to see my note-of-hand selected 
As one investment quite above suspicion. 


A correspondent writes 

“ I have an aunt who took one of those sea-Biok 
dies. Absolutely certain to prevent it and aU the mt of 
it. She did exactly what the battle said — took it 
hours before embarking. She was going to the Gbaixiid 
Islands, and the boat left Southampton at 9, so shebcMi: 
a dose at Waterloo at 7< An4 what do jou tbiuk? 
was frightfully tiiek just this aido of IVinehei^ 1'! ' 






Fanm'r Jivoum (to curate who ha^ been appointed loug-Hfop), “Oi \ji%s ak \)W ykt. won’t JiKi* anv jjali.s hmp takt vvu ON TO 
T* OLD JH’LL, 'CUS YKIl NKVEll KNAWS 'UW 'e 'LL TAKE IT.” 


rfciiD or\f\i^tKin nccir^c- making mo foel uBhamod of that oxtraonlirmry ignoraiWSfi 

OUR BOOKIiMG“OFFICE. which I share with so many of our legislators who intertfut 

(By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Clerks.) themselves in Indian affairs. 

Messrs. Methuen could not have chosen a better - - 

moment for the publication of Mrs. Perrin’s latest novel. I am afraid tliat if Miss M aihie Uennett wero a motorist 
At a time when oven the seasoned Londoner is beginning to instead of an author she would be heavily linml for exceed'" 
notice that the weather is a little depressing it is impossi- ing the statutory speed limit. For the chief thing that 
ble not to sympathise with the Fleetwoods, dumped into strikes me about her Golden Vamiy (Minns ano Boon) is 
England after a lifetime in shiny India. The main thread that she is a young woman in a most uncommon hurry, 
of The Anglo-Indians has to do with the love-story of Fay In one chapter her red-hairod heroine, agfid about Afteen 
Fleetwood and Clive Somerton^ but it is the vividness with and l)rought up in an orphanage, is earning fimr HhiUhigs a 
which the author sets forth the tragedy of ‘Hhe guillotine week as a useful help in a Balham housohoW. Ll Uie uext| 
of completed service” which makes the book so absorbing, after two years’ interval, at the beginning of whieli* in spite 
They are a race apart, these Anglo-Indians who have come of her total ignorance of the stago, slio securos an engage* 
home on a pension. The climate does not suit them (it ment in a travelling [)rovincial cun i pan y, she has blossomed 
killed Mr, Fleetwood)^ they miss their friends, their work, into the principal girl in tlio chief London pantomime, and 
their servants — everything that has made life worth living ; by the following season has hocrune tlio jimslcaLcomody 
they are at a loose end, with the added disadvantage of idol of the town, with her red head lui all the hoardings^ axi 
being short of money. To quote one of the characters in extravagantly furnishod flat, a motor car and a welbfllled 
the story, they “subside into a suburb” and “have a jewel-case and, what is still more fairprising, ^ ouUivated 
loathsome time.” Woven into the fortunes of the literary taste and ii genius for painting. CW^^{MAratively 

family are those of a delightful young native prince; and speaking, the playmai(3 of her youth who wins bSi^oveon 
here agaiii the pathos of the contrast between East and the last page is a bit of a slow-coach, though oven ho 
West is made plain. You may anglicize your Rajah if you managed to write the novel of the year in the course of a 
catch him young, but nob his women-folk. Mrs. Perrin few months, for the greater part of which he was ehahied 
has done nothing better than the passages dealing with the to an office-stool and could only, do his writing by night, 
domestic affairs of the Bajak of Eotah, drifting every day Miss Bennett's book is in fact rather an amateur produe* 
further out of sympathy with his halMmbecilo child*wife. tion in spite of her* apparently intiiiiaie knowledge of pro^ 
t admire partioularly the skill with which she renders clear fessional life behind the scenes. But with fesH^a Unie for 
the points of view of her various characters, and still more her motto it is, I think, quite worth her while t0 try agafo« 

her qnfotaiidiitiaggveBsive method of imparting information. , 

Blfo fofo ^ great deal about India without once OUiHd Afary, by Madame AiiUAHesi (MuTH^aN), la one 
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of those amiable books for wluch there is evidently a Qnain makes p, feeble resistance against this capture bf 
large class of readers and which disarm serious criticism himself, but he never gets anywhere near to calling his 
by their unpretentiousnoss and general wliolesomeness. soul his own. After reading Mightier than the Svwrd I 
Olivia Maryt a beautiful, timid soul, has married rich am convinced that, when a journalist does marry, his wife 
Squire Anthony Cheston, now dead. Their reputed son, must be more in need of sympathy than even a goUer!s. 

John, devoted to his mother in a rnaHterful sort of way, ,1 

is really the illegitirnato fruit of an cajlior excusable “ Man walketh in a vain shadow, and disquieteth himself 
adventure which C'hrston had discerningly and generously in vain." That seems to me to express the general ten- 
condonbd hy adopting John. The widowed mother lives dency of Mr. Richaud Cunuii’H Shadows out of the Crowd 
under the sfiadow of tlio possible discovery of her secret. (Swikt) better than any of the quotations from DoSTor- 
The blow falls on the eve of John's marriage. John pities kvsky, Tujioenev, Ibsrn, Tolstoy, and other psychological 
himself, roj)roacbo8, storms, turns against his mother, writois wliich preface liis book and each of its twelve short 
behaves in fact as badly as possible. But the girl, Isabel stories. For nearly all of them end in nothingness. Four 
Maiheson, anti her father take more kindly and reasonable are accounts of morbid suicides, one of a sudden death 
views, and the marriage proceeds, as wo dare to prophesy, to by fire (oddly contrasted with a, supper at the Cecil or 
the lifelong regret of 7s(^;7;e/. Boosely in tor w-o von, too loosely, the Savoy), and two otliirs drift off directly they begin 


to tell trutif, is another thread 
of narrative which introduces 
some fairly drawn minor char- 
acters and less than minor in- 
cidents. Helen Ambrose, the 
American wife of a shadowy 
literary man, is carefully done. 

If hiioia Mary, who was 
meant for a nice thing, lia<l 
kept a stifTer hack, liar! aliati- 
doned tlio habit of gazing into 
the fire or into tlio eyes of 
pictures and tolling iliom how 
tired she was; if she iiad yearned 
less and luid schooled herself to 
forgot altogether Uie error of her 
youth, she would have escaped 
being sometliing of a bore. As 
for her son John I could have 
wished tdio autlior or any one 
of her characters liad showui 
an adequate {Sir John lias a 
faint) sense of the iniquity of 
that preposterous prig. How 
such monstrous egotism and 
uocharity (surely much more 
flagrantly immoral than any 
conduct of Olivia Mary's) could 
bo capable of attracting the 
devotion of Isabel, the approval 
of that decent old lioy. Sir John, 
or the tolerance of John's hrolhor 
officers, is nov«r explained. 











into twilight memories of the 
pa«t, leaving the actuality of 
the present uiitouchod. For 
tlio most part 1 road them, as 
the farmer drank the claret at 
the tenants’ dinner, with an 
iincoinfortahlo fooling that we 
don’t get no forrarder. They 
dodge about this world, from 
jjondori to Scotland, from the 
West Indies to South Africa, 
and at the end leave a very liazy 
impression on iny mind of what 
they are all about. And yet 
they suggest an irritating sense 
of power, irritating because I 
feel that Mr. Curlk is wasting 
his abilities in his pursuit of 
vagueness, d’ho entertainment 
known as a shadow -show is 
good in its way, piovided that 
it is comic, though oven tlien the 
grotesquely distorted shadows 
cast by the lamp on the sheet 
are apt to bo flat and halfling 
proaontmonts of the real people 
behind. And that is just how 
I am affected by Mr. Cuule’s 
clever but indefinite studies of 
the morbid side of life. 


^ ' The Teesdale Mercury on the 

XMve. “I AX vAunoN, Son, v.trr ik ’tks a Obisman occasion of Princess Pakclay 

I f AH WKI.L TKI.l. \K THAT 'JllK OULT) CASTI.K 

Mtghttei than the Su hack.'’ OriiNOB visit to 

(Fisher Unwin) by Mr. ’ — Bowes Park museum : — 

Alphonse OoURLANDER, is hleet Street incarnate, and “There was no hesitation or coucenhnont of approbation on the part j 

I the lesson to he learned from it is that if you wish to be ^ the Princess, for, approaching the Museum hy tlio bw^k entrance, she i 

a successful member of the staff of a L'raat daily paper «tnick willi tl.o colonel charaetor of the buUdtag, 

theie will ho no room in your life for love or pity. villc,’ suggojted Mr. Kobson. ‘Surely it is,’ replied the 

UiiviphTcy CJtuitn joined the stafi of Ihe Hay when he distinguished Kussian aristof. rat. 

was a more boy, and at once fell under ^tho iniluonce of “ Her attention was instantly arrested, in the next room, at the sight 
Ferror (not a stimulating tonic, xvith iron in it, as you of an oikon. The courteous Curator unlocked the case and took out 
might think, but the man who directed the paper), Ferrol, A*® object of her intense admiration. The word is ossoutially Greek, 
a strange mixture of hummiiby and brutality, is drawn a«d 8ignifie.8 a likoucss. . To our visitor this eikou was an emblem | 
1 'll TT • ' 1 ^ t I ol mnoh solemnity— affaire du ccmir. 

With an almost uncanny skill. lie is just human enough , . , , . ...... . . , , i 

i..d h»rt.„d i™. bmi.., 

Taking an especial interest m Quain bo literally assumes promptly attenJing, Halulfd the Princess, who thanked the talenbra I 
possession of the boy/ and crushes in* him all aspirations mudoian gratefully. . . . Bindmastur Praylin{i{, like a true 
exoept thetine desire to booorno a brilliant journalist. To soldier, bowed his acknowledgments in adm.iable taste." 
emphasiiie his point Mr. Courlandeu in turn makes If a foreign princess would visit the neighbourhood ewy 

fall in love with two very different women, and in eaeh week wo would at once become an annual subsoriber to 
ease Fend's tnfluenoe comes between. It is tbatl 2%a Tmdale M&rowry, : * 






hbixse;Tan<J,wbibn^#arcbi^^^ It is thought lUi «|fa a 

UrfAlliVAHIAt fijci at him five tim€8» all the buHeta burglary at the Hip^^pdiWkU^ pile. 

It is possible to carry an idea too far. taking effect. **Then/' the account AuiionA^a trained atiUhi^g; urhlhb 
J&^kly we ooheider the proposal that, goes on to say, “ehe surrendered to dude a fierce African lion/,witf M 
ip view.of,th6 floods in Norfollc, all our the police.** We think this was very allowed a little inoic freculom at dghti 
trains should be compelled to carry hoi^urable of her. time. ^ ^ 

boats savours of panic. ^ . 

Petty larceny would seem to h® With roforenoe to tlie statcinent that 
Eeading that a cruiser launched the the increase in Siam. During the last at Stohoham J’arva In Suffolk there 
other day twas christened twelve months twenty-throe local elo- aro twenty-eight porwons wlibsa agelf 

Syd7U5y (presumably after Mr. Buxton), phants have been stolen. aggregate 2,1‘JH jmrJ, a resident of 

a correspondent expresses the hope that (jolhani wTitas to toll ms that be knowij 

the idea will not spread, as such titles as The American Bureau of Agricultural of a place wlicoo thorn are almost twipif 
HM,S. Herbert, H.M.S. lleginaldt md Intelligence, as the losult of exi)ori- as many porsutm wimse ages, addM 
so forth, aro scarcely calculated. — ^ . togellior, roach the same fi|(UIU| 


SO forth, aro scarcely calculated - 
to strike terror into tho heart of 
an enemy. ^ 

:K 

Our newest battleship, it is 
said, is to bo furnished with 
“ armoured umbrellas.** Those 
are intended to bo a protection 
against bomba dropped from 
aeroplanes, and aro not a reply 
to tho recent weather. 

51: *;« 

The Chilian Admiralty is in- 
viting tenders in Biitniri for an 
immense battle practice target 
over 100 ft. in length. There is 
little doubt, wo suppose, that, if 
targets were made bigger, hits 
would ho more frequent. 

5|< ;|. 

•:» 

It is some satisfaction to know 
that, although tlio birth-rate is 
falling, the babies that are being 
born are of such excellent quality 
: and look so fat that, as they take 
I up more room in tho world, one 
scarcely notices tliat there aro 
I fewer of them. 

I Ji< •}« ‘ 

'•* . • * 

At a recent entertainment at 

which the Duko of Connaught 
was .present, after dinner a bear 
was brought into the drawing- 
room. His Koyal Highness, 
the Central. News tells us,' re- 
marked that it was the first ^ 
time he had over soen a bear in - 
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falling, the babies that aro being m T . staolos placed liv riviliflod eon- 

born aro of such excellent quality m 1, vontion in th«‘pi>l*‘ of W*®*® 

and look BO fat that, as they take M 1 sookhig lor a «oui;-matc.”--Si> 

up more room m tho world, one .V" k. ^ J l Almroth Wright in his iVwi- 

scarcely notices that there aro dnUtal address hi the National 

At a rocont'entertainment at ''f v I'Tl' 

which the Duke- of Connaught T 

was.prescnt, after dinner a hear requires to be hen of h gl. 

was Lought into tho drawing- „ , rT"'"' 4 

rnnm Mia l^nvn.1 TTiirhnflfta Teacher. “Now, I WANT YOU ALL TO WAl.ic IN PAllW 10 liefa. — A«r (/fOa/CiJS tO 

IhrCentral iJeT tells ^ ' ’ the SaciHy of hkuk Mllimiers. 

marked' tfiat it was tho first produoq the 

time ho had over scon a boar in — * porfofit typo of man, lilted with 
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Teacher. “Nuw, I want you all to wai.k in paiiw lo 

THE STATION.” 

Urchin. “Please, Teacher, can 'Liza oo in the n;.sr 
FAIR 'cos OF 'eR 'ATT'- v . . . » 


bout elude from your midfcit alji that is i 
beautiful »uul therefore* destructive, 
whether in the animate or in llhe ' 
are inanimatt) vMuld.” — >Si> 
ilms the anmuil 'meeting of ttto Wmlher- 
in- womens Lc<X(jU(% . " 

was aia 

the “Allowing, tlnrtd'mT, for th«< stshurfra of Uid 
unv. and ttlintt'iUion**, wluolrwdl hn chidly 

on the LlWml^Mido, the prosH j oU p^dMihly will 
. not ex<H*ed WO p**! t'Uit., or, iu rou« <1 fiKuriiw, 


But is it qtiite ecisiutjfie ? 


y^siacaiir.,, 



1; ' 'THE 'HEIR. 

‘‘S'' ' VI.— H* SWBM. ' 

I ** It *8 sad to tbinlc that to-morrow 
'fre shidl ha in London," said Simpson 
iirith a sigh. 

“Botton," agreed Thomas, and took 
Ikiother peach. 

; There was a momont's silence. 

: ^ *'We shall miss you,’' 1 said, after 

S reful thought. I waited in vain for 
ahlia to say something and then added, 
j You must both come again next year.” 
“Thank you very much." 

“ Not at all. I hate those awkward 

S auses. If rny host or hostess doesn’t 
o anythitog to smooth them lover, ] 
always dash in. It’s been delightful 
to have you," I went on. “Are you 
sure you can’t stay till Wednesday? 

: “ 1 'm BO sorry," said Dahlia, “ but 
you took me by surprise. I had simply 
r^o idea. Are you really going? " 

“ I ’m afraid so." 

; “ Are you iroally slaying ? " said 
Archie to me. . Help I ” 

; “What about Peter?" asked Myra. 
‘(Isn’t he too young to be taken from 
liis godfathers'? ^ 

j ‘;j “ We *ve '‘bbeh ' talking that over," 

I id Sinijigon, “arid I think it will be 
i right. 'We've mapped hiSj future 
it v^ Wefully and we shall unfold 
to^lSi/Vh^n the obUee comes." / 

is doing it Mrith ,peach- 
! said. “Ilavb another, and 
ake him a sailor, Thomas," and 1 
based the plate. 

“ Sailor, indeed," said Dahlia. “ He ’&| 
►ing to be a soldier." " ' * . i 
“It's too late. Thomas has begun, 
pother one. Well, he IK* have to 
tjivaliow the stone." 

{./‘A trifle hard on. the /Admiralty," 
fl^td Archie. *‘lt losea bpth Thomas 
and Peter At. one gulp. My country, 

I aatofthoa?"”,. 

However>;jsr!hen Thomas had peeled 
e peach, I cleverly splyed the difti- 
d^lty by taking it bn (o my plate while 
was looking round for the sugar. 
l“No, no sugar, thanks," I said, and 
^aved it away. 

I With the cofTee and cigars Simpson 
lipfolded his scheme of education for 
lifter. 

'“In the first place," ho said, “ it is 
hpportant that even as a child lie 
s|hooId al^ys bo addressed in rational 
, Bnglish ami not in that ridiculous baby- 
taik SO common with young mothers." 

' ** Oh dear," said Dahlia. 

“My good Samuel,” I broke in, 
“ this comes well from yo«. Why, 
ohly yesterday I heard you* talking to 
him. I think vou called him his nun- 
key’s iokle pew wetsy lambkin." 
trYou misu^OTrstood me/' said Simp- 
quioklyi. “ t waie talking to you.'* 


“Oh!" I Batd« t$Xk0t teJkini Ab^ki 
“Well— well I’m hot.” I fit > eiger/ 
“ And 1 shall be annoyed if you call me 
so again." 

“ At the age of four," Simpson went 
on, “ he sttall i^ive his first lessop in 
cricket. Thomas will hour! to him — " 

“ I suppose that means that Thomas 
will have to be asked down here again," 
said Archie. “ Bother. Still, it 's not 
for four years." 

“ Thomas will bowl to him, Archie 
will keep wicket, and I shall field.” 

“ And where do I come in ? ” I asked. 

“ You come in after Peter. Unless 
you would rather have your lesson 
first." 

“ That *8 the second time I ’ve been 
sat on," I said to Myra. “ Why is 
Simpson so unkind to me to-night? " 

“ I suppose he 's jealous because 
you 'ro staying on another week." 

“Probably; still I don’t like it. 
Could you turn your back on him, do 
you think, to indicate our heavy dis- 
pleasure ? " 

Myra moved her chair round and 
rested her elbow on the table. 

“ Go on, Samuel," said Dahlia. 
“ You're lovely to-night. I suppose 
these are Thomas's ideas as well as 
your own?" . ■ . . 

“His signature is duly appended to 
them." ^ ^ ‘ ■ 

“ I didn’t read'%n all/’. said Thomas., 

“That'S- very'' rj^^* of you,’/ saijl 
Archie) “You d^’t know what you 
mightn't let yourself ip for. ;Yop may 
have pnomised to pay\,the child three* 
.^enqe a week pocket;|nh.noy»’^ 

No/ ; there ’s ^nothing lite ' that,’/ 
‘SS(id Bimpson,^t6. Arphie*s eVidept dis- 
ap]^mtida(ent. ‘ “ WeB/ then, ‘ at " the 
age pf he goes to a ^preparatory 
school**’ ' % , . . 

“.tibs he learnt to road yet? " asked 
Dahlia. “I didn’t hear anything about 
it.". ; 

He can read at six. 1 forgot to say. 
that I am giving him a book which 1 
shall expect him to read aloud to 
Thomas and me on hU sixth birthday." 

“ Thomas has got another invitation," 
Slid Archie. “Dash it." . 

“At fourteen he goes to a 'public 
school. The final decision as to which 
public school ho goes to will he left to 
you, but, of course, wo shall expect to 
be consulted on the subject.” 

“I'll write and tell you what we 
decide on," said Archie hastily ; “ there 'll 
be no need for you to come down and 
be told aloud," 

“ So far we have not arranged any- 
thing for him beyond the age of 
fourteen. I now propose to read out 
a few general rules about his upbring- 
ing which we, must insist on being 
observed." , . 


son: is^ df tiie 

or laATos nnobti^i^y % tbe mitlk' 
train to-morrow mornings is abont to bb 
settled," 1 murmtired. 

“ Bulb One. — * He must bo brought 
up to be ambidexterous.’ It will be very 
useful," explained Sitnpson, “ when he 
fields cover for England/’ 

“ Or when he wonts to^shake hands 
with two people i{,t once," said Archie, 
“Bulb Two.— ‘He must be taught 
from the first to apeak Prpnch and 
German fluently.’ lie’ll thank you for 
that later on when he goes abroad." 

“Or when ho goes to the National 
Liberal Club," said Archie. 

“ Bulb Tfirrk. — ‘ Ho should bo sur- 
rounded as far as possible with beautiful 
things.' Beautiful toys, beautiful wall- 
paper, beautiful sconory " 

“ Beautiful godfathers ? " I asked 
doubtfully. 

Simpson ignored me and went on 
hurriedly with the rest of his rules. 

“ WolJ," said Archie, at the end of 
them, ■“ they 're all fairly futile, but if 
you like to write them out neatly and 
frame theni in gold I don’t mind 
hanging them up in the bath-room. 
Has anyhoSy else got anyihing fatuous 
to BJw- before the ladies leave us ? " 

I filjed my glass. . i , ^ 

Vl'ire roally got a lot to say," I 
began,' “ ^ause I consider that I’ve 
b^en rktber left put of things. If you 
Goine t|0 tliink of it, I 'm the only person 
here who ishH anything important, all 
the, r^st of you Doing goi^etbers, or 
godmothers, or mothers, or fathers, or 
eometiung. However, I , won’t dwell 
on tb^t now. But there ’s one thing 1 
must say, and here it is." I raised my 
glads. \ “ ' Bptor Blair Mannering, and 
may he/m'OW"-up to bo a bettpr man 
than any pf jls I ' " 

Dp&tair8, in'hai)py innocence of the 
tremendous task in tront of him, Ihe 
chijil. slept. ^ .baby I . 

We draf^ ^leninly, ' but without 
much hope. A. A. M. 

The^Bflix^ of Life. 

^ “It was only ye«t«rdEy that I asked of our 
family doctor, who was for some years surgoon at 
a lar^e prison, ‘ How long will foroible feeding, 
the food used being necessarily liquid, keep a 
fMitieut alive ? ' Ho answered, ‘ For ever.’ “ 
Letter in “ The Standard,** 


“ An attempt was made to extinguish the fire 
with fans, hut Die brigade ultimately had to use 
u'atcT, and the firemen at length were successful, ” 
Sanday Indepe^ideni, ,j 
Water was railior a bright idea of ; 
somebody's, but they should have tried 
petrol first. 

Sir SiDiVEY Lbe'b latest ofi the 
Great BAOOK-SHAKSMAftB Gdntroy0i#y v 
“ %9h'ia liAwranee ,yryi 
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TIBET GO BEAGH! 

Mb.’ XU sDUOND (to the Grand Lama of Tibet), “AS ONE OPPBB88EP NATION TO Al^OTflE'^ 
HBMND’S HEABT gobs OUT TO YOU IN YOUB PASSIONATE IjOYAUTY TO TH» 
fS^IIIOlPlfl^ W MOMB' EUBEi;- ‘ 'j 
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TWO OF A KIND. 

Oil! l.nOK, MOTIIEn -'KNAl’’! 


ODE TO AN ANCIENT HAT. 

A HAT? . . . Ah, there you are, my faithful fellow ! 

My dissolute, disconsoLaki old felt I 
Fallon into the sere, the almost yellow, 

Whoso loaf was once a wondrous green to molt 
My eyes that saw you hanging at the hatter s, ' 

Soiled not of sun that rusts nor storm that batters, 
]kit boasting such a tint as vernal trees, 

As jade, as emeralds, as soup, as seas 
Never attempt the perfect Tyrolese. 

I bought you. You lonioraber how we swaggered 
With envious zephyrs wafting us ahead, 

And mot some men, and they went warn and haggard, 
Fleeing before tlio radiance you shed ? 

Him who disliked your tint I told to lump it ; 

You blessed the bardic brow, caressed his crumpet 
fSue 6J) ; you wore my chief 
Adornment, and I felt I would as lief 
As fifty fancy vests hold you in fief. 

You know, there was a girl I might have married 
Last year at Southsea— oh, she told me so ; 

to pur mutual grief the thing miscarried. 

I introduced her to you once, you know 


I 


n4 tliafUufliced. For all my fervent bleatiogs 
l^bwlMlide me'settfe which did 1 prefer — 

. Itei^ or my hat ? Well, loving though we were, 
ii^iy oodldliitlilNow you up fof her. 


Your tint was talisrnaiiic, almost mystic; 

1 grieved to wa'ttdi it slowly go|ng off, 

My love was not cornplcUdy altruistic; 

You usjd to help rin splendidly at golf, 

Together we have set stout siu’atch men BW<HU‘ing, 

Made oven Irishmen lilasphemo the wearing 
' Of (after divers attrihutes) the green, 

Blinking at foozled puts, it inigljt have hiHm 
The turf , . . but no I ’twa.H ymi they usoil to meant 

That was long since*, d’ho suns of Tiitio have elain you» 
Have hooked you for tho man of rag and lauu). 

Badly the Fates had fusliioned > 00 , for ikv^ knew 
flow surely you would wilt^ ^es, they alone; 

While I ' i somehow dreamed >ou could not perish. 
Now there you hang, tho hat J us ul to clierisu; ^ 

Nor would 1 care to venture out in you 
Nowadays. You have sec'ii your seasons through. . , . 
Yes, Thomas, certainly. -Will tliis one do? 


Mr. n. II IIHiTON on his grip : — 

“I diiiof touch tlui left hand with the fin^un» of Uw d^ht hand, 
but on the other liand luy lingers do in a te erlup/’ 

However many hands has Mr. HiUTON gel? 


** Owing to the floods, oonsoqnont u|>on the no ns, tho 

Sloights Water Oandvab which w$m (-<1 hava li tm laid on TuaadBy 
night, ^waa indeflniUiy iKWtponftd."*-Jif^*ift<]Sfc •• 

Well, well, we did tbiiaf that this w<d(dd iw all r^ht. 
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iptJN<3H, OB THE immis 


'^TORV. 

, « , - Arabella and 

Jiltfc0edum 
iKBend witli myself touching the 
vespeotiv^ merits of each as rivals for 
my hand, I happened to come to a halt 
betem the soloum portals of Somerset 
House. 

Now it is not one of your ordinary 
houses, let at so much a week, the 
landlord paying rates and taxes, and I 
feel I ought to give you some proper 
idea of it. For this .purpose I can dp 
no better than quote tlie following 
excellent peli-picture of it from a recent 
HandbooK, “ Stone Throes of London ’ • i 
**TIhs Palladian x^ile lying in one of 
London’s busiest j— 
thoroughfares may 
be rottdily found by 
eni^uirixm for the 
Gaiety^ Theatre. It 
is just opposite. 

Built of black stone, 
strongly cemented 
together, it was 
oiriginally entailed 
the Dukes of 
^MXsnsiQT. **'T3ub, as 
it was needed by the 
then reigning Mon- 
arch to present to 
the Commissioners 
of Inland Eevenue 
in grateful recogni- 
tion of their faithful 
services to the privy 
purso< the entail 
was bArred hy the 
ingenious process of 
decapitating the 
youthiul tenant- for- 
llfe. It is now the 
anoestral^seat of the 
Commissjouers. 

Here they tot up their profits 

arid hrbm timeio time send in their sums 
to f^e GHiNCKnnoB of tub Exchequer 
for him tb see whetiier tiie pix>spect6 
are sufficiently rosy to allow of his 
embarking on further legislation. No 
charge is made for admission.” 

Accordingly, needing rest and calm, 1 
went in. As 1 was standing in the 

g )rch idly turning the leaves of the 
andbook,an exceptionally fine passage 
on paffe 216 suggested a happy solution 
of tiie Phyllarabellic difficulty. Dealing 
bliiofly with procedure, it runs as 
ioUows: ♦♦Tou enter the first doorway 
on the toft, give the aK^tondant your 
C^gOLtOtte-end to hold,^ and wipe your 
fept ph m the usual way. You 

aie hbwiu the and 

Dei^a ip whihh those 

the life ot 

"muibn'iy of: 

"'"‘"''ib:’ the.. 


proper form with 

year of her birth sind 

perspned allusions, lie 
m at the oarresponding I>Qokiilg«bfiioe, 
together with your shilling, mindful of 
the gqneral .rulo never to wake a clerk 
unless an answer is urgently required. 
When he has tested your shilling and 
entered the name in a ledger kept for 
the purpose, you are free to search. 
The sum of one shilling covers a period 
extending over any five years. Do not 
be disheartened if the lady's name does 
not appear in the period you have 
selected. -'“A further sum of one sliilling 
will enable you to carry your researches 
back another lustrum.” 

Now ipy idea was this. On Saturday 





Scrjmn4. “Now tHkn, 

nOTlI IJiiJK AT ONOK'?’" 


MJMIiER THRKK! WuAT D’YE MEAN 



fortnight it 'would be the pretty widow 
Arabella's liirthday , an occasion marked 
by the distinction of having survived 
twenty-four years. She had told me 
so herself. Phyllis, on the other hand, 
upon the authority of no less credible 
an eye-witness than her mother, was 
rapidly approaching the completed cycle 
of twenty -three si^rings. In these cir- 
cumstances, I ask you, what more 
natural than to present each with a 
copy of her birth certificate hand- 
somely framed in liglit oak ? 

It would be a pleasant little surprise 
for both of them. You can almost 
picture thern artfully leading their 
friends on about their ages, and then 
with a mysterious smile taking them 
ibto the; ^ntpg-room, dramatioaliy 
ppiptibg V vW and. eufoyi--'’' 
their. 


Ms 




p'resenii 

one who showed most gratitude ^ 
anonymous giver I would suddenly siay, 
“ 1 am the man,” or words* to 
effect, and award m^ palm ; and the 
romantic wedding would take place 
quietly a few days later. Wasn't It 
bright of me ? * 

Well, with the cautious air of one 
accustomed to doing good by ateodth 
I entered the fateful department . . • . 
I will not dwell upon the fruits of my 
researches. Suffice it to say that 
Arabella lias basely deceived me. The 
wedding is off. I will 
give her a parting 
pair of mittens and 
say good-bye forever. 
For Arabella, I found, 
has been established 
considerably ujh 
wards of a third of 
a centm'y. 

For Phyllis there 
may he some excuse, 
inasmuch as her 
motlier had had the 
matter in hand and 
one or two little 
anniversaries might 
have slipped by 
while she was rather 
worried about some- 
thing else. The odds 
Oil Phyllis wore 
steadily mounting. 
Yet Arabella was 
very attractive. 

1 shut my eyes 
firmly and swooped 
down upon page 218 
of the Handbook. I 
as a striking 
instance of prophetic relevance. It 
describes the Matrimonial Department^ 
and runs thus: “ Pause, gentle reader ‘ 
ore you take the downward plunge into 
the brimming cup of fancied happiness. 
Choose rather a widow, for that is 
matrimony witli one eye open. No^ 
yet marry a widow until you have in- 
spected her late husband's last testa- 
ment in the Wills Department, foe cm 
shilling. It is worth it.” 

Very well, then. I would give A^a-^ 
bella one more chance. So, step|ling 
out into the great quadraUiif^ 
passing quickly by a door bearing 
simple legend, Income I 
open the swing door '^omvfehin i 
t^tment of gener^lis of Aim 


MARK IN TIME WITH 


give you the passage 
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Jf^irst Gunst. “Why is he havin’ these dragons all over the rLAcu?” »’ 

&e ()iul (Uu'M, “Oil, HE ('LAIMS THAT ONE OF llIK ANCESTORS ONCE KIM.KU ^ DUA(;ON. 

First GucuL “Kan oveh it on his ’niis, I burrosE.”, 


that complete confidence wliich a man 
reposes in a perfect wife. j<’or there 
was this curi'iiis provision : tliat her 
life inconK3 should cease on re mar- 
riago. . . . 

So now the choice lies between 
Phyllis and Josopliino. 

A LITJ3KARY LETTER. 

By oun only Clkmknt. 

1 WRLCOMi'i as an instalment of the 
official recognition due to men of letters 
the decision of the Government to name 
a number of now ships of war after 
characters in the plays of SnAKSi’Kinfl 
and the novels of Scott. But the in- 
adequacy of the treatment is deplorable. 
Why, to begin with, should living 
[ authors bo excluded from the scheme, 
and why sliould the honour bo con- 
ferred on representatives of England 
and Scotland alone? 1 readily admit 
that Shakspiche— (observe bow I spell 
him : I make a point of this) —was a 
leading and brainy dramatist and Sco'J’t 
a considorabJo romancer. But it is 
unfortunate, to say the least of it, that 
this mode of commemorating their 
talent should be contrived to aggravate 
the discontent of Wales and Ireland at 
the present juncture* I am not a 
Welsh man or an Irishman myself, but 
sornj^ of; my dearest friends are and 
wexe, and 1 rmnt the slight put upon 


Llieir nationality as keenly as if I had 
boon born in Tipperary or Criocietb. 

If ever there was a man who ought 
to have a battleship named aflor him it 
was Geohge Meredith, a pliologiaph 
of whoso second best toast rack ap- 
peared in this page only a fortnight ago. 
But I should not bo surprised to learn 
that Mr. Winston CnuumuLL, wiiose 
ignorance of Burford Bridge and Box 
Hill is abysmal, had never heard of 
him or it. 

Then there is Edward FitzGerali), 
whoso immortal poem Omar Khuyt/dm, 
every edition of which is on my slielves, 
would make a"' splendid name for a 
cruiser, to say nothing of the fact that 
FitzGerald was himstjlf an export 
mariner. Have I not myself e racked 
jokes with his boatman Po^lt when on 
a visit to that prince of hook men and 
most charming writer, Mr. J3d\varj) 

CliODD ? ' 

Even more remarkable and culpable 
is thf 3 omission of Charlotte Bronte. 
The cause of Feminism, of whicl' J 
am a convinced adherent, would bo 
enormously assisted by the bestowal of 
her name or that of Jane Kyra on a 
torpedo-boat or destroyer. Bronte Is, 
of course, the Greek for Ihutulor ; 
what could be more appropriate for an 
ironclad equipped with 13 in. guns 
than to be named Bronte, especially 
when we Vemember it was one of the 


titles of the great Nelwin ? Personally 
I am a strong h^ditner in arbitration 
and the reduction of iitinamerits, but 
in a <•,»«(< of this sort I am contentto 
waive my pacilicint hci iipK^s and cham- 
pion the claiuH of a si itm book-WTunau 
to whoHo geniijH, by ihe way, some of 
my clos«‘st IriLMids givn more att^nition 
than I think fair. Aflot all, a preserve 
is a preserve. 

But the case of living wriUjrs is just 
as hard as those of their negloctod 
prodeceHHoiK. If I weie a blue jacket 
nothing would give die g mater pleasure 
than to Bcrvt' in a Hlnp called the 
7i'e/vi;7,seu-A'/rn// or the I'tu^iuUfre WaiU* ' 
Diuitvn. Sucli naineK, ut once Rump’» 
tuons II nd sonorous, are alone worth a 
squadron of' l^rciKbiornyhiK, Indeed I 
cannot hel[> ihinkiug that they might 
(3ffcct,Mally ]mt a stop to German 
competition. Tfio mevu knowledge 
that we should lay down pno Armid 
UcHiicU for (wery two moltkefi ' or 
liisman ks W'ould bring honui to thorn 
in irresiRtihlo faHliioti the truth that 
tho pen is mightier than the sword* the 
bookman groutcr than tliv hiiceuncor, 

“Oivo R Uioron^k viiteri|ig to any wlirnU 
that $ho\v o\' (li(»ojaa/>( thioagh tliv 

We warn om; cimtemporary that we 
arc in a dangerous mood and muAit hot 
be trifled with* 
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“SHOVlfi am ACQUAINTANCE — 7” 

1 nvvvom I hiad not Boen my old 
preparatory school for a matter of fivo- 
and-fcwonty years. Ab I roflocted on 
the interval that mornin*^ in tlie train, 
it had seemed centuries. Mow that I 
was Siotnaliy there it seomccl more like 
three weeks. How well 1 rocallecl a 
little sorioB of exactly such functions 
as this sports prize-giving 1 Nothing 
wafl changed ; even the proverbial 
shrinkage for which 1 had been pre- 
pared was hardly noticeable, perhaps 
because ray own inches have never 
developed to tny imposing extent. 
There were exactly the same pink and 
cherubic com[)etitorB, in the same state 
of excited shyness; the head master 
did not Boein to have altered by so 
much as a single hair out of the half- 
dozen that T reinemberod ; the visitors 
were precisely the stodgy-looking and 
spectacled crowd, at wliorn 1 had 
myself mocke<l secretly a score of tiiiios. 

It was at this point that I observed 
one of the latter regarding me curi- 
ously across the space of lawn that 
separated us. Adjusting my glasses, 
I stared 'back at him; and as 1 did so 
there grew up gradually a vague 
oonsciousness of familiarity. Bome- 
vlrhere certainly I bad seen that hawk- 
like nose and the prehensile mouth now 
shaded by a drooping sand-coloured 
moustache. It was evident that the 
man shared my feeling. Working his 
way round the throng, ho was presently 
at my side. 

“ Another of the old gang,'’ lie cried ; 
heartily, in a voice that was just as 
elusively reminiscent as his face ; ** 1 
declare this makes me quite young 
again 1 ” 

As however it produced no obvious 
change in his appearance (though I 
watched closely) I was obliged to be 
content with grasping his proffered hand 
and hoping for future enlightenment. 

“ Queer , ooiuoidenco,” ho wont on, 
“but I assure you 1 was thinking of 
you only the other day. Wonder 
what’s become of old Partington, I 
said to myself^ before evor I knew I 
was coming down here. And here you 
are ! Place looks just the same, doesn't 
it?” 

“ Just,^ agreed. (Wlio on earth was 
the fellow ? ). 

“ Blaes me, yes I Meeting you like 
this, I wouldn’t be surprised to see any 
of ^em come up for thsir prizes, 
liittle Sidgwiok, you remember, who 
ran a dead-beat in the quarter ” 

“ With Crab Thompson 1 ” I cried 
suddenly. *fOt oemrser’ This was 
totter; 1 felt that I Itrse plaoing him 
wd that identification wM i^\ h$ 
long delayed. . > / N 

“ 'What times those ware 1 And there's 
the old Head jawing still the same old 
gags about it not being only those that 
win the races that score by ’em ; you 
know I ” he chuckled. “ Bemontber 
•Johnnie Lyons?" he asked suddenly. 
“He was always about with us. A 
judge now, they tell me, in East Africa. 
Must have quieted down a bit since 
our time, eh ? " 

I lauglied pleasantly. “ Then there 
was Bruiser Deighton," I said ; “ what’s 
happened to him ? " 

“ I dunno," answered the stranger, 
with less interest ; “ and to tell you the 
truth, Partington, I don’t very much 
caro. He was a stuck-up little prig at 
the best.” 

“Oh, but surely not,” I protested, 
moved by some impulse to the defence of 
the only contemporary %vhom I remem- 
bered well. “ Anyhow, he has one 
good deed to his credit. You can’t have 
forgotten the licking that ho gave that 
confounded bully Ottershaw 1 " 

The moinont 1 had spoken I saw the 
truth. My companion had stifTonod 
visibly. “My dear Partington,” ho 
cried, though even then more in sorrow 
than in anger, “ surely from you of all 
people I need not have expected this I 
To forget your old chum. I am 
Ottershaw 1 ” 

Jfc was a nasty momont; fortunately, 
how'ever, fate had provided me with a 
repartee. 

“After all,” I said hastily, “you 
can’t wonder at it. 1 ’m not Parting- 
ton I ” 

A PUBLISHER AMONG THE 
OYSTERS. 

It is scarcely necessary to say. that 
the following letter, recently printed 
in The Daily Sketch , has created the 
liveliest excitement in publishing 
circles : — 

“Sir, —Will you permit me to correct a state- 
ment made the other day as to the record for 
oyster eating ? 

The rocoi*d was created Homo yeoiB ago by 
the late Charles H. Clarke, publisher, of Pater- 
nobter Row, wlio, after consuming his usual 
steak at Prosser’s, then in Fleet Street, backed 
himself for a sovereign to eat twelve dozen 
oysters in twel\e minutes, and won his bet 
with a minute to spare. I may add tliat ho 
ottered ,to back himself for a * liver ' to eat six 
dozen more, but thei'o were no takers. 

Paul Heumykcj.” 

, Publishers of whatever complexion 
cannot but feel a deep interest, one 
way or the other, in the circumstance 
that such a record is held by a member 
of* their professiou* In order both to 
ascertain their feelings in the matter 
and also to elidt, if possible, particulars 
of other (eats of or en^ 

durance, 

— TV-,'’"- ■ > r ; 

roeuUs whicli he hqpes wjUl to found 
at once valuable and onterlainiugf 

Mr. John Murray, interviewed in his 
austere parlour in historic Albemarle 
Street, was deeply moved by the sto^ 
of his late colleague’s capacity. “ It 
is not what wo are famous for, it is 
not what we are famous for,” he 
murmured brokenly more than once. 
“That is what pleases and touches mo. 
The great public think of us as thin- 
blooded mercenary men of* business 
with small appetites — nothing else: 
a false idea fostered not a littlo by the 
intuitive hostility of authors. But here 
is a charming proof that it is not true. 
Here is a publisher so far approximating 
to the heroic standard that he can per- 
form this Gargantuan task and risk 
good red gold on his prowess. It does 
my heart good, it does indeed." 

Asked if he had any gastronomical 
triumphs of his own to record, Mr. 
Murray sighed wistfully. No, ho had 
not. He once had two helpings of the 
Cheshire Cheese pudding, hut that w^as 
an accident. Ifo had thought that the 
second was fruit tart. No, ho had 
notliing to pit against Mr. Clarkn. 

Mr. John Lane w^as envious. “ A 
few years ago, yes,” ho said, “I might 
have taken up Clarke’s hot. But to- 
day 1 am older. Eight dozen, perhaps 
nine, 1 could manage, but not the 
whole gross. But let me toll you a 
secret. It was thought that I set up 
the Bodley Head in Vigo Street to bo 
near the Albany, Not a hit of it. It 
was because just across Eogont Street, 
in Glasshouse Street, there is a famous 
oyster bar." 

After waiting for some time in the 
company of other suppliants for a 
few minutes’ interview with the auto- 
crat of Waterloo Place, Mr. Punch's 
representative was at last conducted 
to the presence of Mr. Keginald 
Smith, K.C. 

In response to the question as to how 
he considered the late Mr. Clarke’s 
accomplishment bore upon the prestige 
of the publishing profession, Mr. Smith 
shook his head. “No." he said, “I 
confess that I cannot feel that we are 
elevated thereby. Indeed, I go farther 
and say that 1 winced when I read the 
letter. Not that an oyster per se is 
vulgar, or that to consume a few now 
and then, at seasonable times, when the 
month has an B in it, is not agreeable. 
But for a publisher, one who puts forth 
books, which are in their turn the product 
(more or less) of brains— for % publisher 
to eat oyster after oyster for a wager 
(and afierji stea^, too, instead of befoze j 
it h, why, that is, I think, not only a 
detoseiueht of tto gui^atc^ eem bl|t , 

■ a . on : 0 '.noble OWW* 
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TuK M(>TOIM«T.s’ FjltKNIU.y SocIEIY IIAVK, at TIIEIJl OWN EXI'EVSK, IT IH HA ID, HlAR’ 
'J’HEM now TO UKT OUT OK THE WAY. 


“But ono moment,” our roprosonta- 
tivo found courage to reply, “ You 
have, Sir, confessed to a partiality for 
oysters yourself. Will you kindly tell 
mo your highest score at one eating ? ” 
But Mr. Smith declined. “A pub- 
lisher,” ho said, “above all men must 
be able to keep a secret. If he blabs, 
so much the loss oyster he.” 

“ Still,” said our admirably efficient 
and plucky messenger, “you will be 
betraying no confidence if you lot the 
waiting world know whether you prefer 
them with or without beards ? ” 

“No,” said Mr. Smith, ringing the 
bell that summoned the footman, v no, 
that would be betraying no confidence, 
j I like them like myself — clean shaved.” 

Mr. Heinkmann thought that the 
publishing profession was distinctly 
elevated by the performance of Mr. 
Olahkb, and he was glad that the 
record had l>een brought into such 
prominence. The odd thing to him 
I was that the most picturesque part of 
I the undertaking had been omitted, 
because it was impossible to believe 
I that any publisher would eat twelve 
idoaen caters without finding a few 
Why was there no mention of 


CInaBsera euooess with pearls ? 

i^ai^ answer^ he 


speaking on behalf of Messrs. Hoddbh 
AND Stoughton, said that a cordial 
feeling of goodwill towards the lato 
Mr, Clakkb for his gonial industry 
animated that firm. How could it bo 
otherwise when the name of Stoughton 
was, if the truth were known, originally 
spelt Stout’un (with reference to that 
beverage which most suitably accom- 
panies tlie juicy bivalve on its other- 
wise lonely journey to the oesophagus), 
but was changed to its present form 
out of consideration for the feelings of 
the Nonconformist conscience ? 

LINBB LYBIC8. 

HI. — The Gbabs-Widow. 

You lie at ease in a long deck-chuir, 

As a woman may who has never a cure 
And never a thought to rankle, 

With happiness writ from head to hods 
And a linen kirtle that oft reveals 
A delicate hint of ankle. 

And every day ’tis a gladsome sight 
To watch you sit on the captain’s right 
Nibbling the various victuals, 

1 Or to follow the line of that sinuous neck 
I As you bend your head on the lower deck 
j Learning the laws of skittles, 

Shall the dnsaHn of a husband left behind 
Spoil your apprtite^ Oloud your mind^ 


riKD A Kriiool, KOll PBUKSTUHN.* Hi moo , 

! Eusuro you sympathy (staunch aud * 
mal(3) 

Whothor you lean ou a crowded rail 
Or Htroil on a lonelier fo'c's’le? 

In your thirst for knowledge I 'vo seen j 
you Ktand j 

With a puy.zled look and a daiuly hand 
Pointing to gulls and ganuetsi 
Asking the name t)f ro(?k or ridge, 
Wheedling a man from his auction bridge 
To a homily on the planet«f, | 

To every sailor you ’re passing dear, 

Be he captain, mate or engineer. 

Or merely a bathroom steward ; 

For you ’vo learned the terms of the 
fore and afl-, 

Picked up phruKOH- abeam, abaft -r* i 

And tlin hang of a wmtl like ** loe* 
ward.” 

Tliero may bo liormits (whnse lives are 
cast ^ % 

In a Htorner mould) to doen> you fast, 
There may bo women to flout J'Ott ; 
But take it as gospel truth from me, 

A month on the main would tend to bo 
Unthinkably dull without you. 

Bell-rhig^sjn of Uiw ejuiis 

io blows ovor tii0 maitolivo uiorittt of 

usd : 

W« U« ftlwRjNl glu t to flnpiM in *, 
depute of IciiM. 
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TRAVKLLEUS’ TALES. 

His murmured something about a 
Mrs. Hunt who, be said, had probably 
mentioned him to me. 

“Mrs. Hunt of Wostly Square— you 
may. remember." 

** It is quite possible," I admitted, 
“ that I may, but at present 1 don’t," 
He was ptftzled at my having for- 
gotten a lady who, he had understood, 
was an intimate Ifriond. J3ut ho con- 
cluded that there must have been some 
mistake and that he would liave to 
introduce himself. ^ 

As a matter of fact it was quite 
unnecessary. We had met before and 
I romombered him perfectly. His air 
of having thrown himself upon my 
genei^sity, of being about to lay bare 
his soul to me, was unforgettable, and, 
although it was tw^o years since our 
previous interview, I had no doubt as 
to his identity. * 

He hesitated for a moment and then, 
gulping down his pride, decided to 
make a oldhn breast of the whole affair. 

It seemed that he found himself in 
an extremely •painful and humiliating 
position. He looked at mo appealingly. 
i^^4^;eaid, Indeed.** . . J 


He mutely thanked mo for my 
encouragement and, making it clear 
that my womanly sympathy had helped 
him out wonderfully, plunged into his 
story. 

Ho had an ingratiating and con- 
fidential manner < and I felt that I 
ougiit to bo open with him and tell 
him of the doubt that had suddenly 
sprung into my mind. Thore was 
something I wanted to ask him, some- 
thing about himself, but I couldn't 
bring myself to speak of it. You see, 
I rather thought he was Tea, but then 
again ho might have been Sewing 
Machines. 

It appeared that he had once 
occupied a very good position, but a 
sivlden breakdown in his health had 
ruined liis promising though vague 
career. He had since found it im- 
possible to obtain a post worthy of his 
ability ; but was ho to lot his wife and 
children starve for the sake of his 
paltry pride ? 

I said in a non-committal way tliat 
it was a nice point. 

1 could see he was hurt by my 
attitude, but his was oue of those 
generous natures that are always ready 
to fprgiVftimd,, ps^ticularly, to forgot. 


No, he had thrown ambition to the 
winds and had applied for tlie position 
of agent to a firm in the City. They 
were going to engage him, ho told me 
joyfully, if within a certain period ho 
were ablo to sell twenty pounds of 
their excellent tea. He paused and, 
feeling sure he could trust me witli a 
secret, admitted that so far ho had only 
sold seventeen pounds, and if ho wasn't 
able — but there, he didn't like to think 
about it. 

It was then that I interrupted him. 
It was I, I explained, who found my- 
self in a painful position— a position 
compared with which the embarrass- 
ments of his own were negligible. 
Asking him to believe that I was 
acting in his own interests, I bogged 
him, for the sake of his wife and 
children, the wife and children for 
whom 1)0 had already sacrificed so 
much — this for emphasis, not for 
identification — to give it up. 

“ 1 realise,” I said, “ how easy it is 
to mistake one’s vocation, but surely 
you cannot be blind to the fact tbat 
our natural ^titudes do not lie in the 
irection of Tea Travelling. SeMisig 
that in the last two '^aars you 
not secured a aing^ o)r4er, that #th 
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A VERY-GEEAT-GBANDMTHER/ 

Ma. Punch (to •TAorifftea"). “GOING AS STBONG AS EVBBll HEARTY OONdUATUEATlOm’* 
Tm Tuibs. “ MANY THANKS; AND IN RETURN LET iflE OFFER YOU MS RlNOF4B]iJST 
SUPPLEMENTS." . A 

' {0n8Mt«obe^ 10th fh* Tmiw puhliabed • ipeaial nitmbw to oommomoiut# tM oooMion of iu tety-thciuMndUi 







Muhcl. “DaDIjY J^EAU! what am I DOINd UPKCIALLY O'i^ lUE 14TH ? 1 'VE PUT ItEU INK IIOUNl) IT ON IIIE C'APKNOAK, WtJlf 

I can’t kemkmueu." JJadify. “Won’t the knots in youu HAKDKEnriiiEK hem* vou'/” 

Jlabol . “Oh ! I tied those to remkmheh I’d marked the cauendau.” 


til re j pounds yot to be sold you are in 
precisely the same position as you 
occupied when we first mot, wouldn’t 
it be advisable to look for other em- 
ployment ? ” 

He failed to understand mo, but left 
me without having sought an explan- 
ation. 

I am sorry for the man, but at the 
same time I feel that he could not be 
in kinder hands, for something seems 
to tell me that the firm will weigh his 
dogged perseverance against his un- 
businesslike qualities and at least grant 
him an extension of their very generous 
time limit. 

If ever I moot Mrs. Hunt I must 
remember to enquire. 

“THIS NKW TASTK. 

By the Author ok ‘Hindlk Wakes/ 

Tlicro no doubt about the present taste iu 
good plays. 

^r. Stmley Houyhfo f in “ The Daily Mail." 
But there is considerable doubt as to 
the good taste of the author of one of 
them m writing so much stuff on the 
subjfjefc 

with artifitic merit is the cookroaoh 
or beetle ever dreee. It takee the form of the 
bwflt “ The T^Uler." 

eonveys it to yon- 


THE WEATHER NUISANCE. 

When hints of Spring are in the air 
I never know what clothes to wear, 

For if I put my thickest frieze on 
The sun comes blazing out of season ; 
And if I wear a flannel suit 
He never sliows himself, the brute I 
Then usually in the Spring 
It blows and rains like anything, 
Except vsdien I decide to don 
A coat for it to rain upon. 

Some like their Summer scorching hot. 
And others (such as I) do not. 

I sufifer from the dust and glare, 

And wasps pursue mo everywhere ; 

And if I seek a patch of shade 
With rugs and books and lemonade 
The midges gather, swarm on swarm. 
To browse on my recumbent form. 

No words could represent to you 
The damage that a midge can do ; 

In fact, throughout this season (which 
Amounts to one inoessant itch), 

I scratch continually and pray 
For one cool, midgoloss Winter day. 

Although it isn't quite so torrid 
I find the Autumn pretty bon-id. | 
What bard is there nut inly grieves I 
To watch the faUhig of the leaves ? 
Then the anxkri^y of dressing 
(As in tibe %rii^ is m distressing. 


Whatov<*i’ Autumn clothes you buy 
You Vo Huro to heave a lioavy sigh 
And wonder why on otiirth you *ve 
bought 'em — 

Oh, it V a shcK^king time, is Autumn! 

Whonas the days are drawing In 
And strenuous pursuits begin 
I raise a loiui, a bitter cry 
“Why must there be a Winter? 
Why?” 

This is the worst of all tlio seasons 
For many most unpleasant leasons: 
The burden of a scarlet nose 
Which daily more suggestive grows ; 
The clamininoRH of Winter golf; 

The oU^er fellow’s caddie's eirngh ; 

Tlie way it V always sure to snow 
Hut somehow never does, you know ; 
And, oh ! the miserable cold, 

When I would barter wealth untold 
For that inoHiimablo ireat|, 

One flay of Bummer’s genild hdkt. 

i; it- 

The truth iu this, that altogciher 
1 do not care for any weather. 


From a notice in a village i^i^offioe; 

a Camdo ring If bHogiOg 

saiiis to Labunuim Coltajte, wul bo (if ost 
rowwded) heartily thankutl. 'i 

lb ’« nio6 to think thftt it wonit ke 
rtnn'tbopuQlihodl, t 
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AT THE PLAY. 

Dhakr.*’ 

Mb. Louis Parkeu has triumphantly 

E roved that ttv) ])ageant play can still 
old its own with tho cinema. For 
one thing, it lias colour, though it will 
not keep this advantage long. On tho 
Other hand, the cinema has tlio golden 
gift of silence, a great lioon to tho 
imagination, and a sourco of incalcu- 
lable profit in cases whero every well' 



Davie t^ydenham Man »Sr. Ai.'Diiie. 

trained ‘sohool-child knows what the 
words ought to be. 

Nobody imagines that the author of 
I Drake is to ho judged by the ordinary 
standards of drama, though one re- 
viewer solemnly reminds me that “ as 
a play it does not obRerv(3 the unities 
of time and place, for tho scene skips 
from one quarter of tho globe to an- 
other in follo\>^ng Drake's adventures.” 
Mr. Paeker would bo tho last to sup- 
pose that his play could have stood 
on its merits if it had dealt with tho 
career of an unknown hero of just any 
nationality. Ho has simply under- 
taken lo give us pictorial selections 
from tho hallowed history of a noto- 
rious British sea-dog; relying— and his 
confidence has boon more than justi- 
fied— <)n a common instinct for the 
pleasure of recognition and on a popu- 
lar prejudice in favour of home-grown 
filibusters. 

As for Mr, Parker’sp motives and 
those of Sir Herbert* Tree, I bavo 
before me, taken from The Pall Mall 
Gazette, arf illuminating interview with 
thorn both, in which the lofty ideals of 
the one are cdsxtrasted with tli^ devas- 
tating candour of tho otb^r-r^as shown 
in the following passage:-^ 


*“It is all going to make a very 
strong appeal to our patriotism ? * I 
Buggestod. ‘What do you say, Mr. 
Parker?’ 

“ * All I will say on that point,’ Mr, 
Parker replied, ‘ is that 1 hope, at 
least, it will iiavo tho effect of bringing 
poo])lo to tho theatre.’ 

" Sir Herbert, however, left no room 
for doubt. He made it quite clear tfiat 
thoio was a definite patriotic purpose in 
tho production of the play. 

“ ‘ And you really hope it will have 
an inllijonco on tho nation? * 

“ ‘ Of course J do,’ he replied, adding 
significantly, *I don't stand out of a! 
play for nothing.’” 

If Sir Hkkbeut is rightly reported 
as uttering this ambiguous phrase, J 
compliment him on tlio best mot he 
has over made at his own expense. 

In my own case 1 confess tliat tho 
desired efi'cct was mitigated by a feeling 
that none of his intelligent admirers 
except Qmm Elizaheih seemed to make 
distinction between. Drake the pirate 
and Drake the patriot; and by a sus- 
picion that his remarks — noble, if lack- 
ing in modesty — us to the future that 
lay before blngland on the sea (thanks 
to the initiative of self and friends) 
were directed at ino rather than at the 
stage-crowd. 

Far tho best of many* good scenes 
was that which included the episode of 
the trial of Thomas Doughty arid tho 
death Bontonce pronounced by liis old 
hiQwd Drake, Hero, in their last em- 
brace, was a touch of sincere pathos. 
Mr. Ijyn Hardjno showed a fine dignity, 
and Mr. Phubp Mri«val.e was an 
extraordinarily picturesque figure. For 
a brief spasm, alter Doughty had begged 
to “ ho allowed to die like a gentleman,” 



A DEVIL OF A DON, 


I thought that the cup pmented to him 
contained hemlock. But a momertt’s 
reflection showed me that the Socratic 
method was improbable in the middle 
of the Spanish Main, and that the stttff*^ 
was just ship's rum. 1 was particularly 
sorry for tho traitor, because among tho | 
charges against him was one of high I 
treason in that he had accused the 
Qitecn of having speculated in Drake's 
Chartered Company, and I think he 
must liavo been right ; Mr I had pre- 
viously gathered from her own lips that 



OMK OF DRAKE’S HEROES 
in full paradu dr(.ss. 

Her Majesty was under tho impression 
that she had got in on tlie ground floor. 

Miss Neilhon Terry’s Queen made 
a very glorious and graceful picture. 
There never was such an Elizabeth, 
certainly not in history. I felt that 
Drake did not properly appreciate her. 
Among the various Visits of Elizabeth 
(if Mrs. Elinor Glyn will permit tho 
phrase) there was one occasion when she 
paid him a call on tho Golden IJind at 
J)cptford. Hero it seemed to ino that 
Drake, who had been homo five weeks, 
might well have made his crew a bib 
smarter for so august a parade. They 
looked as if they liad come straight off 
a tlireo-inonths’ shipwreck. 

If there was anything tedious in tho 
performance, it was tlie love-business. 
It had a moment’s piquancy in the First 
Scene, but tho rest was mostly conven- 
tional. This however did nob prevent 
Miss Amy Brandon-Thomas from look- 
ing very sweet as the other Elizabeth* 
Tho humorous relief was slight and 
rather obvious, but the tars who iverc 
chiefly responsible for it were of ihp 
right Devon stuff, ' 

Among the most attractive 
and the men haSd a Iprebt 




muH ftmm OB m& 'mmkm mmt^m. 


% W tibai 

M 4c Mcmdom (Mr* 

'Wm^ g^1(lB-L Wlib bore himeeK very 
Sb* BElkBBiKt WAi^ma's sin- 
l^ikrt is John Doughty feund him 
C$ dapper as even 

I have only one criticism to pass on 
the admirable soonic eflects. The 
curtain had just gone down on Ply- 
mouth Sound, with the Armada re- 
ported as somewhere round the corner. 
When it *roso again there wore great 
splashes of flame all round the horizon. 
It was not quite clear that these weie 
the beacon-fires which Drake had 
ordered , and for tlio moment I thought 
our Are ships must have got among the 
Spaniaids. 

1 am confident that all the accessories 
were correct and that even the powder 
used iti the fight with the Armada was 
of the period. Certainly its fumes were 
of the most noxious and penetrated as 
far as the thanksgiving service at St. 
Patil's This last scene, by the way, 
seemed to me a little cramped as a 
spectacle, and one felt tlie lack of some 
crowning episode 1 could have wished 
that Elizabeth might have seen her 
way to make Drake a Baronet, but this 
would have been to anticipate the 
creative ait of a subsequent Monarch 

O^t of a cast of foit} -eight speaking 
oharactois there must remain some 
that I have carelessly overlooked or 
oven failed to identify. But 1 offer 
them all my best thanks in gross for a 
very spirited entertainment, O. S. 

“Little Miss Llewelyn.'* 

Wo have hod Scotch plays and Irish 
plays, now we have a Welsh play. 
Well, it was Wales's turn, but it is a 
pity that we should only get to Wales 
by Way of France. Little Miss Llewelyn 
is described as “ founded on Lc Manage 
de Mile, J3eulemans” There is no harm 
m founding a Welsh plot gn a French 
plot, but it becomes dangerous when 
this demands the founding of Welsh 
character on French character. In 
the play at the Vaudeville Miss Lletoelyn 
I accepts with great calmness the en- 
gagement to Thomas Griffiths arritnged 
for her by her parents, and her horror 
when his real character is discovered by 
her depends mucli less upon the fact that 
I be has a mistress than that he has a 
child. All this is very much in accord- 
ance with the Fiench view, but I doubt 
if it is how the Welsh look at things 
Ibepity IS that there was really no need 
fik ibis Franco- Welsh point of view. 
Wi^iont any loss to the play the plot 
liquid bhve baeh so altered as to owe 

S l^t its atteespbere to the 
.fttmwbiebit ' 

Miw JUr. 

m$0f ^ . 



Unprotected Bailor HoiiaeMder {ivho Ium hrani that the (townimeid A<iiy 
at Insurance stitmps must be affixed by the mistress of the hooM), “(’AN luV iNrOttJt 
.EASI, ir 1 AM LIABLE TO BE FlNKD TKN I’OUNBH a \vEEK IF 1 DON'T MAlMlV l" , j 

the humours of the play were, I am wondoilul. Mish Lbuityn manaiedl 
prepared to believe, tbo simple Welsh to hide hei enchant uui Wendy Vinee 
humours. Some of the latter were a sufliciontly lo soom Wellih* ^e 
little too simple; but Mr. (tWenn was could not pi event me falluig in love with 
always so entirely in the pictuie and her ng.un It was UarrtngUsnf 

Miss Trevelyan was always so sweet liowevei, who won hev in the endi 
that one could not but be pfeasedv And and ho was so nioely by Mr. 

there was a surprise in the Third Act, Konaljo Hgi'iiiu that f forgave him. 
for a genuinely humorous scene was To the players of all the mi run chat* 
sprung upon us here a eommiitoo acteis I hand out prahie lavishly, but 
meeting of the Liceused Victualleis' iny special thanks are duo tu Mi H. ^ 
Association in the Ship Inn. 1 seemed Munro, vvho was the hiost hmv^inly 
to see the hand of the producer, Mu chairman ol a licensed vietuallors' com- 
NoiUsaK McSihrrl, very plainly in mittee meeting that I ever seen, 
this— a perleet ilttte picture, A monumental performahoo tins. M, 

Zn immedgif hismtts laMty Mr. Gwmtrn n ii iin ii wuni 
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A DRY CONCLUSION. 

Pebhavs, it was becanso 1 had no 
umbrella with me, but dopondod solely 
on a tall Bilk hat to kee)> my lioad pro- 
tected from the eloments, J*orliaj)H it 
waa due to reasons ontiioly unoonnoctod 
with myself. Anyhow it rained. 

I burned forward. Tliero woro door- 
ways on either iiand — hut they were 
crowded to tlio ovorflowin;» point. 1 
do not enjoy walking in the rain, hut 
I much prefer so doing to standing 
beneath tlio overflowing point. 

1 hailed nineteen taxi-cab^. Eighteen 
were already occupied and splashed mo 
with mud. Tlie nineteenth possessed 
a defective chaulTeiir who could neitlier 
Bee nor hear — and it also splashed me 
with mud. 

Then a notice caught my eye — 

“Second-hand umbrellas oightponce." 

“Good afternoon,” I said, rnoro from 
force of habit than from any possible 
relevancy in the remark. “ I want an 
umbrella, please.” > ^ 

I placed my hat upon the counter. 
It was not badly damaged, but just 
enough spotted to show that 1 was in 
no way unreasonable in my request. 

The voimg lady displayed no par- 
ticular Interest. With one motion of 
the hand she selected a gold-mounted 
silk umbrella from a shelf, unfurled it, 
opened it and placed it in rny hand. 

I examined tlie umbrella with sus- 
picious interest. It purported to bo 
manufactured by one Jones, of Camber- 
well. The most minute survey failed to 
reveal the Blighte,st sign of wear or tear. 

“ 1 will take this one,” 1 said hastily. 
I was possessed of a fooling that 1 
might wake up before I had cornpletod 
the purchase. I laid a sixpence and 
two coppers on the counter and picked 
up my hat. 

For the first time since my arrival 
the young lady evinced some show of 
interest in the proceedings. “ Eighteon- 
and-sixpence,” she remarked severely. 

I dropped the umbrella hurriedly on 
to the counter. “ But ” 

“Oh, we have them at eightponoe,” 
she replied with a promptitude which 
indicated long practice. 

1.V Then give me an eightponny one,” 
I dotnandod fl rm ly . 

With ajFi'air of confcomptiious indiffer- 
ence the young lady produced a bulgy, 
moth * eaten, greeny - black “ gamp,” 
with two fractured ribs, a curved spine, 
and the remains of a liandje. “ Sold 
out of eighkpenny,” she said. “This 
one 's tenpence. It w^as a'slulling, but 
it 's been knocked down.” 

i^Tbey ought to have taken it to a 
hospital,” I sternly. “I 

w\>nldn*t be seen working a helj^l^s 
erii>£ije like that/' ' : 


“Wo’ve a bargain here at one- 
elovon-threo ” 

“ One minute,” I interrupted, “ What 
I require is not so much a bargain as 
something which will protect me agtjinst 
the rain and at the same time not make 
me appoar ovor-dressed in my present 
clol.ljes.” 

The youriglady unhont. “Something 
about four-and-six ? ” she inquired, 
embracing a bundle of loose umbrellas, 
faggotwise. “ Tlieso are all four-and- 
six. Wonderful value. Be half-a-guinea 
now. You can choose whichever you 
like. II ore ’s, a nice one. Looks almost 
new.” 

To my untutored eye it appeared 
quite now. its maker was one Jones, 

I of Camhorwell. 

“Or this one?” she handed me 
another. “ You can’t see much wrong 
with that.” 

I admitted that any defects in it 
were marvellously concealed. I had 
not^ previously heard of Mr. Jones of 
Camberwell. / But I was gradually 
learning liis name and residence by 
heart. . . 

Bbe eyed mo with^a suspicious glance 
and bunded me^^ii third ono from the 
pile. ' “ That ’s a cheap ono,” she 
volunteered. 

“ Yes — that looks a cheap ono,” I 
agreed erithusiaslically. “How much 
is that ono? ” 

“ Four -and- sixpence,” she replied 
icily. “ They 'ro all four-and-sixperico.” 

1 felt disappointed in Mr. Jones. 
This specimen of his art seemed un- 
worthy of his previous standard. 1 
lield out my hand for the next. 

“How do you come by those?” I 
enquired. 

“ Buy thorn at Scotland Yard sales,” 
she replied. “ liOft in 'buses and taxis 
and tilings — and not called for by their I 
owners.” I 

“I can unJorstand. that,” I mur- 
mured. 

“ What? ” she asked sharply. 

“How you get them, of course. Do 
you pick out all the best ones ? ” 

“ No,” she replied. “ Wo buy them 
in lots of a thousand, and take them 
just as they come. Here’s a good one. 
Only used once or twice, I should think. 
IIow people can be so careless beats 
mo. Taney losing an umbrella like 
this and never going to get it hack I ” 

The rain stopped before I had quite 
finished my examination of the fifth 
bundle. I took up my hat and brushed 
it gently on my sleeve. 

“ Fancy this one for four-and-six,” 
said the young lady desperately. “ Only 
four-and-six for that / ” 

“ Tell mi9,” I Ventured, “ who is Mr, 
Jones of OaBAbetrweU ? ’V 
“ Jopes I ebe gushed. ** Is that one 


of Jones's you've got! That ought 
to have been in the half-guinea shelf. 
We don't let his umbrellas go at 
four-and-six 1 However, you 've looked 
through a lot of umbrellas, so we’ll say 
four shillings for that one. You will 
find it a really useful article.” 

“ Excuse me,” 1 replied courteously, 
“but 1 shall not, bectwase it is no 
longer raining, and I liavo an umbrel'a 
of my owm at the office.” 

“ But— ” she began. * 

“If 1 had found a single umbrella in 
these bundles that showed the slightest 
sign of wear— if J had found one that 
was not made by Jones of Camberwell, 
I would have bought it.” 

“ T tell you they are genuine second- 
hand bargains,” she snapped. 

“ Exactly,” I replied. But is it 
not strange that not one single person 
who posses.sod the work of B own, the 
handicraft of Smith, or a creation by 
Robinson, left it undaimod at Scotland 
Yard? Hero,” and J waved my hand 
round tlio shop, “is the referendum — 
here is tho public opinion of the um- 
brellas by Jones of Cambei well.” 

I did not wait for tho reply. 1 
doubt whotho.* she had one. 


HOPE. 

Not mine tho service none can hope 
to take 

With anything like certainty ; not 
mine \ 

To strike the bounding sphere and 
therewith break 

At any stated spot tho whitened line. 

It is not mine by smashing to rebuke 
The lobster when ho lohi a shade too 
short, 

Nor yet, excepting sorte (l^y a fluke). 

To volley fast and Ibw across tho ] 
court. 

For me no cheers, no clapping hands 
acclaim. 

But, when 1 lift one, a derisive shout 

(Borrowed, I fancy, from a sister game) 
Implores mo stridently to “run it 
out.” 

Yet it may be, when tennis days are 
past, - I 

When age and gout have tapped my 
primal strength, 

My tales of prowess it shall be that i 
last I 

Till listeners murmur, “ Ho can keep i 
a length I ” 


The Chief Conetabla takes^ action, 

“Tho jKiUco theory was due to. a kick.’' 

Accompanied, donbit, % the WoitAk, 

“ Bttdk up and thmk ol igwtijethiog/ ; 










I THE VISIT. 

\ {fimmimeatti hy a Vi$itar) 

,!W« aiA now on a vUit at Aunt Mail’s and we ara 
enj<^inA it enonnously, Peggy and and I; It ia teaUy 
amoet like staying at home, but it 's a new home, with 
d^0r0at room a and chairs and tables, and a different 
garden and different photographs to look at and ask about, 
a^d tbo dogs aro different, too. Of course we left Duke, 
tho Great Dane, and Soo-Ti, the Pekinese, at home, and 
very sad they looked when wo drove off, though we had 
g^von them each a bone (Boo-Ti’s was a little cutlet-bone 
ahd ho growled awfully over it) and we bad told them we 
wjare coming back on Friday and they must be good dogs 
and obey the servants while wo were away. The dogs 
h^e are Ohin and Bobby. Chin is a Chinese Chow dog, 
a I groat furry dark-red fellow with very sharp ears and a 
sorrowful face. There's only one person m the world 
whom ho loves, and that 's our cousin Sylvia. Whenever 
h^ sees her and she speaks to him ho lays back his ears 
and smiles and wags his curly tail like mad ; but when we 
speak to him he pays no attention at all — just walks away 
at|d looks very scornful. Dad says it 's like trying to make 
friends with the garder roller, or being insulted by an 
aum -chair which you thought was a very comfortable one 
till you tried to sit down in it and found it was full of 
tin-tacks. However, Chin went for a walk with us this 
morning and seemed' rather pleased, so we hope he *11 take 
to us before,wo go home. Bob is a fox-terrier, and he loves 
being petted, so he gets lots of it. He's Uncle George's 
favourite, not because he is beautiful (he isn't), but because 
of. his amiable nature and his courage in fighting cats. 
Wlhen he was quite a young dog he was badly scratched 
byj a oat with whose kitten ho was trying to play,, and 
siiloe then be has never forgiven cats, but has always 
attacked them. 

There 's another thing wliich makes visits different from 
being at home, but it 's rather difficult to describe it. It *s 
Bojnl^hmg like tbid. When we at home Dad encourages 
Psjggy be6ause She amuses him, and she talks and laughs a 
good deal aiid says what she thinks; hut before we came 
a\^ay Dad told her and me we must be quiet and well- 
behaved aitid not offer our opinions when grown-ups were 
engaged ha conversation. He said he wanted to be proud 
of; his^iUttile gi^ls ; and how could he be if Peggy would 
insist on givitig her views on the German peril, or if I 
talked about Socialism and the position of women to Uncle 
George So we began by keeping very quiet ; but Uncle 
G^rge and Aupt Mary always help us by talking about 
tiimgs we- know and getting us to talk too, so we don't 
mind a fait. We *ve been very punctual at all meals, but 
Dad was a lot late for breakfast this morning. He said he 
couldn't find his ties; but w^o heard him go to his bath very 
late, and we both gave him a look when ho came down 
and began to excuse himself ; but wo didn't give him away. 
When families are on a visit they must stick to one another 
and back one another up through thick and thin — at least 
that's what Uncle Fred, our soldier uncle, once said when 
he wa^taying with us and Aunt Laura had her breakfast 
in bed because of a sudden head ache. He said he was 
bound to say it was a head-ache because she had told him 
6O4 and no oflioor over contradicted a lady oven if she wasn't 
bis wife. Afterwards ho^ told us as a secret that Aunt 
Laura was sometimes lazy in the morning, and so was he 
himself, but that be ahvays pub it down to not being ablo 
to find his hoots or being looked out of the bathroom ; so 
when he was late the next day Peggy whispered ** Boot^" 
and I Vrhispered **Bathroomi" and he said we'd got him 
•on toast. * ' 


Anyhow, i(/« yaery j< 


(pn 


Up tpt iiwm night, and 

every morning with Amhiia Our^ lain0%|||A 


every morning with Amhie* Our lamily ^ a 
but Aunt Mary's is a eriekirtmg family! ai|^e ;yi^ 
great deal since we^ve been here about rtb^|bivkral^^ 
the Booth Afrioans and what blobs mean ^hOglief onJl' 
cuts and straight bats and playing a sound game* -We also 
went one afternoon to Earl's Court and walked aU ovw tha 
Revenge. A sailor in a hdmet and arinour took 
He let Peggy touch bis breast^plate. Ho uatd he 'dr heem'^ 
afloat himself for mqny years, hut he hadn't been many 
wars since he fought the Spaniards a matter of more than 
three hundred years ago. But you never know your luck, 
ho said, and if he was wanted he'd be there, if his age 
wasn't counted against him. He was quite a joky sailor, 
and when Dad gave him a shilling he didn't mind taking it 
a bit. He said it reminded him of the old days when ho 
always had a hundred doubloons in his pocket. We also 
saw the circus, which was splendid, especially a clown- 
dog with the logs of a daeshund and the rest of him like a 
Great Dane; we rode on the Alpine rail w’ay; hut Aunt 
Mary said she thought she wouldn't, so Dad had to come. 
He said bo didn't object if he were allowed to scream 
whenever we rushed down-hill. He did scream, and so did 
wo and everybody else. It was very good fun. 


FIN DE SAISON. 

A Farewelii to Cricket. 

Let me go out in splendour. As a chiefta'n 
Of olden days who, just about to die, 

Smote, while his armour rattled like a beef tin, 

And banged bis foeman squarely in the eye, 

Then, falling with a crash. 

Expired ; so let me make one final splash. 

That, surely, is my due. Through all this summer 
I 've had to suffer simply putrid luck : 

My scores have made my face grow weekly glummer, 
2, 0, 1. 1, 0, 3, 0. 1, 0, p.v 

Immense is, sorrow's weight 
To one whose average is juSt *8. 

And it would lift that oruiihing load of sorrow 
If in the Snafflehampton match which ends 
Our local season (2 vM, to-morrow : 

but free to members and their friends) — ' 

If in that closing game 
I could achieve a century — and fame. 

Or, if that be impossible, then, dash it, 

Let me make some sensation. I^et me bound 
Jessopwise, wallop at the ball, and smash it 
Soaring, a perfect sixer, from the ground. 

Nay, why prune down the glory? 

Lot it go plumb through Binks* conservatory. 

Or, just to cause a stir, let my dismissal 
Bring up some very knotty point of law ; 

Or let mo, smiting, make my Demon whistle, 

And smack the stumper right across the jaw ; 

Or even let me close 
By getting 1. b. w. with my nose. 

Vain dreams! I feel a sense of gloom impending, 

A harassing presentiment of woe. 

There will be, I foresee, no happy ending, 

But probably the scoring book will show 
A dull, tame, dismal, flat, 

Inglorious fihish— •• Mitfkins, did not bai.^' J ^ 
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Vwtor, “Wkm*, wit at is th» weathj&ii ooino to po today?’* 

Pcrph^j'ed ]}<Hilm(m {wUh greaf. emT^fu^ “AVkix, Mihs, you mioiit as well ask voI'IWKI.f.' 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

! (By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

Mr. a. E. W. Mason has a pleasant habit of getting the 
Topst charming copy out of his miny travels in strange 
pljicos, and now we have, in The Tur^istile (Hoddeu and 
ytouoHTON) the anticipated friiits of ms late exploration, 
hy way of Coventry, into the interior of the House of 
Commons. I, for one, must believe him capable of making 
a very good book out of this, solo theme, so admirable is his 
rc'hroduction of the atmosphere of the People's Chamber, so 
outertaining are liis sketches of certain of its figures, 
nc|tably Mr. Ldoyd Georoe. But Mr. Mason’s known 
modesty shrank from the task, and he has resorted, for his 
piirposes as a story-teller, to a great deal of extraneous 
co|iouring matter. Thus the tale opens with an excellent 
oajrth quake at Valparaiso and some exciting scones on 
an Argentine estancia. Cynthia^ the heroine, is rescued 
b>t her villainous father from the earthquake; is posted 
anonymously througli a turnstile into a foundlings* home; 
is 1 adopted by a rich childless couple; is traced by her 
father; is spirited away to England from his menaces; 
lives in terror of rediscovery — groundless, for he dies 
without her hearing of it till years afterwards ; and even- 
tually marries the strong man of the book (whom she does 
ncjt love), partly for the sake of protection against the 
timoronsness which has become part of her nature. 
J^drely a very inadequate motive foi’ the introduction of all 
this exotie interest* . , , 

3-hen, too, the author pmst needs, provide diversion by 
m|i*ny 4rhitraty touches in which one seeths 


1.0 recognise mo worKing oi me uoi-ocuvo oaugMV .W!tq»;M. 

the neighbourhood of the Villa Kose , , Such are the j 

night episodes (1) of the tapestry, (2) of the key thct wW ^ 
drowned in the Serpentine. Such, too, is the qjuite im-^ 
reasonable secrecy al>out Cynthia's marriage. More ^noero, ^ 
oven if he does not altogether impose views upou,th<i; . 
reader, is. his effort to analyse the change ot Cynthii^^s otti^ u 
tude towards her, husband, Captain Mames, A^t sho. 
cherishes high ideals fpr his career, frauUy , di^Si)PMiiog 
the purely vulgar? and selfish character of bis political aiDi ^ ' 
bition, but her growing personal sympathy ^ith man , . 
makes her decline to his own standard, and the liegiuping of , , 
love is shown in the very process of this decline. But in 
dealing with Captain lianies the author’s sincerity fails 
him. With a very cynical candour Uames himself confessed 
that his brilliant expedition to the Antarctic hod l^ecn 
meant as a mere advertiHemeiit to give him a »C|ul-Ofr . 
on some other career totally uimantical. Yet whati that) 
career is at its height of promise and ho sees Cabinet rank 
within his grasp, the autlior roiiiosiuitH him as with 

an unquenchable* torment of the soul to throw it all up 
and make a fresh attempt on tlu^ South Pole, l^nliiy, 
the thing is unbolievahle. Ihit win n all faults are found 
and noted there icn.ains both in the matter and in the 
manner of this hook an arresting oltarm , and to say that 
so good a romanc(» docs not show' Mr. Mason at Ins best *- 
as in The Four Feathers or The Broken to pay 

him the best compliment at my command, * 

The Street calUd f^traUjht (MimiUENb hy tho ^authoress 
of The Inner Shrine^ etc., was the way Ui nry Khti^h might* 
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i)Ave gone, but 'difSlb't Instead, he elected to pursue thej point that the v^lue o( these Eaeiretid ^tndies, their gtito* 
li^0r euUure in Waverton, Boston, U.B.A., and did him*' mesa, their pathos, and the undertone of hl^py hnaiaiilty 
wm extremely -well out of the widows and orphans whose that makes them bearable, would have been nbtbing hh- 
trusteo he wae« He had a beautiful high-browed daughter paired by the omission of such passages as— several that I 
engaged to a superb British colonel, ** Luickff certainly do not intend to quote. Now, then, Mr, LVoks 
of the Sussex Kiflos. It was ho who in South may do his worst, and call me all the narrow-minded 
; Africa brought the M’popos to order without shedding a epithets in the dictionary. 1 ehall give him nothing but 

dropol blood; it was ho who in Kaslern Sudan -“etc., etc. coals of fire in retaliation, for 1 gladly admit that there 

Bo that it had hecomo “someLliing like a habit at the are scenes in his new volume, and characters — Clara 
j Colonial Ollico or tlio War Olilco or the Foreign Office, as herself, for example in certain moods/> and always the 
the’ease might ho, whenever there was trouble on one of the optimistic pavement-artist, Mr, Beeny —that are fully 
Hrnpire’s vague outer frontiers, to ask, ' Whore ’s Ashley ? ’ '* worthy of the author of Arthur's, and could only have been 
None of tliis could you guess from the figure lie cuts in made by him. But, as I say — liowover.I fortunately 
this queer strqot called Straight. Ho also was a V.O., and needn't say it again ; and in any case you would no doubt 
" when he said ‘ Oh 1 ’ *’ wliicli he did very often, “ ho prefer to judge for yourself. 

softened the vowel ... in a way so droll to the American — 

car . . . so*that tJie exclamation became A-ow ! " Possibly Myself, I never mot a dog that could distinguish between 
it was that which so impressed the M’popos. A ricli and heroes and villains at sight, but when Barri, the usually 
awkward young American, Bctcr Davenant, who had onco standoflish St. Bernard of Roslein, was instantly affable to 
vainly dared to ask the very stiff and proud to marry T)r, llehne, I knew what that meant. Ho was the hero 

him, has the timely notion that his money is turning and was going to marry him, and when the 

him into a slacker, and suggests lending or giving all of it taciturn guide, got snapp,^d at (as usual) by the dog, 1 knew 

to Ouion so that his - he was the ' villain, 

affairs may l>o set in doomed to disappoint- 

ordor and ilio scandal ment. 1 tx/ected him 

avoided. No one, of *) there, or there- 

course, believes in Hit? /MBn abouts, when Hclme 

single - mindedness of jl mot uiLh a nasty acci- 

tlie jouiig man, least dent, which would have 

if who through it /I'Vl ^ anyone but a hero; and, 

all plays the bpundor Bf \/\^y sure enough, the two 

, witii the high hand, • ||1 m iW L of thrm wont off climlv 

mbro than onco oxpli- 'V’ Uy fl i wL u together. 

jMUv referring to the V V ' I wVii Oxen- 

^ higher standard of con- ^ \ Mjjr ^ hand 

^ duet and feeling which > W m ih'j/ . goods in 

'PC has, ‘’as an ollicer ^ shop window, and 

'.jjlld a gentleman and a ^ f f/- ' V f ' ' ^ theio islolsmoroto'/’/ic 

*|KC. man,” by com- • * ' QucatoJihaUaldcnllosc 

parison with mere Tui/ulsts in Scon.ANn i/stenino for the Sound of Mull. (Methui-n) than that. - 

Americans. But Peter — It is a very good six- 


to Ouion so that his - he was the ' villain, 

affairs may l>o sot in doomed to disappoint- 

ordor and ilio scandal J?K ment. 1 tx/ected him 

avoided. No one, of *) there, or thero- 

course, helioves in tlit? >V.\\ /MBn 4^^ abouts, when Hclme 

single - mindedness of jl mot with a nasty acci- 

tlie jouiig man, least dent, which would have 

if who through it /I'Vl ^ anyone but a hero; and, 

all plays the bounder Bf \/\^y sure enough, the two 

, witii the high hand, • ||1 m iW L of them went off climlv 

mbro than onco oxpli- 'V’ Uy fl i wL u together. 

jMUv referring to the V V ' I wVii Oxen- 

^ higher standard of con- ^ \ Mjjr ^ hand 

^ duet and feeling which > W m ih'j/ . goods in 

'PC has, ‘’as an ollicer ^ shop window, and 

'.jjlld a gentleman and a ^ f f/- ' V f ' ' ^ theio islolsmoroto'/’/ic 

*|KC. man,” by com- • * ' QucatoJiheUaldcnllosc 

parison with mere Tuuulsts in Kcoiland i/stenino for the Sound of Mull. (Methui-n) than that. - 

Americans. But Peter — ^ It is a very good six- 

and Giiuia persist in thinking of the Co/oueZ as the brightest shillingsworth, pressed down and running over, in which 
and best in British Bayards. In the event, however, this there is but ono fault. That a young barrister should 
Boston pair make a match of it, leaving the indispensable got lots of briefs but fail to resist temptation is of coprse 
Ashley free to indulge tho curious habit of tlio War, legitimate; barristers always succeed in fiction and often 
Foreign and Colonial Offices. A naive performance, yield to temptation in life. But, seeing that Mr. Oxenham’b 
C omjwaoent English folk wdio have swallowed the im- is a mean fellow of the baser sort, it is at Ica^t a pity that 
possible Americana of certain of our liome-grown novels he should have been called Poliak, a naine which^ differ- 
; might suitably make pilgrimage under New England ently spelt but similarly pronounced, is much worn and 
guidance through The Street called Straight by way of peculiarly honoured in tho four Inns, 
penance. ^ ' — ■ 

A clover person once observed in my presence that the Whip to Jester. 

™.ip« to, Loh mod,™ pro» .„d pootry .ppo.«i to ho 

this — whenever you want to say ’’smell,” say “stink.” EasUni Pwviiu'c HtmU. 

Well, I apologise for repeating it, but really tliis does seem ^ ‘ 

to mo a criticism not wholly impertinent to tho latest work , . -A* Substitute for Pigskin. 

of A. NKiii Lyons. He is a writer ^hom before now saddled hcrsilf with a vciitublo white 

have admired very greatly, and indeed no ono can fail to 

recognise his rare qualities of sincerity and sympathy and “The Comet- a little wooden boat of 25 tons lurdon a^d 4 horse 
bis hno gift for impressionist character-drawing But in power — was, as Mr. MrJvituion Wood sail last night in his addroiB at 
i ’Glai-a (John Lane) I cannot holp foeline that these good V;,*-'’” b^gianing 

, and fltaoeful attributes* have been wilfully subordinated to c* •- „ a a' •*! k' u n i 

: the almost childish dniermination to shock meat all costs. 

.The worgt of it 'is. that to object to this, even with the lancbeon st arted. 

. jnost oharitable intentions, is a terribly risky business. , No VThou«uid» of rodents have found refuge in the high hwiohos of 

trees, and )toople shoot at them from under {aunuhes .” — Buily UfaiL 
Personally we disdain to take cover ^hen we go rat shooting* 


one likes to be • classed, however unjustly, among the 
shadowy di&iploa of Mrs. Grundy, Yet 1 hold to my 






'rf& : 





BeFOKE asking FniENDB TO I'OKE IN TJIE OnOUI* TO KE TAKEN AFTEll THE CEIU-'MONV, IT HE AS WKI,I. T(» MAKE KNOWN 

THE EXACT SCOPE OK THE CAMEKA. TlIE DOTTED DINES SHOW THE AMOPNT OF TilE (ilimH' PIIOT( U I ll\ PHED IN THE PltEfO NT OAKK, 


A LAUNDRY PROBLEM. 

0 IjAUNDKESS —iliongh a cold rnaclune 
Of bloodlosaLlLP.,'* 

You fitill aro, as you long have boon, 

All woman unto mo — 

1 greet you, not with empty clioor 
Or words of hollow praise, 

Hut seeking, alter many a year, 

The purpose of your ways. 

I ask not why you always fall 
On everything that’s new 
And damage it beyond recall ; 

For, thougli of course you do, 

It is an old and classic wrong , 

And howsoo’or they weep, 

Mon learn to siiflor and be strong 
And buy their linen cheap. 

Nor is it that you love to ram 
The starch in every part 
That should bo softer than a lamb. 

Not harder than your heart ; , 

Nor why the names we deftly mark 
Should rouse a fearful hate 
That seems to make the whole world 
dark, 

Till you obliterate. 

These mysteries, and many more, 
Though maddening, are trite ; 

The world has sought them oft before, 
Yet never found the light. 

But there is one thing still more 
strange, 

A graver, deeper care 
That thrills my soul, whene’er I 
“ change,” 

With ever-new despair. 

* Indicated Home Power. 


On this I muse, O silent one, 

Till T am nigh to drop : - 
Wiion all your dreadful task is done, 

Why do you go and button every - 
thing up to the very top? 

Dum-Dum. 

CHARIVARIA. 

Tjir rumours of impending furtlior 
attacks on land aro being taken siui 
ously. A forest in Wales has start ml 
moving. v 

A Park Lane correspondent writes 
to draw attention to the constantly 
increasing price of necessities. ’J’ho 
])rico of caviare, lie points out, is now 
to 1)0 increased 30 per cent. 

The Pleasure (j rounds Committee of 
Dover Corporation has refused per- 
mission for Sunday cricket and lawn 
tennis and golf. To show, however, 
that tlio authorities aro not kill- joys, 
Sunday drinking is still to bo allowed. 

The Local Government Board has 
ordered the deletion of a clause in the 
batliing by-laws drafted by the Brighton 
Town Council prohibitingporsonsstand 
ing within thirty y^rds of the ladies’ 
stations. We understand that this is 
the result of a petition from a number 
of ladies, who drow the attention of the 
Board to the expense they had been at i 
in the matter of their costumes. 

Our wintry summer ! Last week a 
visitor landed an enormous half-pair of 
skates at Penzance. ' 

According to Wear, ueoktieC 


made of cork are io he the latest form 
of adoiiunoiit foi- men, Will the ladies, 
we \NOiui(‘r, take to we»uii\g life toUs 
iti (»rder to ho in the picture ? 

IhuMvusi', in his opinion, woik would 
spoil his (dot lies, a tramp to 

n(‘rfonn Ins task at tlm ^tailliorough 
WorKhousiD 'rite magisluiUm boftm) 
whom lie was brought humoured the 
follow. They gave him fouiieen dayn* 
hard liilsjur, hut tln^ tlnvcnnnont 
supplied him with a speuial suit for 
the jHirpose. . 

' Jit ' 

" Ciii'.Ar Morons' A Kvaht.” 

77u' hljtpress. 

That, of eours(\ is the dillleulty to 
ge.l them to start. . 

Professor F. Kmmhi.iiJ HUNsthatit is 
possihk*, to make llowurs drurd(. Wo 
have noticed this oursehes W’e have 
often come across fiowers nnable to 
bland up straigbt without assistanco. , 

I p j 

' I f 

And whales, wo aie told, have 
moustacdies, whicdi they use for finding* 
food. In this respect they approach^ 
near to human litungH. Watch a man 
with a handsome moustache finding 
thi(;k soup. , 

A section of the road at Bocky Ford, 
Colorado, has been Muc(^eii#slully pavc^l 
with boot ft Agar syrup, iUtiug the 
dust at Hooky^ Find is not nearly so 
had as it sounds. 


The demands of the BufIragisU in- 
orcaso. A l%dy was h^ard asking the 
other day Tor iwO seals for Wtdrtfunman. 
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THE CHBIBTENING. 

X AM going to marry a person called 
Gloria; not immediately » of course; 
just some time or other. 

I can*t think how 1 came to ho en- 
gaged to a person with tliat sort of 
name* When 1 asked (Jlloria, she said 
it was a very good name, just as if 
she had chosen it hersoK ; and any- 
how that didn’t answer my question. 

The fact is, I fear that CSloria, even 
with unfettered liberty of choice, has 
no true feeling for names. 

This you will seo plainly when I 
tell you about tlu) cottago, or more 
accurately speaking (or writing) The 
Cottage, ' ' 

We don’t know yet whetlior it’s 
built or not; but it’s somewhere on a 
. moor by a sea ; standing in its own 
grounds of live rods, polos or porches ; 
lit throughout by candles, and thatched 
to a deptli of about tlireo feet — liot in 
summer, cold in winter— or it may he 
the opposite, I never was nmch of a 
thormodynainic. It is four miles from 
' the nearest house, and ten from a firo- 
i station; but we have a telephone in 
’ case the candles set the thatch ablaze. 

1 When Gloria had liiushcd the cottago 

' and put in. the telephone, she said, 

** what shall wo call it ? ” 

It didn’t seem to mo to matter 
much; but I felt it was time for mo 
to show some inde})rndence, so 1 took 
a strong line, and said, 

“ Anything except ‘ The Labur- 
nums.’ ’* 

“ Ah I ’* said Gloria, “ that ’s the 
very name 1 was thinking of. Never 
mind, though. What about *The 

Lawn”?*’ 

“That's tlie same as ‘The Labur- 
nums,’ ” I said hastily, “ and so is 
* The Cedars,’ and ‘ Fairholino,' and 
‘Mont Kopos,’ and ‘Hill View.’ 1 
really believe,* Gloria, for two two’s 
you 'd call it ‘ The Ingle.’ " 

“But there 'ivdl bo a lawn,” said 
Gloria. 

“I’m glad of that,” I said; “I 
always felt that a lawn would be most 
genteel. But you see if wo had a 
lawm any fool could see wliat it was ; 
and if wo hadn’t they’d eitJier think 
us liars or come nosing round into the 
back-jtfrd to look for it. Wliy, they ’d 
1)0 knocking us up at all hours to 
ask about it. We’d never get any 
deep/’ 

Gloria considered. ^ 

“ Well/’ she said, “ wjiat would vote 
call it?** 

“ I think/’ 1 said, “ I should call it 
^ 1.' You ’ve got to consider the post- 
are so much easier for 

' the poor mah.^ 

/? H^*t be absurd/* said Gloria* 

“ It would be much more absurd/* I 
said, “ if we called it 273 A.” 

“ J3ut I want a nanu** said Gloria ; 
“it won’t have any individuality with- 
out a name.” 

“ Suppose,” I suggested brilliantly, 

“ wo call it ‘ The Submerged Tenth * ? 
You see, income £500, rent £50 ” 

“ If you imagine,” interrupted Gloria, 

“ wc ’re going to pay £50 a year for a 
cottago, you 'd bettor start looking for 
one witli a gold roof and Venetian 
glass windows.” 

“ There aren’t many going,” I said 
dubiously. “ So few Americans have 
taken hinglisli shootings these last few 
seasons wo can’t expect a moor cottago 
to have every modern convenience. 
Still, [ ’ll ring up Harrod’s and ask.” 

“No, you won’t,” said Gloria ; 

“ we ’re going to call it ‘ The 
Cottage.”' 

“ Look hero, Gloria,” I said seriously, 
“you don’t appear to realise for a 
moment what’s in a name. When 
you name a house you 're supposed to 
ho instructing and edifying tlio trav- 
eller, not tolling him what he could 
have seen with Ins eyes shut. When 

I see a red-brick semi-dotached called 
‘ The Oaks,’ it suggests things. 1 
immediately look for an oak fence, or 
peer through the pantry window to soo 
if they ’vo got oak butter-twcozors.” 

“Bubbish,” said Gloria; “they don't 
tweozo butter, anyhow.” 

“ Not now,” J said, “ but it used to 
bo the tiling to do with butter. My 
grandfather was once champion hoy 
buttor-tweezer of Northumberland.” 

“ At all events,” said Gloria, “ I 'rn 
going to have a straightforward 
name ; and ‘ The Cottago ’ is good 
enough for mo.” 

“ Well,” J said, after reflection, 

“ you may call it * Tlio Cottage ’ if you 
add something to make it plain to the 
piil)lic that the title docs not claim 
either to amuse or to instruct — is, in 
fact, a more label. Otherwise wo’d 
simply bo wasting its time.” 

“There won’t be any public,” said 
Gloria; “ but you can do what you like 
so long as you call it * The Cottage.’ ” 

“Very well,” I said Anally; “it 
shall be calkd ' The Cottago, As It 
Obviously Is.' ” 

So that is where wo are; and now, if 
you ever chance to strike a building 
of that name, you'll know how it 
happened; and we’ll be delighted to 
give you a cup of tea on the lawn. 

Cock Bobin. 

Who killed Midlothian? 

1,'* Mid the MMter, 

** With my Baqwh plaster, 

IldUedMi^thiw.'' 

- - » 

A TELBLULLABY. 

[“ Mrs. was at a whiat drive at Steu- 

benville, Ohio, when she rcoeived a telephone 
message from her nurse that the baby had 
been crying lor an hour. . . . Soon after- 
wards the guests were surprised to hear 
Mre. singing a lullaby into the trans- 

mitter. Telephone lullabies are now becoming 
quite common at this resort." 

tDaily Express,] 

On, hush thee, my babe, from thy wail- 
ing desist, 

Thy mother is busy whi»j-driving, po 
whist 1 

But, if thou must still raise a piteous 
moan. 

She’ll sing thee a lullaby over the 
'phono. 

Secure in thy cradle, what hast thou to 
fear? 

Just keep the receiver pressed close to 
thy ear. 

And when tliou art wafted to Hushaby 
Land 

Then mother can go and continue the 
hand. 

Small cause for thy tears or thy 
infantile dumps. 

For mother is holding a fijtful of 
trumps ; 

Her score is colossal, and, sweet — art 
thou there ? — 

Of all that she wins slio will give theo 
a sharo. 

Nay, try to forget there ’s a pain in thy 
turn, 

And hark to tlio wires, how they buzz 
and they hum; 

For thee are tlioy making that music — 

; hello!-- 

And baby sliall have it wherever I go. 

Sweet slumber attend thee, with visions 
of bliss ; 

In token I send tlioo tliis telephone kiss. 
Weep not, then, my angel, but smothor 
that cough ; 

They 're calling for momma ; so, baby, 
ring oft’, 

“ PuKsengors on the WemyHH Bay, Millport, 
and KoLhesay runs experienced tho , lull force 
of tlie gale, and reports from most of the coast 
resorts indicated tho unploasaiit nature of 
many of tho voyagers. JTerald, 

Probably they would improv.e on a 
second acquaintance. Oqe is never at 
one's best when not feeling well, 

‘ ‘ Five bfe^autiful coloured plates, from water- 
colours of 1817-1818, Turner's loat period.** 
Evening Standard, 

When asked about these years TubMBB 
used to say casually that he supposed 
they vrere somewbete ip his stow, but 
privatdy he always remitted |ai| hair^ 
Lesoess in miiday^g jraem. 

— 1 








MORE FREEDOM! 


Wn lIAVi: liMFOIlE l!S a TeACIIEIIS’ AkKOCIATION TAMrilLET WHICH THHEATENH, AMDN'C OTHIOH TiriN(J8, “'10 I'l.MiJ' ^ 4 01111 IN AN 
ATMOKFIIEKE WHKIIM 'J’HEnE AUE NO 11ESTUAINT8, WIIKUE HE CAN MOVE PUKELY ADOUT IN TUB B( HOOUlOUM, WHi.ll!' iNMi’ l( M’lIKU HI 
KbSKN'PUM.Y A TAK8IVE AGENT ANO WJIEUE THEllE IS NO PUNISHMENT. ’’ 


OUR HYBRID IIISTRIONS. 

[“Not Jnuii} know, hy Uui wuy, tliut Mr, 
(Inn)villo liiirkoT -1ms Italian, Soottisli, and 
Portugiiosc blood in his voiiiH. His grand- 
father was the distinguished Italian physician, 
lloz/j -and thereby hangs a talc."J 

So runs a notable paragraph in last 
week's Observer, and the comment is 
all too true. “ Saxon and Norman and 
Dane are we,” and wo forget in our 
exclusiveness that some of our bravest 
and best citizens derive from races 
less markedly septentrional in their 
habitats. Thus Chirgwin openly boasts 
of his descent from the Bantu race, 
and Sir Squikk Bancroft, in a memor- 
able letter to The Undertakers' Gazette, 
has traced his passion for j^onipes 
fiivdbres to the fact that his ancestors 
hailed from Halicarnassus, where the 
famous monument to Mauboluh origin- 
ally stood. 

Again it is not generally known that 
Sir OfiORGii: Alexandeb has a strong 
dash of Macedonian blood in his veins, 
being, as his name implies, a collateral 
descendant of the famous monarch and 
conqueror. In spite of the lapse of 
BO many centuries some of the most 
prominent oharaoteristics of the great 
actor recall those of his illustrious 
ancestor. Thus we read in Plutabch 


of the “ liquid and melting ” expression 
of bis eyes and the leonine way in 
which his hair stood up on his forehead. 
But the most remarkable rcsemhlanco 
between the two heroes is in the fact 
that the warrior, like the histrion, 
sliaved clean. Thereby hangs a tale. 
For it is recorded that Calijhthenkh 
the philosopher, who accornpanietl 
Alexander the Great on his cam- 
paigns, was put to death for saying 
that a man without a beard was 
seldom greatly feared. It is pleasant 
to think that Sir George Alexander 
would never resent criticism in this 
arbitrary fashion. 

Sir Herbert Beerboum Tree, few 
journalists are aware, traces his descent 
from no fewer than fourteen different 
nationalities, the most important being 
the Pelasgian, the Patagonian, the 
Swiss and the Basque. Sir Herbert 
is proudest of the Swiss strain in his 
blood, nor is that to be wondered at in 
view of the fact that it was his ancestor, 
Tell Lulliety, the famous yodler, in 
whose orchard was grown the apple as 
history erroneously has it (it was in 
reality a pear^ which William Tell 
shot from off tne head of his son I This 
fruit, wbioh curious^ resembles a jar- 
gonelle, is one of Sir Hbbbebt's choicest 


treasures, and it is needlus^^ L* sav that 
lie is absolutely iincom iuouil by the 
comparative ni\ Miologiats who have 
sought to discK'dit the 'Kki L logeud 
and to throw doubts m Unit hero's 
existence. 

Mr. Mauimn lIxRVKv, vw the other 
liand, deiivi's Irom ucuku’ houu', oacii 
component of Gieat Bnhuu having a 
share in his eorpusclpi. Of Irmh 
blood, liowevei, ho is cnudiil to point 
out at all timt's, both in conversation 
and in letters to the Jhi MS. he has not 
a drop, nor does he I’.aio in lUiy way to 
ho associiitiai with things hish, even if 
tliey «ro works ot genius. 


“ Ilklfv will be previdiMl with a 

wmliT gMnb ii The svi' 

mul^T iign‘4MM( III hi li.ivr tin*, pliivti* fUiiihutl liy 
Miiv J .“ ■ Vf'i Kshifv / V»,sL * ‘ 

Just in time for the five uuMithsi' cold 
snap. 

'll 

“ '^I’ho reKonaiMi* M hdcI N <Uh' fui'uicd In 

scmdiHg the (‘.HrnAi| ui mr thrimnh tho noM!, 

the Ups buing tit (ho jincl 

ai>plica tc tlin piUiito h' )»i‘f‘Ut)UHa»» N,” 
fitr 

We want very much to Ins able to po- 
nounce N, hut so far have fai!ea to 
apply the Up to the palate, and feel j 
rather hopeless. 
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“ Absurd — so tactless. Why, it 's 
SYLVIA'S PRESENT. thrusting the poor girl’s profession 
I NOTICED when we strolled into tlic down lier throat.** 
ca{6 tliat Sylvia’s eyes had an unusual Sylvia made a timely approach with 


sparkle, and I moniionod tlio fact to ' 
Edward as wo secured our customary 
table. Edward told mo not to talk rot : 
which is charactoristic of the man. 

No sooner were wo seated tlian 
Sylvia came up in lier winsome way 
and luiTidfMl mo a menu together witli 
a ravishing smile. 1 studied them 
both very carefully while she and 
Edward exchanged greetings. 

“ Chop for me, please/’ 1 said. " J'ld* 
ward will have a steak, of course, ile 's 
no originality, Sylvia.’* 

I glanced at her again and felt certain 
she was looking a little unusual. 

*‘you*re exceptionally nice to-day, 
Sylvia; what is it? " I asked. 

She blusliocl. I looked at Edward 
triumphantly. 

“ Engaged,” lie said. 

Sylvia smiled (and Sylvia smiling 
is a sight for tlio gods). 

“ Gootl guess. 1 ’m going to be 
married very soon,*’ 

1 clutclied at a piece of broad ; 
Edward knocked his knee against 
the table leg. 

“When?” wo asked. 

“ Next week if 1 may, ])lcaso.” 

“ I cancel the chop,’’ 1 said very 
firiidy, “ I refuse to oat.” 

Sylvia laughed adorably and wont 
to place our orders, 

“Jove!” exclaimed Edw^ard,“ what 
an idea ! ” 

“ Not at all,” I said ; “ people get 
married every day, and Sylvia 's an 
exceptionally attractive girl.” 

Edward looked annoyed. 

“ I mean I *ve got an idea,” he 
explained “ you needn’t laugh.” 
lie paused impressively, “We must 
give Sylvia a present.” 

Not so loud,” 1 whispered 


tlie steak. r 

She inspected us closely. 

“ You both look quite serious,’* she 
remarked, 

“ Sylvia,” I said, “ who is this person 
you ’l o going to tie ^^oursolf to ? 

Sylvia put an extra sparkle into her 
eyes. 

I shan't tell you just yet,” she said. 

A boll rang rather angrily close by 
and she hurried away. 

“Now,” said Edward, “you think 


of us again. I waved it aside and got 
up quickly from the table. 

“ No sweets,” 1 said ; “ after your 
announcement I couldn’t look at them. 
Henceforth, Edward and I eat for the 
solopurposoof keeping alive. Farewell.” 

I hurried out of the caf6 and led the 
way to the establishment of one Smith 
an ironmonger. 

Wo must get the things at once,” 
I said ; “ I have it direct from the 
market that door-mats are on the boom. 
Wo can make the presentation on Mon- 
day. Come along.” 

We had a heavy afternoon. 

On tlie Monday morning, with the 


of something. It must bo something ' aid of a taxi, we arrived at the caf6 
useful, you know. She’s probably j well in advance of tluj general public. 

Our entrance was magnificent. Ed- 
wanl led the way, and his mat ac- 
counted for a couple of glasses and a 
plate. 1 followed with the scraper; 
it came into collision with more than 
one chair, and by the time we reached 
our table the beastly thing was coin- 
plotoly out of band. J sat on it. 
Sylvia came up. 

She gazed at the door- mat with 
obvious astonish mont. 

“Good gracious,” she cried, “what 
have you got tlioro ? ” 

hldward looked at me , it had boon 
arranged that 1 should deliver a little 
address suitable to tlie occasion. 

J spread the notes of my speech 
on the table and cleared my tiiroat. 

Sylvia didn’t appear to catch the 
moaning of it all until I came to the 
last recital: “And whereas a nnii- 
riago is shortly intended to ho 
solemnised between the said Sylvia 

and the said A. B ” 

“ Oil,” she cried, “ how perfectly 
sweet of you both ! 1 'm sure Lance- 
lot will be delighted with the pre- 
sents. ” For no apparent reason she 
laughed gently. 

Edward looked mystified. He told 



The Ojifiviht {sfuntj hy a wasp, through his fears) 
Wf.t.l, it’s a touch of bcmmku, at last.” 


marrying a respectable joiner, and they 

* You know,” he continued, “ Sylvia ’s won’t be well off.” me afterwards that he thought Lancelot 

waited on us jolly well for two years ; There w^as a dead silence for five was an unusual name for a joiner, 
and she ’s wonderfully prott)^” minutes. Suddenly the idea came to me. “Lancelot. Who is the man?” he 

“She’s pretty,” 1 agreed, “and of “You want something respectable for inquired what does ho do? ” 
course 1 've notliing serious against the a useful joiner. Very well, then, what Sylvia laughed again. “ I 'm afraid 
girl; hut there was that episode of the better than a boot- scraper ? No dirty ho doesn’t do anything.” 
tough steaks, you may remember.*’ carpets, no mud-stained mantelpieces; 

“ That wasn’t Sylvia’s fault.” the chair-cover a dead-letter.” 

Posftihly not ; hut I had fearful in- V Not enougli,” he said ; “ liadn’t we 

better include a door-mat ? ” 

“We might; but she’s sure to get Uie scraper.” 

Anyone can think “ Or the mat,” Edward added hastily, 
of a door-mat. But a scraper, Edward, “Has ho smy money, or are you 
a scraper; at least it’s original.” goiDg to support tlie rotter? ” 

“A scraper and a door-mat or no- “He’s plenty of money,” she gurgled 
thing,” he insisted, gently. “And he doesn’t do anything 

1 hate arguing, it alw’ays gives me because he’s an — an Earl.” 
peated when Sylvia was out of hearing, a pain in tne head, and Sylvia was * it 

“ I leave that to you,” coming hack just then, so 1 conceded As Edward afterwards remarked, we 

“ What do you think of knives and j the door-mat. inight have managed a Knight or even 

forks and things?** Sylvia flourished the menu in front a Baronet; but an l^rll 


digestion for da>s afterwards.” 

“ Well, what do you suggest? ” 

“ I don’t suggest — ” 1 began, when several door-mats. 

Sylvia appeared, preceded by a chop. 

“Undoubtedly, iindouhte’illy,” I said. 

Edward looked surprised ; he is no 
diplomat. ,, 

“ 1 don’t suggest anything,” I re- 


“ It ’s no laughing matter,” I groaned. 
“ Sylvia, you ’re not going to marry one 
of the unemployed. You ’re far too nice. 
Besides, he ’d be sure to forget to use 




Moi^noN'rs OF FAn^iJiii*: in otiifkw’isk ijkilmant oakfiiks. 

Tur. ['•KFon'ra of tiif okfat comfotan faff ffat. Tuf j‘hincf of finvnoJ': (ii.'n; mil \s()U‘ r or a h\ i ffa!-, 


I)EL)UCTlVj<: EVIDI^INC]-]. 

ThoDaihj flail's L^iris corrospondcnt 
r(^})()rlB as follows; — 

An Jipntl patrot put to ni|j[l)t ychU'ivhjy Mjioc 
bur/LfhiFS wh(» In'oki; iiito a lioiisc in tlu: lino dc 
Suo/. Ak tlioy onti’nMl I In- lioiiso tlu\> vvoio 
stiii] tii'd ])y a voHjc ‘ Who ^^o(‘4 thorn'/’ 

1 iiiiiiodialoly tlicy took to tlion liools and /l(‘d. 
When tlui ownor of tho houM' ii'lnriK'd ho 
found tho ])arrot still proudly ro|)o,itin|:i,L ‘ Who 
jfoos thoro / ’ ” 

Some equally well-altosted marvels 
luivo come to our knowledge : 

AbTOUNI)JN(J iNTIiHiFlCiENcK OF A 
j^hlUO-JiuOKET. 

Dooley’s Theatro narrowly csca])(al 
dootructiori by lire last ni^ht. Eofchiuf,' 
would havc3 boon known of the pro- 
vontod calamity but for the discovciy 
this morniiif^ of I be fact that a iirc- 
bucket in the vcstibulo bad wrenched 
out tho fasteiiinff that held it to the 
wall and had overturned with all its 
contents on to tho Turluiy carpet. It 
is thus clear that some carcUss person 
had thrown down a half-S])(nt match 
in tho vcstiljide, and that the watchful 
vigilance of the firo-buckot liad averted 
a serious catastrophe. 

Amazing Ai/riiuisM of a 
J^TiACK-BEETLE. 

On the Kith inst. a young man, in 
an advanced state of alcoholic delirium, 
rushed down the stairs of his lodgings, 
with the intention of hurling himself into 
tho Thames. But in the entrance hall, 


I a hlack-heeilo, perceiving no other way 
of frustrating the rash youtli’s wdehed 
design, dolilierutely got undcT his font, 
causing him to slip and fall. A'l night 
ho lay wu'th his head eomforiahly 
pillov\cd on the doormat, and, awalv(*.n 
ing in chast(3ncd mood, went forthv\ith 
and signed the pledge, Tho facts of the 
case aio beyond dispute, herausci tin; 
remnants of tho heroic hoetle* wimi; 
found on tfm hall linol(3um. They liav(‘ 
been gathered together and convo)ed 
to the South Kensington Museum. 

LINEU l.YHJOS. 

IV. The yilARTEU-MASTEH. 

Tattooed and tannod, you ronk of tni 
And suck an ancient pipe , 

All scarred and gnarled and seann;»l, 
you are 

Tho proper pirate type ; 

And whensoe’er you come on deck 
The children love to lingt r 
And scan tho dragons on your nect, 
Tho amputated linger. 

You should have been a huccuncer, 

A man of ribald mirth, 

A hint of gold about your car, 

Of pistols at your girth, 

Marooned mid isles of shale and 
shells, 

Where time is told by notches— 
But, as it is, you ring the bolls 
And keep a deal of watches. 


1 Ma\ho you think lhat h(«> r. stab;, 

'Thai modei’n j, inn's uiu ilull, 

That pi i\ Jiteei s 111 ) long, nr mjuI 

I Iniical h tho hones ami ull, 

Tlinf iniwadavs no snmj,(gl< is laag 

( )1 hnjic.lios nii3(i and lu» ud\', 

WluM'non i\ ernu may run I heir swag 
( M dul i:ihl(3 l>] ;uul\ . 

Ihit y<'u are wiong, inv hi* ml , y)U take 
A piKsmiisl.ic \ lew , 
lu>r kI.iII lri‘i»c,ious hlankgiuods slake 
Thiiir I hirst loi” ilr'i i ing «lo , 
llravcu' than (unsg yun mnugglnv rows 

I I is lugs o'rr sunlit ium hn??, 

\Vhil (3 jujates hav(. tl.',n nhut'k tO 

On jianoi ainit; l)i;anh''s 

Then why sli-uild k'oi nmv- ^ lip tliu wings 
( )1 onn will >-.0 Ills! iiu'l till o 
Ah()V(3 tlin \siald v>i 1nM;il ihings 
I lis pnain soul ahhom ’ 

Nay, quiirlm :ii:Lslnr, nnap yt)ur thumb 
At onn w hu nim'ks \i)U, dupe her, 
(h\e iip tlin Sri vim and hrOonm 
A hioMcopir, " super,” J M,S. 


"jSli, (Ir'Mmr Hiiiwut. liOi' mcuiluT fnr 
Ki'\v('asl1i*, liml n < u rnniiiMi' fnan Hartlr 
|M)mI to Morpatlg (i luriil <li»rl,o) foau Moipf'ili 
t>) hc«r\vi('.k, {uul Ml N.m Ini Srstmd from 
Eanvivk to l<'4n«l»viu 

We ]iictur (3 to ouisrhew Mr. N.^’tLoa 
Leyland in running ahoii’.to touching his 
hat and saying to Mi*. IIrnwick, ** Any- 
thing for Edinburg) I ilhis juoriiiug, 
Bir?” 
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THE NEW TOY* 

‘♦What’s that you’re harrying?” said Francesca sus- 
piciously, 

“It looks,” I said, “like a parcel done up in brown 
paper and tied with cord. Jt 's Bornothing hard— a box, 
I tnink. Yes, I 'tn sure it 'b a box." 

“ A box ? What 's in it ? " 

“ I haven’t looked yot. It might bo bulbs or chocolates." 

“ And it might be eggs or cabbages." 

“ Yos," I munnuvod doubtfully, J* it mighty of course, bo 
eggs or cabbages." 

“ Is it addressed to me?" said Francesca sternly. Sho 
is often quite Hi»ern about trivial things. 

“No, I think not. At least, it didn't seem to bo a 
minute ago. But perhaps it liaH altered itself. It oiujlit to 
have been addressed to you : hut there- you can look at 
the label yourself— it isn’t. Most inconsiderate, J call it. 
I shall certainly wu'ito to the people and complain. They 
ought " 

“ But is it something for me? " 

“ ilow can 1 toll until I ’vo looked insi<Io it ? I ’in hoping 
all the time it ’s going to ho for you, hut people do some- 
times make mistakes and send me tilings trou.sers, you 
know, and braces, and shooting-boots, and collars and 
things of that kind. 1 ’vo struggled against it, but it's 
quite useless." 

“ If," said Fraiic.osca, “ it ‘s something you ’ve bought for 
yourself it ’» ccrlain to bo a piece of ridiculous oxtravagaiico.’* 

“ You’ll be KOiTy for that, Francesca " 

“I’ll take my chance of that. Anyhow, lot’s undo the 
absurd thing." 

“ Hush, Francesca. This may he something very sensitive. 
Do not use rash and wounding words oven about unknown 
objects. I know a man once " 

“So did r, and be was six foot six high and broad in 
proportion, arul lie bad a red lioard, and liis eyes wore 
green, and when bo looked at you you wanted to fall down 
and worsliip him." 

“ Oil, hut that ’s not the man I knew. Mine was only 
five feet five and pi gtion -breasted and c.loan-Bliavod, and bis 
eyes were gro> , and when he looked at you you generally 
kicked him. A most peculiar man. Jlis naiHo was " 

“ Give mo t1io pen-knife," said Francesca. 

She out the cord and rapidly undid the paper. 

“ Tliero," 1 said, “ J told you it was a box, and it in a box. 
What do you say now ? ’’ 

“ You got more wonderful every day. liot 's see wJiat s 
inside it." * 

“Fatal curiosity ! That 's bow ministers of police always 
got blown up. Pause, Francesca. Well, if you won’t it’s 
not my fault." 

1 pressed up two catches and lifted the box off its base. 

“Wily, you dear stupid old thing," said Francesca, “it ’s 
a typewriter 1 And at your ago, too ! " 

“Come, Francesca, it ’s not my fault. I didn’t ask you 
to open it. You brought this on youraelf, you know." 

“liut ypu’ll never, never bo able to learn it. Your 
fingers nSco much too stiff." 

“ My fingers will have to submit. Do you think I ’m 
going to lot a little thing like a linger stand in my way? 
Besiaes, I 've tried it at the shop. ] ’vo written the whole 
alphabet in quotation mal'ks, and all the punctuation 
marks, and I know where Ab liud the thumb-pawl." 

. “The tohat? " said Francesca. 

“ The thumn-pawl. That shiny thing, sticking up. And 
^X’ve made friends with the spacer and the platen and the 
>Anurl and the svfingmg bail. Let me show you " — I in- 
serted a sheet of paper and rolled it into position — “ There, 

now it *8 ready. Just think, Francesca, ol all the wond^ 
in that machine. There’s a novel, a problem-play, a book 
of essays, a volume of poems — 

“ All typed with the thumb-pawl." 

“A defence of revealed religion, a pamphlet on Free 
Trade, notes for a speech on foreign policy. With this, 
Francesca, wo can rule the world." 

“ Let 's write a sentence first,” said Francesca, pre- 
paring to seat herself in front of tlie machine, 

“No, you don’t, Francesca," I said. “Nothing of the 
sort," and with a deft movement I inserted myself in the 
chair. “ Borne day," I continued, “ you shall be allowed to 
play with it, but not now. You cm watch rfie while 1 
click it —or, stay, you can dictate to mo out of that book — 
any page will do- and then you shall see what you shall 
see. Are j^ou ready ? " 

Francesca knows when the riionncnt for subiriissiori has 
come. She took up the book and began to read : — 

“ ‘ My poor son-in-law has suffered so much in health,’ " 
she read. J looked for the letter “ M " carefully. It had 
vanished. 

“ What are you waiting for ? ’’ said Francesca. 

“Francesca," I said, “1 will not deceive you. Your 
words have made mo tldnk. Wo bavono sons in-law now, 
but some day we may have threo. Of wlmt sort will they 
bo? Will they respect us and shall we like them, or will 
they talk of us casually as ‘ my indaws ’ ? Will tliey help 

to minister to our old age, or will tliey ’’ At this moment 

i found the “ M " and ])rossed it hastily, it made a lioaiitiful 
click. “ If you will look at the papeu*, Francesca," 1 said 
])roudly, “ you will find that I have inado a good 
lioginning." 

“ You 've made nothing of tlio sort,’’ she said. “ You ’ve 
made a small * m ’ instead of a capital." 

“ J did it," 1 said, “ to prove you, and you have come 
nobly out of the test. We will now make a space and 
begin again." 

Fverytliing now went swimmingly. In five minutes^I 
had managed to got to the end ol the word “ son." 

“ Francesca, dear," 1 said, “ this is weary work for yon." 

“ Oh, no," slio said, “ not weary. Tedious, perhaps, but 
not weary. Como, make the hyphen between ‘ son ’ and 
‘ in.’ " 

“The hyphen ? " 1 said. “Is it right, do you think, to 
make hyphens ? " 

“ Jt ’s printed here with hyphens, and I insist on having 
tliorn.” 

“ Well, have it your own way. The hyjibcn is Ah, 

here’s the little beggar underneath tlie letter ‘ G ’ on Uie 
same disc," and down it went. 

At last I struck the “h" at the end of “health," and 
paused. “ Wo will now," 1 said, “pull the paper out and 
sec w hat wo ’ve accomplished. Bee how easily it is released. 
Now let us -no, I don’t think it would be fair to you. It 
is too well done ; you will be discouraged. I will preserve 
this in my pocket-book." 

But Francesca was too quick for me. She seized the 
paper and looked at it. Thou sho smiled grimly. It had 
come out like tliis : — 

“ m My porsoiiginglaw bassuffedsso inneliin dealth." 

“It was a bad sentence to start with," I urged, “ These 
intimate details of family misfortune unman the boldest 
typists. Now leave mo to myself so that I may practise." 

“A gentleman who is famed for his hospitality, particularly to 
sportsmen who follow the craft of Sir Isaac Newton.” 

Cark /examiner: 

After a good day’s apple- watohing^ sportsmen are very 
ready for hospitality. 

' ' 




Mo, HE IS NOT A (^KLEHIIITV, lUlAEEY ; UUT HK IS THE ONLY VKHSON TN ()l Jl llf)TEI- A'l’ Wolll-O'h I'InO \N HO HAH A lioKjvoN HAI'Krt. 


TEBRIHLE BRSTAUBANT 
OdTllAGE. 

Famous Writku's Nojjle Protest. 

Mu. Pn.soN Younu, Avritin^j; in a 
recent number of The Tall Mall Gazette, 
utters a polf^nant cry of protest against 
a grave pulilic scaiulal. 

“ Yesterday," writes Mr. Filson 
Young, in his usual impressive italics, 
*■ lunching in the Carlton grill-room 
was a party of four, wdiich included a 
child about five years old." Jfc is pain- 
ful to learn that this intrusive infant 
“did not really like the admirable but 
; unsuitable fojd provided for Jiiui," and, 
after giving further distressing details, 
Mr. Fjlson Young observes tliat “ the 
sight of a child in such a place strikes 
j one as an impropriety ; and rightly so. 
i To take a child to the Carlton is incon- 
siderate both to other people and to 
him." 

We append a selection from the 
letters elicited by Mr. Filson Youncj’s 
dignified and memorable protest : — 

Dear Mu. Punch, — I can fully sym- 
pathize with Mr. Filson Young in his 
manly protest against the abominable 
selfishness of bringing children to ex- 

G naive restaurants, as I myself have 
en victimized in precisely the same 
way^ Only last weak I was dining at 


the Fitz when, to rny disgust, T saw a 
child of not more than ton at an ad- 
joining table. I was engaged on some 
turtle soup at the moment, but the 
shock to my moral sonso was so groat, 
that I actually swallowed a pi(*.co of 
green fat without thinking — a thing I 
have never done before. What, I ask, 
is England coming to when sucli things 
are tolerated ? People talk ai)Out tlio 
iniquity of the Insurance Act, but this 
strikes at the root of our social system 
and destroys the amenity of restaurant 
life, which makes us what we arc. 

I am^ Yours indignantly, 

pHiiiir CoiKiKRY. 

Dear Mu. Punch,— 1 trust you will 
back for all you are worth Mr. FriiSON 
Young’s splendid denunciation of the 
decadent practice of bringing children 
to first-class restaurants. Nothing is 
more lamentable at tlio present day 
than the disregard of adults by tbeur 
juniors, The respect and considerafion 
duo to age seem to bo things of tlie 
past. Only the other day, when travel - 
ling to Vienna in the train de luxe, I 
found myself quite unable to conoon- 
trate my attention on a financial article 
owing to the chatter of an overdressed 
child— English, I regret to say. If 
children must go to restaurants, let 
them at least have the decency to avoid 
those in which nobody can spend Ic^s 


than Ihirty shillings on a hmul without 
loss of solf-j’ospoct, ' 

Yours faithfully, 

“ Maxima T»EiiETUH wi nhuis 
renerkntia/’ 

Dear Mu. Pi nch, Mr Fjlson ' 
Young as usual hits the light nail on 
the head- It is a dosorration of ttie 
I line art of gjistronomy tn allow iU 
! votaries in he disiurhod by tluj presence 
I of childnui, who are wliolly incapable 
'of a})pi(H5iating its higher mysteries.! 
If lie oils at all it is in ilie geiitloncHtt | 
of his reluike. He speaks of tlie ineon- | 
sidru'atoiKrHs [diown to their elilors. I 
call it downright eiuolt> Personally 
il can lunor eat e-aviure, ortoJaUHi, ot \ 
jcveri peche Melha in the company of j 
. persons of lims than eighUieU years of 
age. J would as soon discusti ilieology 
witii a ehimpan/. 0 (s 
I Yours faitlifuily, 

1 TuEonoiua (i^hi Eu, 


“NKW SKAHON’H HF.1> IH.t M 
JioW JtKADV, 

intKi'AnEi) I I^OM Hkmu.k OaANefc’rt vsn 
KlNrifcT KimAU ciNLt 

Adrt, tn V Star,'* 

There seems to }h» someth kig missing 
in the reeijie, though |or the 
we cannot thiuli; what B is, 


m 
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Wt'onj TiiHDiii/. “An i'nelhji’atkji nj.Knrniu the hdoke what catjjcd thih SAi.rsuunv Pi-Ain.*’ 


* TilH IJMBKAHFiLLA. ' 

It way afU'r tliis woUcsl of all 
recorded “ C-aiiips " ilial l^'ra^oncl 
spdeo to ino al)out Ids lunhi'ahella. lie 
is not of tlio.so wluj dcli^dit in discussui'^ 
ilio lunnbor of 'ruirilorial Ibittorios 
ro(jinsilc to kill ono (lornian scout — 
nor bow many Yeomen must hestndo 
a sinj^lo chai{i;cr iiilo action. Details 
such as these, hy ('V('r\ Ih’itish prece 
dent, aio scttlnil alter iN'aco is declared. 
Jt is tlio triumpli of (‘X[)(n-ionco over 
theory. Tt has made us what we are. 
It will make us what we shall he. 

ihit, for the comfort of the lads he- 
hiiul tlio coil liter tlui lads w ho make 
the charges and, if 1 may say so, 
the coimte.r'ediai’e(!S ho is most 
j earneslly concerned. “ Why,” says he, 
“ shoidii lhe.^e fjallant fellows -Kn^^- 
land's, tiurd h(»j)e- -lo siihjectod to an 
inconvenience wliich a low hundred 
thousand pounds would totally re- 
move? ” 

Inspired by such thouii^lits lio took it 
upon himself to write to the S.'cretary 
of State for the War fXipartment and 
offer him at very moderate rates (as 
such things go) an invention of his 
own for ensuring blue skies and a 
blaising sun during the Annual Oamp. 


“ Nothing,” lie points out to him (on | 
page 17), “can exceed the discomfort 
oxjicrienccd hy troops under earivas in 
such weather as we now absorb. Will 
you condemn the proietfc^ of your 
predecessor to plod squelcliily homo, 
(lay by day, through the streaming l ain 
when a word (and a cho(|iie) from you 
would ensnro their l:oiiig as dry as the 
proverbial Si^olsman ? ” 

^J’his invention of kYagonet’a is sim- 
plicity itself. It consists of the iqipor- 
w'orks of an umbrella. In place of the 
conventi(Hial “ stick ” there is a short 
sloel spike which lits into the muzzle 
of the rifle. 

.1 1 is an undisputed scientific fact that 
if one goes out wdth an umbrella it 
never rams. The effect on tiie weather 
of --lot us say - the London Scottish 
mi^rcliing out of camp witii their thou- 
sand kilts a SVA inging and their thousand 
uml)ial>ellas raised towards tlie heavens 
would bo irresistible. A montli’s 
drought at least w'ould follow. Tlie 
sun would blaze all day and, very 
possibly, all night. The Territorial 
w^ould sing blithely on the march and 
the farmer in the cornfield. 

When not in use the umhrabella is 
shoathed alongside the bayonet in an 
elastic scabbard. 


Nor is 11ns all. The convex surface, 
which is coloured green, hears upon it 
a life-size portrait cd' tlie profile of a 
sluep. By way of rank badges and 
further to enhance the deception, the 
umhrabcllas carried hy officeis will 
have ono or more slicop dogs painted 
on them. 

Think what sn])eilalive “cover” it 
would ho ! Bnga(l(5 after brigade, 
bloating plaintively, could advance to 
the firing lino and pour their volleys 
into the unsuspecting foe. Victory is 
ours. Mats smiks down on us in war 
and IMicnbus beams on us in peace ! 

Never again, says Kragonet, need 
sucli an Annual Training as this last 
one he endured. Let the Government 
beware how it refuses to provide pro- 
tection for its citizen soldiers. A 
General Election is coming. Let it, ho 
says, bcwvaie lest these dripping and 
neglected “ Terriers ’’ change tlieir 
name to “ I’orials.” 

Sometimes 1 w^ondor if Fragoneti-> 
as mad (or as sane, for that matter) as 
ho pretends to be. 

“ Braid on Evening Trousers,” says 
a headline in a contemporary, and 
reminds us of the complementary work, 
** Taylor on Golf.” 








PUNCH, OB THE LONDON OHABIVABI. 







^‘1^1 


^ ■. ■'?.•■ , I 




"> ■: 








i Mm 




.J ' ' ( /_ «• U Srii/iu|»y^^ 

“ Hak vouu pain oonr now, daumng?” 


*‘I CAN F FKKI, PllH'Frt OK 1 i’ NMIKN 1 00 TtKE TnH«*‘' 


AT THE PLAY. 

“ AuT and Ol’l’OUTUNITY.” 

Ono is familiar enough with Ujg kind 
of comedy that starts as a comedy 
and then, half-way through, tho Jiiier 
hiiiriour gives out and somebody squirts 
a soda-siphon and somebody olso trips 
over tho door-mat just to keep things 
going, and tho last Act is carried 
through on a hurricano of buffoonery. 
Well, this is not quite what liappcned 
with Mr. HAitoru) Chunx’s “ comedy " 
at the Prince of Wales’s. Physically, 
though the Third Duke of Keels had 
his restive moments, tho players kept 
themselves under reasonable control ; 
it was the motives of their actions, or 
at least those of tho chief figure, that 
degenerated into a sort of intellectual 
farce. 

Mrs. Choverellp, widow and adven- 
turess, has secured the afToctions of 
Algernon dr, Gossamore, callow youth 
and son of the hoir-presurnptivo to the 
Dukedom of Keels. In a First Act full 
of pleasant comedy we see her disarming 
the parent’s opposition by her trans- 
parent candour. She is of the jelly-fish 
order, her verjr transparency serving, 
like a protective colouring, to render 
I her true oharaoter invisible. It is 
I ber Slitter design to throw over the 


son in favour of the father, thus saving 
one of the intermediary stops to fortuiu'. 
In tho Second Act, to the natural in 
dignation of the youth (it almost always 
shatters a son’s piety to be cut out l»y 
his father in an affair of tho heart), sijn 
makes this transilient move. Mean- 
while, to the Duke, who had coin 
missioned his very businesslike private 
secretary to buy her off, her ujiward 
progress threatens danger. Is ho not 
tho climax ? What is to prevent her 
from leaping at one fell hound to the 
top of the ladder, disregarding all tho 
lower rungs '? 

Tlio ducal eye is under her fascina- 
tion. lie is her rabbit and she his 
boa-constrictor, liut tho autlior is 
determined at all costs to bo anything 
but obvious. As in tho host doioctive 
stories, whore the crime is ultimately 
traced to the very last person you ever 
thought of, so here the gay widow falls 
finally into tho arms of tho most 
improbable of all the male cast — tlio 
private secretary, with whom slio has 
hitherto not exchanged ono civil word. 

If the author was determined to 
have this denouement, J venture to 
suggest that be might have got at it 
by a more exhilarating process. The 
lady should have demanded from the 
secretary a fabulous sum as the price 


of lu r dismisHal, and maniud him <>U 
tho procu'uds. Wasn’t ihero a no* 
toriouH precedent for Homulhing like 
this in tho Ix^st cirolos? 

Hut the autlior had hm own views, 
and j)rofori’('(l to bring -about his results j 
by an elahorato feat i>f luuudfttry which j 
imposed upon nobody ; xud m the end | 
the adventuress makos nolhlng by iL 
By tho oilier scheme slie vvoukl have 
secured tho one tiling slio vvas out for 
namely a fortune, for who doesn't 
seem to Imve worried ftiuch about the 
title. Bui>, as it is, she gain^ nothing ; 
for there w as run ru* any pnd/Kueo that she 
ha.d made tin*, one slip tha t I he cleverest 
adventuresses sometimes make, and 
actually fallen in love with au itudigiblo* 
'J’lic fact is lhai Mrs. CkeevrelU} is a 
little too (d(’vr‘i for hei'self, and far 
too clevei- for her audience ; and this 
is true of a good deal of tjbe play. 

J am confident that if the aMthorwould 
only put liimwolf in the position of his 
audiorieo- -infants tuying for the light 
ho would Hixm learn to temper tho 
obscurity of' his ilark sayinuM, and 
make things isjasier for us. lie was 
host when most inlelligiblai as in cer- 
tain wise apophthegms, sileli as La4y 
O' Hoyle* a remark ^ “It iN generally 
allowed that the laws* of nature only* 
apply to men " ; or this » “JlVo things 
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a woman likoa to seo: Woman trium- 
phant and Woman floored" - 
hero he have made tho propcj' 

diatinction that what a wonuin likes lo 
seo is tho triumph of her s('x iuni th<‘ 
disoomnture of tho indiviihnil ropn,‘’ 
sentativo of it. 

MissMAJtlKTKMPKH'r’s pDplllai W v WJIS 
a warrant of triuuipiL Tho luuhonco 
might not uneJorstund all tho things 



TIIK DAWNOV HKASONKI) AFFKCTION. 

Mfs. Ckeverellc (Misk Maun: 'rEMUKST) to 
Jiciif'i/ Jirvtlif (Mr. Nouaian 'I’liovoiiK “ Lot ’s 
Ro «ivor my (hjihUkM, stop by step iiiiu st-o what 
wo ’vc bo(m ux» 

she said, or why she said tiiein, hnt 
they know it must 1x5 all right so long 
as she saiil thorn in her own i nil ni table 
way. But I don’t (piiU*, know liow wo 
BhoiiM have fanxl witliout Mr. CIraham 
Bhownm’s Jhilcr. It was a n 3 ally 
liuniorous sketch, holh on tho political 
Hid(5 and on tliu sotual, and had the 
further merit of l)cing thoroughly 
un iorstatulahle. Ills luial hurst of 
{.ratilude to his socrctai}^ lor having 
rescued him from tlie widow’s dutches 
saved a very iinprohahlc situation and 
sent a pu/zlod au(liciic(5 sway on good 
terms ^wutli its own int 'lligonco. Mr 
BukON was all that you could want of 
ingenuous youth and long plastered 
hair, and Mr. Fuancui as lus father 
was very sound indeed in the Kiist Act. 
Mr. Tkmvou, as tho secrefary, said his 
words briskly, but never ’gave us any 
duo to tho, widow’s reason for being 
attracted to him. Finally. Miss Katk 
SjEiOBANtsoN, as Lady b'lJotjle, 
of the Duke and guardian of the Gcma 
more blood* spoke always with a 


delightfully emphatic clarity, being the 
ono ])tit>:on on tho stage of whom you 
could conlidenMy predict that shewonld 
alwjiys know her own mind and take 
cai'o til at every body else knew it. 

There is a jihraso that soineon|i uses 
.about Romtdliing in tho play : " A little 
involved hut still i n lores ti ng " ; and 
this is a fair description of tho author’s 
work. If only ho will Uiake his motives 
as clear as his dialogue, at its best, is 
hiillinnt, bo should travel fai*. 

“ EvKFtYWOMAN." 

It is not really tho story of I^very- 
woman, nor yet of EveryothoT woman ; 
indited i hope it is not even tho story 
of Kvoi Yimndr(5dth woman. You might 
as well deseril)o IfouAUTn's “ Kak(5’s 
Progress " as tho history of Everyman. 
'J’ho J)rui y Lane version of tho caieer 
of a tvfiical w'oman is in no sense 
typical, f‘.xcept of J)rury Jjano, and not 
always of that. 

My second ti’ouhlo is eoneorned vviLli 
tlio niijongruity of this mixture, of tlie 
phraseology of ilu; Middle Ages wuth a 
setting ol modem realism. And tho 
costumes only added lo the nuxlley, 
running riot as th(‘y did throiigh all 
sorts of confounded jieiiods. Llost of 
tho personilications of Virtues and 
Vices were in [uosont day dress : hut 
rassio/i was a Georgian highwayman ; 
Fiditr)// might have slopped out of 
The Sr ho for Sraiidal , hocr woio the 
garb of a nmdia*val apprentice. I’hirdly, 
c no never kiievv where ono was with 
those aikigorical figures. Eortho most 
part they represented permanent ab- 
stractions, as ill the case of Tt lUJt 
But Beauty was only a temporal y 



abstraction, attuchod for the time being 
to one I articular woman, and dying 
half-w'ay through the play. Yet, if 
v\^o may believe ](i:ath, Truth and 
Beauty are idcnticjil, and if the one is 
oiornal then so is tho other. 

^JTioir actions, loo, and the sequence 
:)f them, w'oro often strangely illogical. 
Thus it is not till after^she has yielded 
,0 Passuiu tliat K rcry u ornan is deserted 
by Modest If, and it is then that she 
alls in Cousrieurr to rout fort her, at 
tlie very moment when ^you would 
have expected this e.xcellent Quality lo 





•‘SACKED AND PliOFANE LOVE. 

King Love Mr. Ion Swinuky 

PassUm Mr. WirjFiUD Douthitt. 


^hnu-ouf 


!Mr. If. H. IitvLNU (as Nutfodi/). “1 don'i 
think innoh of niy ; but whf) know.s V it 
may be a Ktcp})iiiS‘^ti>no to tho Christinas 
T^antoinurns.’' 

come furwaid with implements of 
torture. Beauty, again, perishes long 
before YuuUl Yet, if I have any 
acquaintance, by rcqiort, wuth tlie arts 
of almost hi very Woiiiiin, it is generally 
tho other way aliout. Then there was 
Passion, who was represented as 
deceiving tho lady umlcr the mask 
of liove. Yet she know his real name, 
for Ills label was perfectly clear; 
and so there was not tlie faintest 
excuse for mistaking his identity. 

Comparisons, inevilahly suggested, 
between Kvcrywouuvi nnd The Nun 
were all in favour of Dr. RicjNHAimT’H 
pageant. The lurid career that was 
conceivable in tho one case was purely 
arbitrary in ilio otlior. Jler cloistral 
seclusion naturally encouraged in The 
Nun a })as8ionate curiosity to see 
something of Eovo and tho colour of 
Life ; and it was as an unprotected 
female that she adventured into the 
outside world. But Evcrywovian was 
brought up in the domestic comfort of 
a well-appointed homo, with a large 
rnirrer and a nice coneoryatory ; with 
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Modesty to companion her ; with a per- 
fectly roBpectable King Love living 
next door, and Truth, his raotlior, 
ready to chaperon hor at any time. 

Jn the matter of artistic design and 
unity it would, of course, bo ludicrous 
to compare the two productions, and 
there was also an incalciilalde advantage 
enjoyed by The Nun in being a pageant 
without words? For, though a true 
poet in the poison of IMr. Stkphkn 
Fhilihps had boon called in to tinker 
up the original of Every woman, he 
must have lound some of it past repair, 
for, to ho frank, the amended libretto 
was not voi*y groat stuff. 

Still, with the bizarre material at his 
command Mr. C^^ollins made an admir- 
able show ; and the perfonnanoo of Miss 
Alexandha Caulislio, of wliom one 
hardly suspected so nnicfi versatility 
or so earnest a sincerity, was a real 
triumph. Of tlio rest, the host of the 
figures was pcrlnips that of Miss 
CoiiiiiNCJK as Youth, very sympathetic 
study. Miss Gladys Coopek was woll- 
cliosen for the part of Beauty, and Miss 
Winter for that of ^l(Kici>ty. As 
Passion, Mr. Douthitt sung his dread- 
ful (lra\^ing•ro()^n lines with a fine 
resonance, tliougli he shattered tradi- 
tion by not being a ti'iior. Miss Kate 
liouKE as Truth, an antique who was 
ultimately reston'd as good as now, did 
a very sound piece of work ; and Mr. 
Fred Lewis, as a bloated millionaire, 
coiujuerGd many difficultic^s. 

l^inally, iny sym])atliie3 go out to 
Mr. Jl. J3. Ihvjnci, whoso business it 
was, as a kind of chorus, to throw off 
from time to time a lot of dull rloggrel, 
only relieveil by an incredibly frequent 
iteration of the same little joke iq)on 
his name of Nobody. With the assist- 
ances of some bilious-green limelight bo 
boro it with an extraordinary and 
heroic composure. 

Artistically, and for tlie purj)osos of 
an allegory, the first scene was the 
best ; for the background, the costumes 
and the schemo of movonient wcjre 
largely decorative and avoided airtuality. 
Of the realistic scenes the one of which 



Solicitor {endeavour nuj (hscover climrs lefjal status) “ Ik i', n »\v h»nu 18 »t 

since you heard from your ilUSRAND?*' 

Client. “Weed, yeu see, 'e i.eft me the day ’e wah mmuukd, and tih'ir \h \ ’aint 
'eard nothin’ of ’im since, nor wanted; i.kaktwayh, I nui 'k\u cahism. hue ihat ‘e 

WERE DEAD, RUT IT MAY HE ONLY ’iH FUN." 


though this \va8 a Morality concerned 
with the modern career of livery 
Woman there was no reference to th 
Suffragist rnovemont ; so 1 am half 
afraid that Miss Ciiriktahkl Fank 
HURST will not run over from I’aris to 
see it. 


More Secret Benieilieii. 

“ 'Po irn}>n>vl^ til'' liriilMi t.r\ 

Tfiilf liil ii twu poiiiul j.iiii \NliitniR, 

und prociiM' a |irmiv Morlv nl dyo litid a 

|)(‘niiy ])an(l liriidi Hhisolvo tlit* toit iii 
ii.iMiii wdJi Ihill* a j»nit "f IhmIiux uutor, 

Mtir with stil t I lu ll add llio 
I'raduiillv iit/cl 'i'i 'times. 


most was expected- -Piccadilly Circus 
--was disappointing. It never sug- 
gested the original. A single practicable 
electric brougliarn (the rest were fixed 
in two dimensions) was inadequate to 
I’epreaent the maelstrom of tiaffic in 
this congested locality; and the chief 
merit of the scene was the miraculous 
rapidity with which it gave place to 
the exterior of a church, with snow- 
storm. On the other hand, ** The Stage 
of a Theatre ” was a very remarkable 
and daring exposure of the sordid 
secrets of life behind the foot-lights of 
what I took to be Drury Lane itself. 

It was significant, by the way, that : 


I should bo iingratedul if I did not 
end on a noto of compliment to actors, 
scene-painters and management for a 
spectacle which hold the audionco 
riveted. And if curiosity was perlu^ijis 
their dominant emotion, and tliis may 
moan that some of thorn (possibly 
ncluding myself) will forgo the edili- 
cation of a second visit, .1 am at least 
very glad to have seen it once. O. S. 

From a Baboo letter of application : 

" I am a young, of about yesum o( age. 
My siee ig 5 feet and 9 inchos ; long enough to 
join the Military peparthient. My braaet in* 
volves about 39 


!t doesn’t Hound as if it would improve) 
the wilding’s liralth, hut that cannot 
he lielpOLl. We huvo sent to the fish- 
monger and the oilman for the ingre- 
dients, urul piciprnio to try ft* on our 
cold to-nighi. 

Commercial Candoui. 

What arUBt^tnni nays ' I aiti 

{ >h)}AHed with your liiiuvli s woik ; inv Uin^jh ii,ro 
iRghiiiiiig to got am ioi« " 

oi " Ikladime/' 

—— * 

"North-wonttirly wiruL, gait* locally ; bhowers 
and fair intervalM , eold ^'orh 

Not at all ; we ospecItHl it. 
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NEWS PBOM THE BOURSE. 
My Humiliation. 

It may be true that some men aro 
bom great ; bub it is absolutely true— 
no doubt whatever -that sorue mon 
are born never to bo jihlo lo .sc‘ll any- 
thing. I am chief of them. 'J’o buy, 
yes; but to seir/ — that is another 
matter. How is this ? Why is it that 
the two gifts, although united in certain 
of us, aro so utterly distinct in others? 

I will givo you an oxainplo. Suppose 
that I want a dog. It matters very 
littio what kind of a dog; but a dog. 
1 ask advice and find that there is no 
dog so popular as a hob-tailed sheep- 
dog blue, old English and so forth. 

(Jet a good one," says the counsellor, 
and — this is all supposition, of course- 
1 do so. Tlicro is no difficulty, not the 
least. Tlio world is suddenly full of 
people witli Uio best bob- tailed sheep- 
dogs to soli. I select a brooder, write 
to him, choose a particularly promising 
pup and send a clieque for him. How 
much ? I^’ivo guineas, lot us say. 
Nothing is easier than this. I am on 
my own ground : I am buying. 

Suppose next that after a couple of 
years, during which time the dog has 
been trained to work with the Hock, 
I want to soil him fur any reason. 
He is too big, too clumsy, ho breaks 
too many llowers, he eats too rmicli 
mon^jy; or say that the shepherd who 
has trained him has loft tlie neighbour- 
hood and did not no<Hl him any more 
and tljo dog moped when not in his 
company. 

Say what you like : the point is tliat 
ho lias to go ; that the time is ripe for 
me to booorue a seller — what then ? 
You would fancy that, the fashion in 
clogs not having changed in the inter- 
val, sheep-dogs were still markotablo. 
Porliaps they aro ; but not mine. He 
cost five guineas, 1 said, wdien a pup. 
lie is now trained and tried : surely he 
is wortli ciglit? I advertise liini at 
that and got no ro})lies, I advertise 
again at six ami get no replies. He 
has a pedigree, wo will assume, a yard 
long. 1 advertise him at four and got 
no replies. I oiler him to his original 
broedor, recalling the circumstances of 
the purchase, but ho answ^ers that 
ho cannot trace the transaction and 
does not want lo purchase, anyway. I 
advertise him at throe guineas and 
reoeivo two repUcs-- both from shep- 
bordis^ poor men, as they aro careful 
to point out — offering one pound if he 
satisfiofl on trial. I offc» to send him — 
both are, of course, living a long way 
off' and the lare and trouble would cost 
five shillings, and neither replies again. 
Then I advertise ho more, but put 

the news about in the neighbourhood 


that a sheep-dog is for sale, and still 
J got no replies. I ask niy friends if 
they want a dog, and all say No, except 
one man, who would not mind one as 
a gift. The end of it is that the dog 
remains on my hands and continues 
to do damage and mope and eat money. 
Moanwliilo the breeder from whom I 
bought him is soiling sheep-dogs all 
day long, and The Exchange and Mart 
is full of traffic in sheep-dogs. And 
mine is as good as uny of them, and 
probably a good deal cheaper, but ho 
will be on ray hands for ever. And all 
liecauso it is my destiny not to be able 
to sell — only to buy. 

I took a sheep-dog as an example 
because it is apt. But there aro other 
things as striking. I can take a house 
with any man; hut can I lot it? No. 
1 can buy shares ; but can I sell them 
at anything but a loss? No. I buy 
old books and their value instantly 
drops. 1 buy water-colours and no 
one but myself has the faintest desire 
to possess them. And all the time 1 
am meeting men whose solo activity in 
life is to pick up this and that bargain 
and reap fifty per cent, on it. So 
diversified we are ; so many of us aro 
there to make up this littio world. 

THE BOOM IN PARLIAMENTS. 

Mu. Winston Churchill’s scheme 
of Federal Homo Rule, under which the 
country would possess ten or a dozen 
parliaments, liiis not been allowed to 
pass unnoticed. 

Already a hot discussion is raging in 
Lancashire as to the most suitable 
centre for the parliament bouse for 
that county. While there are numbers 
who feel that Manchester should be the 
honoured city, the people of Wigan 
fool very strongly that Wigan should 
bo the seat of government. As for 
Yorkshire, the Mayor of Scarborougli 
has not delayed to press the claims of 
that resort, pointing out most justly 
that the town affords excellent boating 
and bathing, with bands, piorrots and 
other attractions. 

Something like consternation reigns 
in Burslem and its neighbouring towns 
at the suggestion that the Midlands 
should possess a parliament of its own. 
At 41 street corner the other evening, 
a group of five or six dotormiiied-look- 
ing townsmen was heard to state in 
unison, “ Burslem will fight, and Bur- 
slerii will ho right," and this is but the 
beginning of a movement that is bound 
to spread like wUd-fire. Already certain 
of the local political associations have 
purchased iron dumb-bells and Indian 
clubs, and other .implements will be 
secured if neodsear/. An advertidement 
in a Staff ordsUreeveiiSng na^epape^ 


eighteen to twenty competent drill- 
sergeants able to ked]^ a secret tells its 
own tale. Convention^" and " cove- 
nant" $X 0 two of the inost popular 
words in the Five Towns, and there is 
an enormously increased sale of Mr. 
Arnold Bennett's books, into which 
ardent students are delving for full 
information about thp revolutionary 
methods of the Froncli. 

A well-known firm of building con- 
tractors, in conjunction with one of 
our most enterprising arcihitects, has 
been at work niglit and day in gottingout 
designs and estimates for a useful and 
inexpensive type of parlian»ont house. 
In a few days the results of tboir labours 
will be placed before the authorities, 
and quotations for single buildings, or 
per dozen, will be submitted. 

Wo should like to add that, for real 
bargains in macos and Speakers’ wigs, 
tbo)o is little to choose between Gam- 
ridge’s and Solfage’s, 

HONEY MEADOW. 

Here, Betsey, where the sainfoin blow^s 
Pink and the grass more thickly grows, 
Where small brown boos are winging 
To clamber up the stooping flowers, 

V/o ’ll sliaro tlie sweet and sunny hours 
Made murmurous with their singing. 

Dear, it requires no small address 
In such a billowy flowerincss 
For you, so young, to sally ; 

Yet would you still out-stay tlu^ sun 
And linger wlien his light was done 
Along the haunted valley. 

O small brown lingers, clutched to 
seize 

Tlio biggest blooms, don’t spill the 
bees ; 

Imagine what contempt he 
Would meet who ventured to arrive 
lioine, of an evening, at the hive 
Witli both Ids pockets empty! 

Moreover, if you steal their share, 

The bees become too poor to spare 
Their sweets nor part with any 
Honey at tea-time ; so for you 
What w^ero for thorn a cell too few 
Would bo a sell too many! 

Or, what were worse for you and me, 
They might admire the industry 
So thoughtlessly paraded, 

And, tired of their browui queen, main- 
tain 

That no one needed Betsey- Jane 
As urgently as they did. 

So would you taste in some far clime 
The plunder of eternal thyme 
And you would quite forget us, 

Our cottage and these En^msh tree^^ 
When you were Queen ol ^iiey 
At Sybla or . 
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7m/i Smjeant (on a Monday morimu ). “Is ut goin’ on pauadb yk auk that ways? Ik ve’he likk that Moni*\v maukiSm* 

niWAT THE DIVIL WILL YE HE J.IKE SaTHUUDAY NIGHT?’* 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Actually, for tho lirst four or five chapters of Lamor na 
(Methuen), f thought it was going to prove that hitherto 
undiscovered thing, a novel ])y Mrs. Alfuejd Sir)G>viCK in 
which niy intorost would fail to ho wholly absorbed. Of 
courso 1 was all wrong. From the inomont when Lamorna 
and Bansy started for the Corithiout, and tho story 
contrived to sliake itself free of soiiio earlier hesitations, it 
had me captive. Not, I feel hound to tell you, that it is 
altogether a happy or pleasant story ; quite tho contrary. 
Most of it concerns the very real and grim trouble into 
which silly Bansy contrives to plunge herself (and Lamorna) 
by conduct a good deal worse than foolisli. Thoro are also 
a couple of thorough-paced blackguards, the one wdio takes 
advantage of Bansy' s infatuation, and the other (to my 
mind a little loss credible) who would use his knowledge of 
it to blackmail her friend into marriage. You will see 
from this that you are not going to find Mrs. Sidqwick in 
a comedy mood; and if, with mo, you admire her most in 
that mood, you will be sorry. But she has written nothing 
more absorbing; to the last page 1 was in a state of 
trembling doubt as to how it would all end. Also her 
people* with the exceptions indicated, are just the same 
sensible, level-headed human beings whom she draws so 
convincingly. 1 shudder, for example, to suppose what the 
conventional novel-heroine would have done in such a 
situation as confronted Lamorna^ when the cad Wigan 
tlnpcatelted to expose her friend unless Larr^ama married i 
bins* Beittg the ^creation of Mrs. Stnawioic« she wentj 
stiui^t to 9ie bice man she was engaged to, and^ having ! 


U-IL...! *1... .X.. 


[ Jf only more authors wrote like Unit I 


i < . 1 i V li i ktt V* 


Wo have all, for many a long year, boon inr.iting Mr. 
E. h \ Benson to sit down, tuko time and wvilo bis maahn- 
pioce ; and iU)W bo has goni^ luid done it. Wbntbor or !»ofc 
ilfri*. Acacs (ilouDEu and SnnJtinTON) is a groat book (and 
1 am not so sure it isn’t, if only 1 liad the courngo to say $o) 
it is certainly worthy of liimscll at bis host, Tbmi is a 
merciful absences of duclu'ssus and ultra-smart folk ; tho 
persons concerned aro a very ordinary std. in a jjrf)vincial 
backwater, who stand on tlioir nioritk as individual 
cliaractors and trade on no illuHory attraction «>f birth or 
“ tiie movement” by which to reroinmend tboirUht^lvos to 
tho reader. If one's interest is intiiguofl by Mumi, and 
indeed it is, the credit is the autlior's ulenc. Uis tiuune is 
tho monotony of provincial life, but this is no bloodloiis ! 
sketch of tho dull cxistenco of didl jH3ople. 'fboir very 
dulness reacts upon thonisohoM a’ d inevitably pVoihicesan 
engrossing story without tim udv«‘n(.itious aid of any 
improbable or; even moinoidoim incident. Ifivot} the ten- 
dencies to elopo or cry “ Volos for women 1 bear no signs 
of having boon forced in order io tickle ro«pi cfcivtdy the 
romantic or the topical semwe, but follow in natural 
Boqucnce. Mrs. Ames, tho lady herself, makes a pitifully 
obvious and futile attempt to ’i*egain her first youth. I 
congratulate Mr. Benson most btvulily on having regained j 
bis without any apparent effort, 

Oontomporaneottsly with her introduction to the British 
atage (but then* of course, those little eoinotidenoes will , 
happen 1) these maehee me a slender volume called, N 0 W 




244 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


OhronicUs of Bcbecm of Smnj/Jrronlc Farm (irooDEB and 
Stoughton). It is published at a shillin^j, and I fanoy 
there munt bo many admirers of Miss Kate DouuIjAS 
' WiGGiN quite ready to pay more than tliat for the renewed 
society of her besL-lmown heroino. Not tliat Jiehccca, 
manifold as are her oxcollcu^’os, i'* a youn;» lady for all 
tastes. Personally, 1 bfdievn that in real life rIio would 
have bored ino cra/y. 1 haUs to say it, but in all her 
chronicles thorn is to ino an uneasy su^f»estioti of the an^el- 
child, with Jiinolif^ht and appropriate music', tliat simply 
ruins my onjoymont. This is perhaps unfair, as Rebecca 
is by no moans unduly virtuous and certainly does not die 
in tlie last chajiter. Still, there it is--l can’t believe in her. 
- But those who can will certainly welcome a volume that 
lias all the qualities of its predecessor, 1 fancy it is more 
particularly what would be called “the story of the play,’* 
as many of tlio chronicles- that concerning the Simpson 
weddinf;'ring and others- -I recognise as forming part of 
Uebeepas stage tratlic at the (j lobe Theatre. Very possibly 
there the art of a winsome and clever little lady may 
invest thorn with a per- 
sonal fascination that 
(for mo at least) they 
lack on the printed 
page. Jn that case the 
success of the book is 
assured beforehand, and 
my humble apprecia- 
tion can bo dispensed 
with. 

Those clover persons, 

C. N. and A. M. Wm- 
LiAMSON, must, I am 
quite sure, liavo had 
some moments of pure 
enjoyment in the com 
position of their latest 
story, Heather 
Moon (Methuen). To 
■ create the brother and 
sister, Basil and Aline, 
to make them the joint 
authors of po})ular 
: motor-novels, and incidentally the foiled villains of this par- 
ticular tale, must have been for the versatile originals of the 
caricatunj the greatest possible fun. Even their personal 
j appearance is mildly burlesqued, and the photographs that, 

I taken together, • were considered by publishers to help the 
I sale of their hooks." Tliis is all tlio most excellent and 
I disarming play ; and, if only for the sake of it, 1 wish J 
; could add that the story it adorns is equal to others that I 
have enjoyed from the same pons, Honestly, 1 don’t quite 
* think tliis. The characters seem afTcuted by that un- 
; certainty of line which is characteristic of moonlight effects, 
j Barrie, the young girl who is taken over Scotland in a 
I touring-car , Somerlcd, dier host and lover ; the actress- 
, mother, ojf whom she is in search, are all a Uttle shadowy. 

Moreover, the necessity of changing, in various parts, from 
j the third to the lirst jirrson produces (if 1 may fall naturally 
into an appropriate metaphor) an alteration of gear which 
effects the even running of tlio plot with an awkward jar. 
And smooth-going is a diaracteristic that I have long 
learned to associate with the \V illtamson make of motor- 
story. But,* though 1 confess to have been a little dis- 
appointed with the intrigue, about the setting, the little 
lightning sketches of places and scenery, there is certainly 
SiQ. diminution ki skill. . It ,\yas perhaps inevitable thai 
tlua tale of a romantic party, journeying on the Bordet iiigh- 
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roads, should remind me of an older favourite. Tiiero is 
much of tho zest of Black’s immortal Phaeton about those 
motor advontifres. And this is high praise. 

I don’t know wliothor the influenco of pictorial posters 
rocoirimonding hoot polish and tooth powdor and the like 
has anything to do with it, but there is a rapidly growing 
habit amongst publishers of supplying a portrait of a yourjg 
woman with no name undernoatli her as a frontispiece to 
their novels. The Rat-Trap, written by “Daniel Wood- 
uoEEE " and published by WKitNEU Lauiue, does this, and 
T am still in doubt as to whether the })hotograph at the 
hoginning represents Hoy a, the heroine, or soiAebody else. 
But 1 like to think it is somebody else. . . . The Rat-Trap 
is a tirade against the institution of marriage, and tho 
argument is supported by two ca5es-“(l) that of Captain 
Macintyre, whose wife develops homicidal mania and 
nearly puts out one of the gallant soldier’s eyes, and (2) 
that of the mother of Iloya, who makes an unfortunate 
second match with a scoundrelly adventurer. Captain 

Maciviyre and liaya 
decide therefore to 
dispense with the ob- 
noxious ceremony. 
P)Osides theoxcitements 
incidental to her them (3 
tho author throws in a 
slnpwreck and a shoot- 
ing affray in tho West 
Indies ; but, although 
there are some woll- 
ohsorved el larae tor- 
sketches and one clever 
conversation in the 
hook, The Rat-Trap 
failed to grip mo. J 
think there must ho 
something w'rong with 
tho spring. It may he 
because “Daniel 
W 0 0 1) HO FEE " has 
chosen such very ex- 
treme instances , hut I 
am inohned to answer 
her thesis opigrammatically with a single word — taken from 
tho metaphor which she has herself employed in the title. 


The Kuined Summer Again. 

Tho incoinplotod YorkHhire ohampionship doubloH will bo playotl 
f)u Saturday, at 2.30, Soini-fmals; F<. Middleton .and CJ. It. T. Taylor 
V. ('. W. W'^ade and Jl. 11. Priostloy ; and the swimmers v. K. and 
S. Wiitsori in the final. "--AS'mr6r>roM.(/7i Kvemiuj News. 

If the Messrs. Watson could swim too, the final must have 
been a great struggle. 


“SENSATIONAL NPiW YORK LEW SUIT.” 

Dundee Advertiser. 

Our own Ihw suit consists mainly of a couple of pads, 
which are always getting in tho way. 

“ Mrs. — is a keen sportswrunan, inheriting her late father's taste. 
On tho day when this photograph was taken she socurod a Hpleudid 
dish of praw’iLs." — Gentlewoman. 

You should see us spearing whitebait by moonlight. 


“ He Rang of tho gilded oourta of kings and the tears dripped un- 
heeded from the listonor’s ears.” — The Story-Teller. 

Probably sopiebody noticed it, although too polite to aey 
anything. . . 






ANOTHiW OONTIIOVfItif, 

rit yociJii^^y \M\\ 


'''■-''''■''r! ''^' yCuAiiivAtt ‘ diet fttmishefl ' m the moitt " '" ’■> ': 

. W* ^ , form the p>y9^v ot ena^no^mvdt^ ANOTHiR OONTROVERtf.; 

Ak phio^w8|iap^ Ottered a pme by an operatic singer. A noticd m the [H hm waintly \Mn atvMaA ! 

Ipr The Perfect Husband, and he has theatre will no doubt run If you wlusiber khs oriflln oi U io wlocn® i*u 
bpen found at last. We are not sur- must throw anything at the artistes, ^ primitive «iil«k»unA Ohwiatm ^ ’ 

prised to hear that ho is a millionaire, please^lot it be carrots.** on«oftUeaUytci»3«sirt.j 

' ^ ./•'* -tr . . . Oh, oft with me you Ve had it out. 

Statistics compiled by the Municipal The spread of tho love of luxury Thomas, in many a doailljr bout, 

Oouncil show , that most widows in seems to bo affecting everyone and Orossed swords at many u jumiiuiO; 
Paris take a second husband within everything. This year many of our Pinked mo, it luay be, wiilt the poilit 
eighte^ months of the death I ! ] Right tbiougli my dialeoti© i 


eighteen months of the death 

of the first. Some wives, it is ' joint " .J 

said, even get engaged again * Oi foil, in (.m u thepunotWW. i 

soon after their first marriage, IJintrts '^1 ‘ 

subject to tho life interest of fr/t ^v/ height for WaWi«di.t 

their first husband. ^ Kent; ’ 

Hwanagp'-wC | 

With reference to Mr. I 1 hayo lent 

Winston Churchill’s pro- My wrMght to Tol^elnuory ; 

posal fora number of local I (tiuit a (lunl might ocej^f) j 

parliaments for England, it Have been a lattlc JfiUg* v 

should not bo forgotten that I ^ laiuJor 

tho experiment of running a (|uito (be^ ; 

already been tried with, we h jj^k 

believe, consKlerablo success. ■^h Wo ve luglild Comm«aa/ 

Hundreds of excursionists >y !hii'''vi-niiilri bm ir n ' 

and others watched a battle '^Khavvam c. l'OTi« K»Aav! 

between Eederal troops and 

revolutionists in Northern KKKKI^i\rj\f\ On Inonanenla and CcUfinr* 

Mexico the other day. Ills JBH P gTF ship 

I said to have been a capital 1 (Bulijocts of which wo have 

! entertainment, and tho spec- no grip 

tators could scarcely have Afford tho Imnm'St fighting) 

boon surprised when some of wBHyV- Wo 'vo said our most exoit<»d 

tho combatants thought it ^1 , f 

right to makeui small charge. ^ | And argued half a sunnw’s 

At a tinui when, owing Mohuison rermif WhITE- 

woro somewhat depressed, it oontrovmshd thing 

must have been some little Has done for us to have our 

consolation to them to road fling- ^ 

that Crystal Gazer won the Ihiconuuu- hvmmmU 

Wellosboiirne Nursery , Ho now on wtbli supple 

Handicap at Warwick. ^ INNOCENT ACCOMPLICE. wrist- 

Man of High Principles. ** Arjbn’t you abhamtau of kaunino irouit ^ un as a strong Gliwnatitnst, 
Inmates of the now prison advektibinq humbug of that bout? PoiiTunB-TELuiNu J as a Cytoidasmist* 

homo for habitual offenders it is I ,, , 

at Camp Hill Isle of Wight, ^ 

are now supplied with smart I ! v,au, uf kn hour a.t ihs mi tee i 

uniforms, and are allowed to read i birds have left for the South much I no unoommou Dims li., luuly «• tAW o'ckiok in 
magazines and newspapers, and to earlier than usual. n'onuun, and when tho ocutw* mlly 


ml 


. uei-P 

’'AJ 

\‘W 




"K.i sri'iit )H Uto riutlt that 4 
waiii uf ail hour at the first tee kn 


smoke* Look out shortly for a useful 
handbook entitled, “How to become 
an habitual offender.** 


The world of dross. Wo learii ‘that 


U} till, a half hiiur wait n| every suo^ 
mMjiKiut too i« lihuont a ruUi.’'-' A7^ula»‘d. 


an habitual offender." “ slanting bonnets ” are to bo a Icatuio “lowing Uo homn tm the actual 

of tho newest motor-cars. play, a round wmiM take 11^ 

"Lost Babv Committke.” ================ Wo hope tho cafkho gots liis ftdl !«/. 

The Daily Mail, “Tho now harbour at h'raiikfurfc-oii4hc- an hour. ^ 

That is tho worst of these committees boon inaugurated recently at ;; ;; , 

-e ii . • I • I bho easterjr end of the town, ofjvcrs a total “Golf has a firm vmi c-i tito Gold i 

I t^aor years, they get ttuslaici so arcaof 4,fi00,C)008quaroHiil0H,ofwhi(5ii340,(XX) CoaHt, a courne luiviun hucu liiA «iut l>> the | 
^^dy* ]ji ,4. square miles are covered by water. “ lioy ^ng of Ugandi* at Kuiuiiaift *’ ’ 

* Limirpocl Journal of Oommercc, 

'A ;ii«^etarian conservatoire of music The vyesfcern end h^ to be content with Meanwhile it is rop^orki^ that Ihe; 
ia abhut th at Munich by a smaUrpark of paly 2,000,000 squaife lji|i|nperor is joptdaiSsmg 

a whb-d^lw^ thafc aveg^ ^ hodtey in Maflagasciu:* I 


a declaim that A vej^etaeianj miles* 


{hodcey in MafliagM iu:* 







ULSTER WILL WRITE. 


CSesbiui. Cabson. “THE PEN (FOB THE MOMENT) IS MIGHTIBB THAN THE ftWOKD. 
UP. NIBS. AND AT ’EMI" 

[On the 28th the Covenant of reeistanoe to Home RiRo will be elgne^ by Uleter Loyatktti.) 








Polic^^man (to half ’Smothered little burglar), “ Anyth ink as you pkz, my man, ’jl.l tjm took pmwn in ibviuknoiu AnAiN('*T 

T-Iir- A nr- nAn K DlOHUUll., Uiul Ml(U< sho heuiiri 

THE NIGHTMARE CAR. u.... i ..n: 


THE NIGHTMARE CAR. 

1 HAD looked ilirougli tlio wliolo of Llio dealer’s uiacliines, 
And noL one of the lot suited me or my mojiiis. 

There were some too exjiensivci and otheis loo small, 

And not one iliat 1 fancied the? looks of at all. 

Then the deahu’ looked ^hnn, hut ho ’phoned to tlie works : — 
“ Send along the now model we l)uilt for the Turks. 

She 's a blond " — ho addressed me — “ of fury and llaino, 
And I honestly can’t recommend Jier as tamo. 

But for those who likc^ pace, hnlf a minute a mih% 

With all fittings complete in the height of good style; 

Bor a man w ho w^ants comfort combined witli good fun 
And the acme of safety, this car is the one. 

When the road is all clear she will go like tlie wind ; 

There is nothing — no, notliing -she can’t leave behind. 

But she scents a police-trap, and when it occurs 
Tliere no crawl in the world lialf as crafty as hers. 

She was left on onr hands when the Turks came to blows, 
And we really must sell her to somoono who know's. 

She’d be cheap at three tliousand, hut, since it 's for you, 
We will take off a thousand and sell her for two.” 

Then the cat tooted round, and she purred at the door 
Witk|i oham I hlid never beared equalled before. 

She entrusted Avith jewels and plastered wdth gjold, 

3S' out my cheque-book and so she was sold. 


r W'as up iji a momonl., and tlinn she hogiin 
Her ])arado through iJin stii'clK hv upsi^tting a vtUi, 

And increased luu' jittii'icd ions l>> going like gvo;o*e 
Thj’ough a squad, whom she llatUmeil, fd (hty IVdioO. 

So we left tlie cruslied ruins of houses and men, 

Battled sla]) through a ciMintvy all ditches and leu; 

Took a turn on the uplands tind llu n, making giHisl 
All the pace wo had lost, ^ve jihingeil into a wood. 

We were right in the thick of tln^ brunches *md truuke, 

And the ha.ik flew in sli'ips u-nd the limhei' in cluiukM; 

And the rooks in thi'ir nesfs couldn’t utter ii sound 
Ih’O they found tliemst'Jves eciHti r(*d and thuuh on tho 
ground. 

Next, leaving our to()l box aid lyrci in the hireli, 

We ahandoufsl tho wood and madti straight for x\ chundu; 
Cleaned the Hectors snug hoiiS(‘. hte a thing mtulc of ftro, 
And w'ont on in mid air having chipp<‘d tiff the 

* 

Then wo tunnelled a mountain and, si ill free, 

Hurtled hard off a clill and Hkimmed over tho 
Till at Last full of ardour we linislied our spin 
Tlirough tlie root of a palace in i^andy Berlin. 

But a man wlioso moustaches stilok up lik<i a s|iCar,-« 

Baid, Votzlaumid, Ihrr Stordr, wan mavhi^n hur t^ 

** Majentai,'' 1 replM, and uncovtmul my head^ 

But the shock was too great, ami I woke up iu 

% 0 . U 


s‘ 
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tannols may prove the true solution were worth. But ho was firmly per* 
THE SILLY SEASON IN of the Irish question. In any case Snaded that in this Way alone tfa^ 
POLITICS. Tubular FederuJiBni is not outside the would be able to stave off for ever the 

MmiSTKRH are nothing if not iniiia- range of practical politics. nightmare of universal conscription, 

tive, and Mr. Winbton Chuuchill’h 27ie lVesl?7iinsler (rajsfiiieromsirks that The Daily Timen, commenting on 
exhilarating excursion into th(3 domain nothing could be better than the stimu- Lord Haldane's spt^ech, congratulates 
of constitutional roconstrucl-ion lias lating and suggestive speoeb delivered him on his genorous attitude to Colonel 
already provoked spirited compotition by Mr. Buxton to his constituents. We Seely. Such incidents, it remarks, 
on the part of bis colleagues. Wo confess, continues 27w that redoom tho squalor of politics and 

append a brief report of tho latest of we find it rather startling to conceive appeal to tho noblcA’ instincts of 
these efforts, witli the commonts of of ilio linking up of our dominions by humanity. The idea of village uni- 
The Daily Times and The WestvHUster this gigantic system of trans-oceanic vorsitios is altogetlier charming, though 
Gazette : -- tunnels. But os President of tho perhaps some time must ejapse before 

Mr. Sydney Bux'I'on, speaking at Board of Trade, Mr. Buxton must a Professor at Jjittlo Poddlington can 
Poplar last Friday, devoted the earlier have counted the cost, and, dismissing hope to attain tho prestige attaching 
partof his speech to tlio llorno Hide Bill financial considerations, \sq are fully to a Fellowship at All Souls, 
and the noble persistence of Mr. Asquith coruinced tliat wo rely too mucli on sea The Westainistce (fazettc cixnnot find 
in securing justice for Ireland. It was, traffic. It is of ilie first importance words to express its delight at the 


of tho Irish question. In any case leaded that in this way alone tfaCy 
Tubular FederuJisni is not outside the would be able to stave off for ever the 
range of practical politics. nightmare of universal conscription. 

The IVesiminsler Gazette The Daily TimeH, commenting on 


on tlie part 


he said, largely the work of one man- 

a man of supejh brain, 

dauntless courage, grtiat 
classical attainments and 
wonderful equanimity 
in the bunker-play of 

f olitios. Butilieworkof 
mporial reconciliation 
could iiot be achieved 
without improving our 
ooriimunications not- t|j 

ably by submarine tun- 
nels. He w'as convinced * 
tliat tho stability of 11 le 
Empire would never he 
secured until we had not 
only a Channo) tunnel, . 
but a tunnel from Holy- 
head to Kingstown, from 
Fishguard to ItoBslare, 
from Galw'ay to Jlalifax, iBHRSi 
from Vancouver to Hong 
Kong, from Colombo to ' 

thoQipG* and from Boin- .... 


I that tho difficulties should bo probed, I epocli-making suggestion of Lord 
- - liAJiDANE, or his masterly 


CAN T UK : 


‘Look, tukue 'b a i»iieabaht 1” 
BK; Tlli’Y don’t BEOIN TILL 


the Capo, luul froin FirU Yoinuj Lady {looking out of tvifwloic). “ Look, theue 'b a i»iieabant 1 ” 

V ' /-I 1 Vi a ' Secoml Young Lady, “BileyI it can’t be; they don’t beoin till 

voice: “Good old Syd- ocoheu.'* 

NEY*' and laughter.) Mr. - 

Buxton then dealt at length w ith the i and tho public mind directed to tlie mere details, 
humanizing influonco of tunn(3ls, the prohloui of Tubular Federation. focussing of 


charm of their “ dim religious light,’ 


Lord Haldane, addressing a great problem 


discretion in refraining 
from committing his col- 
lie leagues. Yet tlio scheme, 

^ The Wesiniinster owns, 

' inspires some misgivings 

, as to its feasibility. Lord 

■P^ ; I ITai41)\ne sjKJaks of far- 

» • mers as professors and 

labourers as lecturers. 

undei graduaios ? '^I’liis 
dilficulty,liowevcr, might 
Ixi easily ov(‘.rcoine by 
W i'nportiug them from the 
Tjk towns, from fhe older 

uriivevsiti(^s, or from tho 
W/ir " ' ’ congested districts of Ire- 

M \ ; land. Tlie question of 

endowment may be safely 
X \\ left to the r(3sourcef Illness 

^ the CliANUELLOU OF 

'i'HE Kvcuiiy.ijoi,. Thoro 

••X BE., IX. xiix I'otlion.yques- 

tion of University r(?pre- 
“ - - ' sentatioii. But tliese are 

mere details. The great thing is tho 
focussing of public attention on tlio 


diffusion of culture 


! relief which they afforded to tho con- Liberal meeting at Galashiels on Satur- among tlie masses, 

gestioii of BOa traffic, and their extra- day, paid a glowing tribute to the Lord Cuewe w^as the principal guest 

ordinary popularity with persons wlio energy and ability of his successor, at tho annual dinner of tlie Hauimer- 

suffer from rml de mer. Colonel Seely, he declared, resotnblod smith Anglo-Indian Art Club on 

Mr. Buxton observed in conclusion Juiuus CjiSAB not only in his profile Tluirsday last and delivered a remark- 
that ho was only speaking for liirnself, but in his military genius. Turning able speech. Dw'clling at the outset on 
and that ho did not commit any of iiis to the question of national efficiency, admin isti'ativo art, Lord Cheave said 
colleagues, some (if whom were excellent Lord Haldane insisted on the urg(mt that it liad been redeemed in this 
sailors. But he could not lefrain from need of indefinitely multiplying univer- country fjom its damaging associations 
broacliing a suggeBtion wliich ho was sities. There should bo a university by the exertions of one man — a man 
firmly cofivinoed was tlm only true not only in every city, but in every of unparalleled dignity, urbanity and 
Golution of the most pressing problems tow n and every village. He would like assiduity. Mr, Hauuourt, ho went on, 
of tliC hour. to see every farmer a professor, every was tlie ideal representative of the 

2^^ Daily ^Tunes, in a sympathetic labourer a lecturer, every curate a vice- picturesque mind in tho picturesque 
Jleadiing article, while admitting that chancellor. Then only would they body, and he adorned the Colonial 
Mr. 3 UXTON's schonio may present organise education on the true basis of Office no less than the Board of Works* 
Boma difficulties, wolcoraes the tone and the elastic solidarity of humanity, Turning to the question of the con^ 
texuper of his^speech. No one can fail instead of the fissiparous foundation tinuanoo of the peerage, Lord Cbewi 3 
to be touched, it observes, by hia loyalty of caste. (Cheers.), He did not speak observed that the Liberals had been 
tjO his chief or by,pthe graceful reference for his colleagues ; he merely threw criticised fOr a too lavish dLstributiou ol 
to his fortitude as a golfer. Perhaps out these suggestious for what they honours. He could not agree, for eve^y 
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t^ruil LibetiJ ^esenried a dukedom. But 
he admittad that in the choice of titles 
the Bowly-created |»eers often showed 
a siiigular lack of judgment. The bi- 
cameral system, of which he was a 
conyirioed adherent, was seriously 
damaged by the emergence of a Lord 
Bootle, a Viscount Chowbent, or a 
Marquis of Wedlon-super-Mare. His 
experience of India had convinced him 
of the need of enlivening the monotony 
of noble nocnenclature by the ac- 
climatisation of Indian titles. In short, 
il faut Orientaliser la noblesse. IIo 
believed that a Begum of Bristol, a 
Niisam of Norwich or a Maharajah of 
Melton Mowbray would not only add 
to the picturesquenoss of life but help 
to perpetuate the hereditary principle. 
He had not consulted his colleagues, ho 
made the suggestion entirely off his 
own bat, but he was persuaded that 
unless it was promptly carried into 
effect the Triple Entente was doomed. 

The Daily Times, in its third leader 
on “The Ethics of Eulogy," warmly 
commends Lord Curwe for his pane- 
gyric of Mr. IIarcourt. The s})here 
of art, remarks our contomporaiy, is 
happily still uninvaded by politics, and, 
viewed from an aosthotic fitandj)oint, 
Mr. Harcouut is a great national asset. 
Coming from so well-groomed a states- 
man as Lord CuEWit:, the tribute is a 
fine instance of la/iulari a laudato. . . , 
Tlio importation of Indian titles advo- 
cated by Lord Crewe shows imagina- 
tion, enterprise, and a love of colour- 
qualities which make for vitality. The 
debt wo owe to Lord Crewe is akin 
to that wo owe to tlio Russian Ballet 

-to all, in a word, who oinluoidcr life. 

The Westminster Gazette observes 
that tho zeal and industry shown by 
Lord Crew'E at the India Office have 
not in any way weakened his grip on 
politics as a whole. His illuminating 
suggestion for tho revision of titles will 
be onthusiastically welcomed by all 
good Radicals, and may prove a most 
effectual means of conciliating the dis- 
content of extremists. The question of 
probedence no doubt presents difficul- 
ties, but they arro not insuperable. We 
can never forgot that Lord Crewe is a 
I)oct and the son of a poet. 

A DEAD-ALIVE LETTER. 

TherIs is a fear upon my night, 

A doubt upon my day ; 

Oh, pity my disastrous plight — 

A lettot I was ass enough to write 
Has gone astray. 

To whom I sent it you, no doubt, 
Wc^dd give a deed to learn ; 

A boett you *11 have to go without — 
Audi ae to v^hat the letter ^as abouti 





TackUd Thrce-qiuirlcr. “1 havkn't cox iiti' uicakti.y riAr.i., Brul ' 

Forward {seeing red ). “Her you had it.’* 

But it has flown on wandering wings ' Who, with a It iuj and loyal gra,oo, 

1 know not where, or how ; Would gailior my dosiro 

This is tho sorb of sliock that brings Eroin his own wish in such a case, 
One up against the mystery of things - And give the thing a lilting i'e$ting‘ 
Who 's got it now ? place 

Iji a geud flro. 


To whom, for a mistaken spiw, 

Has fate delivered it? 

I only trust it may not bo 
Some inexperienced maiden-lady — she 
Might have a fit. 


Ah, mo, ll)i*- weary liours I ’vo tqHaufc 
Uegndting what is gone! 

You littl(j Know what this event 
Has done for , how keenly I repent 
Thorws guings-otu 


Not that that erring script of niiiio 
Contained one moral hlot ; 

I merely state that every line 
Thrilled with a fire that poets call 
divine, 

And others, not. 

No— if I had the power to choose, 
I should at once suggest 

A baobelor of tolerant views, 

A man whom such a trifle might 
amuse— 

Oim of the besti 


O friends, ho wanied by oicgo wbo’s 
erred 

And shun tho HOiUal critno 
Of writing one imniutious word, 
Unless you liavo your letter jcogistorod — 
1 will, next time. 


Bhc WSB attended by tbrod bridc«imai^ 
. . . who had wuMithki of in ttMtir 

hskit. ** ^Barnet Pms. 
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OLD FRIENDS. 

It waB very nice of you to invito 
me to give you lundi/’ I naid, “and if 
only the waiter would bring tbo toast 
I Btiould be perfectly luippy. I can’t 
say more.*’ 

“Why not?” said Miss Middleton, 
looking up. “ Oh, I sw.” 

“And now,” 1 said, when I liadi 
finished my business with a sardine, 
“tell mo all about it. I know some- 
thing serious must have brought you 
up to London. What is it? Have 
you run away from homo? ” 

Miss Middleton nodded. “ Sir 
Hendry/* she added dramatically, 
“ waits for me in his yaclit at Dover. 
My parents would not hoar of the 
marnage' and immured mo in the spare 
room. They tried to turn mo against 
my love, and told wicked stories about 
him, vowing, that ho smoked five non- 
throat cigai'ettes in a day. — would 
you pass the pepper, please ? ” 

“ Oo on,*' I begged. “ Never mind 
the pepper.’* 

“But of course I really camo to soe 
you,” said Miss Middleton briskly. 
“ I want you to do something for me.” 

“1 knew it.” 

“ Oh, do say you 'd love to.” 

I. drained my glass and felt very brave. 

“'l*d love to,” I said doubtfully. 

“ At least, if 1 were sure that ” I 

lowered my voice: “Look hero— bavol 
I got to write to anybody ? ” 

No,” said Miss Middleton. 

“Let mo know tlio worst. Have 
I — er — have 1 got to give advice to 
anybody ? ’* 

“No.” 

There was one other point that liad 
to bo settled, i leant across the table 
anxiously. 

“Have 1 got to ring anybody up on 
the telephone ?” 1 asked in a hoar.se 
whisper. • 

* “Oh, nothing like that at all,” said 
Miss Middleton. 

“Dash it,*’ I cried, “then of rojirsr 
I ’ll do anything for you. What is it? 
Somebody you want killed ? i could 
kill a mayor to-day.” 

Miss Middleton was silent for a 
moment while allowing hers(df to ho 
helped t^o fish. Wlien the waiters had 
movofl away, “ We are liaving a jumble 
sale,” she announced. 

I shook my lioad at her. 

“ Your life,” 1 said, “ is one constant 
round of gaiety.” 

“And 1 thought as l.was coming to 
Ijondon I *d mention it to you, I^ocause 
you *re alw\ys saying you don’t know 
what to do witli your old tilings.” 

“ 1 ’m not saying it, 1 may 

have mentioned it once or twice when 
the oonvarsatioa was flagging.” 


“ Well, mention it now, and then 1 *11 
mention my jumble sale.** 

I thought it over for a moment. 

“It will mean brown paper and 
string,” J said hopelessly, “ and I don’t 
know where to get them.*’ ^ 

“ I ’ll buy some after lunch for you. 
You shall hold my hand while I buy it.” 

“ And then I should have to post it, 
and I ’m rotten at posting things.” 

“But you needn’t post it, because 
you can meet mo at the station with it, 
and T ’ll take it home.*’ 

“J don’t think it’s quite etiquette 
for a j'^oung girl to travel alone with a 
big brown-paper parcel. Wliat would 
Mrs, Middleton say if she knew ? ” 

“Mother?” cried Miss Middleton. 
“But, of course, it*B her idea. You 
didn't think it was mine?” slie said 
reproachfully. 

“ The sliock of it unnerved me for a 
moment. Of course I see now^ that it 
is Mrs. Middleton’s jiunhlo sale entirely.” 
1 sighed and helped myself to salt. 
“ How do I begin ? ” 

“You drive me to my di'essmakor 
and leave me there and go on to your 
rooms. And then you collect a few 
really old things that you don’t w’^ani 
and tie them up and meet me at 
the 4.40. 1 ’m afraid,” she said frankly, 
“it 7.S a rotten w^ay of spending an 
afternoon ; hut 1 promised mother.” 

My parcel and 1 arrived promptly i<o 
time. Miss Middleton didn’t. 

“ Don’t say I 've caught the wrong 
train,” she said breathlessly, wdien at 
last she appeared. “ It does go at 4.40, 
do€)sn't it ? ” 

“ It does,” I said, “ and it did.” 

“ Then my watch must he slow.” 

“ Send it to ilie jumble sale,” I 
advised. “Look here w^e’ve a long 
time to wait for the next train ; let ’s 
undi-ess my parcel in the w aiting-room, 
and J ’ll point out the things that really 
want watching. Some are absolutely 
unique.” 

It was an odd collection of very dear 
I fiionds, Miss Middleton’s final reminder 
'having boon that nothing was too old 
for a juiiihlo sale. 

“ Ijot Ofie” 1 said. “ A photograpli 
of my lioiiso cricket eleven, framed in 
oak. Very interesting. The lad on the 
extreme right is now' a clergyman.” 

“Oil, which is you?” said Miss 
Middleton eagerly. 

1 w as too much w'rappod up in my 
parcel to answer. “ Lot Two,'' I w'ent 
on, “A pink-and-white football shirt; 
would work up into a drossy blouse for 
adult, or a smart overcoat for child. 
Lot Three, A knitted w aistcoat ; could 
he used as bath-mat. Lot Four, Pair 
of bedroom slippers in holes. This bit 
U the slinper ; the rest is the hole. Lot 
Five, Now this is something really 


good. Truthful Jane — my first prise at 
my Kindergarten.** 

“Mother u in luck. It*s just the 
sort of things she wants,” said Miss 
Middleton. 

“Her taste is excellent. Lot Six, 
A pair of old grey flannel trousers. 
Lot Seven. Lot Seven forw^ard. Where 
are you ? ” I began lio go through the 
things again. “Er-‘ I'm afraid Lot 
Seven has alreiuly gone.” 

“ What about Jx)t Elight ? ” 

“There doesn’t seem to be a Lot 
Eight either. It’s very funny; I’m 
sure I started with more than this. 
Some of the things must have eaten 
each other.” 

“Oh, hut this is heaps. Can you 
really spare tliem all? ” 

“ J should fec?l honoured if Mrs. 
Middleton would accept them,” I said 
witli a how\ “ Don’t forget to toll her 
that in the photograph the lad on the 
extreme riglit — ” I picked up the 
photogra])h and examined it more 
carefully. “ I say, I look rather jolly, 
don’t you think ? T w'onder if I have 
ariotlior copy of this anywliere.” I 
gazed at it w'istfully. “ Tliat was my 
first yenir for the house, you know^” 

“ Don’t give it away,” said Miss 
Middleton suddenly. “ Keep it.” 

“ Shall 1 ? I don’t want to deprive 

Well, 1 think 1 w ill if you don't niiiid.” | 
My eyes wandered to the sliirt. “ I’ve | 
had some fun in that in my time,” I 
said thoughtfully. “The first time I 
wore it ” 

“ You really oughtn't to give away 
your old colours, you know.” 

“Oh, hut if Mrs. Middleton, ” I 
began doubtfully — “at least, don’t you 
-what? — oh, all right, perhaps 1 
W'on’t.” I put tlie sliirt on one side 
w ith the pliotograph, and picked up tlie 
dear old comfy bedroom slippers, 1 
considenid them fora minute and then I 
siglied deeply. As I looked up I caught 
Miss Middleton’s eye. ... 1 think she 
had been smiling. 

“ About the slippers,” she said gravely. 

“Good-bye,” I said to Mi.ss Middleton. 

“ It’s been jolly to see you.” I grasped 
my parcel firmly as the train began to 
move. “I m always glad to help Mrs. 
Middleton, and if over 1 can do so again 
he sure to lot ine know’.” 

“ 1 will,” said Miss Middleton. 

Tlie train w^ent out of the station, 
and my parcel and 1 looked about for a 
cab. A. A. M. 

' ‘ Earl of Itanf urly has loft Kingstovvn for 
Autumn Fashions.— -Now Millinery. New 
Blouses. Now lUinooats. New Eobm. New 
Model Corsets and Fancy Hosiery.”— rDwftfin 
iJmiing Mail, 

Hia return to Kingstown should be a 
splendid affair. 
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IN THE DEPTHS. 

A WEEK or so ago Nordica was 
e?La»p©rating her loss fortunate sisters 
by withholding from an interviewer 
the name of the fluid which, poured 
into her bath, has the doublo elToct of 
invigorating hey system and reducing 
her weight. But the Divine Sarah, 
the only Bernhardt (whose motto, it 
wtis once said, was grace before meat), 
has no suefi niggardly ways. Sarah 
tells all. To an interviewer of The 
P. M, G. she has divulged the secret of 
that youth which is still so buoyant 
and effervescent at sixty-eight — and in a 
word it is shrimps or, in the language 
of Sarah’s own country, crevettes. 
Tldnk of it — the humblost denizen of 
the deep thus selected for the privilege 
of keeping this wonderful lady ever 
young 1 No wonder shrimps are a little 
above thoiiisolvos. 

Ntwvs travels fast in those days of 
scientific ingenuity, and alimdy a mass 
meeting of indignation has been held in 
one of the oce^an’s most commodious 
grottos. 

The cluiir was taken by a venerable 
oyster, who bad visited Smiah’h friend, 
Ci.ARKHON, for the occasion, and was 
wearing a very li and some new l)eard. 
He w^as selected to preside, ho said, 
hecaiise oy steers were notoriously the 
chi(!f pis(jine stimulant. (Question.) 
Very w'oll, tlu^n, why wjus Colonel 
Roosevelt so ])oworful and inagmdic? 
Because ho canio from Oyster Bay. 
(Laugliter and cheers.) But now that 
the nows had gon(» fortli to the world 
that a slirimp diet w^as the vivifying 
medium of the greatest ii'agedionne, 
whore Avoiild oyKt(?rH he? Tlie thing 
was a scanilal. (Hoar, liear.) 

Followed a })rawn, wdio darkly sug- 
gested foul play. Wliat he wanted to 
know w^as, What did Sarah really oat? 
Because, of course, she liad put foi-ward 
the shrimp merely as a blind. (Sen- 
sation.) He also w'anted to know' wdiat 
was the nature of tlio hold which tlie 
sliriinp evidently luid on that w^uik, 
confiding w^oman. (Renewed sensation.) 
If a shrimp contained tlie elements of 
vitality, which was possible, how iiuich 
niore must a prawn contain them, 
whicli was certain. 1^'or prawns w'orci 
the perfected article, of which shrimps 
were merely the ’prentice work, the 
bald scenario, to borrow a ))lnase from 
Sarah’s vocabulary. (Loud cImmms.) 

A lobster succeeded. It w^as ridicu- 
lous, he said, for either the oyster or 
the prawn to be so proud. The oyster 
was a mere gulp ; the prawn a minute 
particle of a meal ; but he, the lobster, 
Was a meal in liirnself. He nourished. 
No cme seeing him there, at that in- 
telligent gatHering — (Hear, h6S.r) — all 



‘Isn’t kb just hii*xtn*? IIavw you iiicauo jhm ai:v*>uK?” 

‘ YkB, I IlKABD HIM LAST YBAU; RUT UW '« QUlTW OHANOKU 


ni. S lUt) HIM 


black and active, could have any notinn 
bow irresistibly attractive bo JookfMl, 
quiesc.ent and appetising, in panoply of 
alluring scarlet on tlio tal)lo. (ShuddcM s.) 
Wlion ho first beard the news aboul, 
the shrimp ho laugluxl. He couldn’t 
help it ; he laughed. (A])plause.) 

Afttu'an impassioned eulogy of himsfOf 
by the sole, wdio claimed in his capacity 
of iha ]K)nIrt of the sea to ho the i»iost 
constant and trustw(»rlhy frienn and 
invigoiuior of ailing man, the shrim]) 
was called ui>on to explain and upologio* 
Ho pleaded not guilty. It was nol, his 
fault, he urged, iliat the great lady liad 
chosen hun as her elixir vitje He 
personally cared nothing about the 
possession of such propeilies. He knew 
he was tasty, but be Imd no notion that 
he was sovran against Time’s ravages. 
He had not yet got over the discovery ; 
he was still all Uj^et. After so long and, 


lie t rusted, so honourable tv ('sroer as a 
conconntutd. ol liippers' Ifuvs, it svim 
a sl.aiiling e\)»eri(Uico ti> hud tmeself 
a rejuvenatoi uf genius He vvjvs, ot 
coiirst', Sony thivL *my ef his, how- 
ev(!r uiii*ons(‘iniM, should |)ut the nosei# 
ol Ins iLUgiist. nbitiM's otitol joint, hut 
lu! c|(‘cliMed in l*(*ar any renpo risibility, 
ll was m)t he (Imt should be arraigned, 
hut SvHVH, and S\UAM bad, he be- 
lifsved, iievfM \et iilayoii and 

llKM*(‘for<j juolmbh eiujhl lint manage 
o kce]) any submarine hjijiointuieni 
for more than a few seconds (DisHatis- 
faction.) ^ 

The Hense'.of ilm molding being 
taken, it wan found that^ihe shrinip 
was a creature too conti^nptibW (or 
serious considimition, ami that great 
French actressiwM, whatin'er pthcr nierits 
they may chiuice to )>os(»ewH, asxi no 
judges of fish. 





Ti/ro(tohohasjUitmmcdasitfi‘r), “ ExTiiAoiimNAiiY I Wouldn’t have believed bucii a tuinq I‘OBsible.” 

Old stalker. “Well, 'nvell, a btao ’b a vaiuia quee/i beabtie; tueke ’b a deal o’ boom iioond about a stag.” 


IjIINUjU JjllUUto. 

Y. — The Suuoeon. 

[“Should the need arisr, it is tho duty of 
iho surgeon to stiind by the passojigorH.”— 
hinir 

Fresh from tho wards of Bari.’s or 
Guy’s, 

A uniform that matcJied your eyes 
And azure socks on, 

You looked absurdly young to bo 
rLE.G.r. 

And M.B. (Oxon.) 

And wo who ailed from inal-dc-mer 
Would strive to strike a jaunty air 
And smile deli an co 

On ono-jvho searched with youthful zest' 
For aiiiy ill on which to tost 
His uew-loarn’d science. 

So, while your log-book scarcely named 
Our paltry woes, anotlici; claimed 
A larger section, 

A dameel, slightly overstrung, 

Whose mak^ was either lung 
Or heart affection. 


If ayhe the ailiiient was not such 
As might have hrotight you into touch 
Wip itipe ; perchance it 


A page or so in doctors* screeds, 

E.g., The Lancet, 

Yet every day - a trumpet press’d 
About iho purlieus of lier chest — 
Would find you gleaning 
Tho secret of a maid’s decline 
And give a phrase like DU 
A deeper meaning. 

And, since you found among iho 
crew 

No case of sleeping sickness, sprue 
Or plague (bubonic), 

You had the livelong day to twist 
Your fingers round a throbbing wrist 
Or give her tonic, 

• 

And, as I watch the eager face 
With which you choose a pillow’s 
place, 

A rug’s position, 

Or hear amid my doze the sound 
Of whisper'd talk, 1 know she’s 
found 

The right physician. 

There may bo passengers who hate 
Your jocund ways* and roundly rate 
Yout berth-side maziner, 


The hours you dally at her side, 

Tho way you fan her ; 

But things are seldom what they 
seem, 

And .[ am quite prepared to deem 
The motive liigher; 

A sailor first — your ocean school 
Demands obfidience to a rule — 

You ’re ‘‘ standing by '* her. 

J. M. S. 

A Curious Hobby. 

“ It may interest tho writer to loam that a 
porcupine made a most determined charge at a 
live goat over which I was once sitting as bait 
for a leopard. ’’—Letfer %n ** Pioneer MaiV* 

From ” Apartments Wanted ” in 
Liverpool Echo : — 

“Young gentleman; partial; bath jonall 
family.” 

Not quite the gentleman. 

“Bombardier Fletohev sang to his own 
aooompaniment. The aoom&paniBi was 
baidioE Flatoher.*’-^0tf<mj0y JTMftkg 

ThiQ. now win#;: Wild 

the singcff? . , ,,’r 
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A MOBAL VIOTOBY. 
our own By-Election Expositor,) 
PRUMPATTOCK BURGHS KLKCTION. 
CoL Markham (U.) ... 6521 

Hon. James Hocg (L.) ... 3920 

Prov. Jones (Lab.) 1911 

Unionist majority over Liberal 2601 
(Liberal majority in 1010, 1254.) 

The result of tho Driimpattock Elec 
tion — by no means unoxpocted — ma^ 
at first ^ight appear to be a direc 
condemnation of the policy of thi 
present Government. As such it wil 
no doubt bo accepted by tho Opposition 
Press, whore wo may look for the usua’ 
outbreak of jubilation, as in the case o 
North-West Manchester and Mid 
lothian. Let us say at once that th 
Tories are quite welcome to any satis 
faction tiuit the} may find in a cursor) 
and superficial examination of ih 
figures. We make them a present of it 
But to those who road between the 
lines, to those who peer beneath the 
surface, to those (like ourselves) whose 
business it is to exjdain away thi? 
astounding result —which was by no 
means unexpected — such an interpreta- 
tion will appear wide of the mark. Let 
us inak(^ our meaning perfectly clear 
Whatever these figures may signify 
they do vot signify any real increase in 
Conservative strength in the constitu- 
ency or any a])pi’eciahle i.urn-ovor of 
votes. 

It is a siin])Ie matter to analyse the 
votes, hut — it sliould bo harno in mind 
— it takes an expert to analyse 11 jo ab - 
fttrniions, Tipon which so mucli depends. 
This is just wliere we come in. Only 
79 per cent, of the electorate wont to 
the poll. If vvt‘- add tho other 21 per 
cent, to tlie Liberal total (winch, as 
we shall slmw, we have a perh’ict right 
to do) we liave a pronounced victory 
for the combined forces of progress. 
Many emigrants — all Liberals — liave 



The Ainafeur Villain (Huffering from the stre^^s of a fh nf np/teiirnucf in //m* bomf Assembly 
Rooms). “A-iiaI Thjcn lusduisr is no FeuTHJ.n i .si.j nsh ! " 


loft the district. Many Liberals were netic. We make them a jiresent of il . only hi' ajna/.tHi at Mio meagre pro- 
absent upon well-earned Jiolidays. Also, We are concerned rat li(?r will I trends of poi lions of the (Iniomst majority 
the striking fact that tho new Scottisli qiinion, will* swings of the pendulum, which, we tuay add, was h\ no numim 
register does not come into operation vith s<jcrefc indications of which wa) um'xpecled. 

till Novfunher must not i)e overlooked, he cat is going to jump. Not onl\ Onemoie iking fjn*,t jejtiains. Tim 
This has cut down tho liberal figures .vas every vote given to Labour a \ ote vot(*s |»ollt.id vesliM’day lor Mr. Hogg 
enormously and cannot possildy have filched from fjiberalism. More Hum irflhix fn entg fire oj ihc Mai with 

affected tho Unionist figui’es. that. Col. Markliam wo say it ad- trlnrh he (hv rn the hy-eUrtion 

Turning now to the actual votes, the visedly--had many supporters, who oy IHH‘2. 
first cause of this deplorable defeat - vould have voted Liberal, luni then' As (he defeab'd Candidate fifi(d\ said 
which was, by the way, in spite of our leen no Labour man in the field. It jij his speindi jilter tho d(>chu*aUon Af 


optimistic leader of yesterday, by no s always so. We don’t know why, hut the j)ol], It is a shattoTing moral 


moans unexpected — was of course tho 
regrettable splitin the progressive forces. 
It will, no doubt, be pointed out by 
our opponents tliat the Liberal and 
Labour vote taken in conjunction still 
falls some seventeen hundred short of 
tho Unionist vote. But we are not 
bare concerned with mare arithmetic. 
The Opposition is ‘welcome to arith- 


t is. 

We do not wish to labour llif» 
rjuestion of the desperate attempts of 
ho Unionists to bring in outvoters (as 
hat argument has \>oen ratlicr over- 
worked of late), but we do say that 
what with w^holesale misrepresentation, 
ho anomalies of our electoral system 
,nd tl)o scarcity of motor cars, one can 


victory for tluj foriiiw (if progi'oss. It is 
a mcsHagH*to the (lovemnu'nt that tlie 
gr(Mit niasstm of tiio aie behind 

them.” 

Sug^^cHted I’evisioii of tilde of a 
charming n^rctuiu, one who has 
heard it for the tun - thowsandili time : 

In the HhuddtittH/‘ 
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AN EXPERIMENT IN ENTENTE 

This thing belongs to what I call the 
aftermath period of Grierson’s holiday. 
As a:mlei Grierson spends his summer 
VaoaiionB at Sheringharn, playing golf. 
This war, however, a spirit of adven- 
ture cbrew him as far alield as I^aris- 
Plage, a seaside resort situakxl (as is 
well known) upon the continent of 
Europe. Tliat ho occupied himself 
there precisely as ho would liave done 
at Sheringharn has no hearing upon 
the issue. Grierson’s holiday finisliod 
about a fortnight ago ; and the after- 
math began, nifturally enough, after- 
wards. 

The first outward manifestation of it 
appears to have been that, in sym- 
pathies and general outlook, Grierson 

suddenly became more 

French than you wouhl 
suppose possible. 

Friends who retuYno<I on 
the same boat report 
that he expressed him- 
self during the voyage 
as though apprchoriHive 
lost the vessel should 
overshoot our insignifi- 
cant island altogether. 

English cooking was a 
subject that (ho declared) 
made him shuddtM*. His 
usual neatly-knotted tie 
gave place to floppy 
bows of a kind supposed 
erroneously to ho Gallic ; 
and for some days ins 
attempts to re]jroducG a 
o/iansoJtcftc heard in Bou- 
logne occasioned consid- 
erable anxiety to his wife 
and family. Just about 
then it was suggested 
that a week-end in tli(3 country, with 
an intelligent but not l<x) exciting 
friend, might bo beneficial, wliich ex- 
plains how Grierson and 1 came to find 
ourselves last Sunday in the depths of 
Warwickshire ; and what liappened. 

“Talking of the French,’’ said Grier- 
son (lie had been doing so during our 
whole walk, in spite of determined 
efforts to head him off), “one thing 
that must strike the intelligent ob- 
server is their kindly courtesy towards 
foreignerti who try to make themseh'es 
understood. But do you think for a 
moment that the same is true on our 
side of the Ohainiel ? ” 

“ I never think about it a moment 
one way or the other," 

“ Suppose, tqr eiMimpJe, that we were 
two Frenchman, entirely ignorant of 
the English language, who wanted now 
to ask our way «to the next village. 
How do you imagine we should he 
lis^ived — say by these diildren ? " He 


pointed towards an approaching group cried Grierson, shrugging his shoulders 
of rustics. and contorting himself like a lunhtic. 

“ We should almost certainly be late (Secretly I knew he was delighted at 
for lunch,” I said. I may mention this proof of his contention.) “ Je mis 
that we were walking over to partake Frangais, ct fat perd — — " 
of that meal with the Traverses tvho ** Monsieur ! *’ said a quiet and ex- 
live at Churchover Hall. But Grier- quisitely modulated voice, speaking in 
son did not hood. the purest accent of tfio Quai d’Orsai. 

“ Parbleu I ” lie exclaimed suddenly Perhaps I ought myself to have been* 

in some excitement. “ But of course ! more on the look-out and so have 
these children give us the very material, warned Grierson. As it was, the first 
The exporirnont shall be made at this intimation we had of the stranger’s 
moment. Aitendez F' approach was when wo spun round 

Removing his soft hat and holding suddenly to confront a young man on 
it in his hand, he advanced upon the horseback, who had reined up and was 


foremost of the approaching group. 
“Pan/ow, mes amis*' said Grierson, 
bowing elahoratoly, with the demeanour 
of a French character in mid-Victorian 
farce, voulez-voiis him nous diriger, 



MR, CiEORGK REKNARD SHAW AND TJIE 
“Wot d’x’ itnk o’ Tins ’kiik O.R.S. ?' 
’‘Nkveb tried it; 1 smokes V.B.D.'* 


sii uuus plait ? Nous aeons perdu mire 
ehnnin /” 

Naturally tho children hati lialtcd, 
and now stood regarding Grierson with 
round -eyed amazement. Tim elders 
seemed to hesitate between derision 
ami alarm, hut said nothing. Tho baby 
began to liOAvl. 

“ Comnui j'ai vous dit,” said Grierson 
in a triumphant a.sido to me. “ Petits 
imbdciies de Bosbif I ” Turning towards 


watching Grierson’s antics with obvious 
bewildormcnt. 

“ If I can be of any assistance,” he 
said in French, “ pray command me I ” 
Witli many humorists Grierson has 
an almost morbid horror 
of ridicule, and I could 
see that lus explanation, 
necessarily soinowliat in- 
volved, was a painful pro- 
cess. It was ospocially 
awkward, too, that M. 
Barbaud turned out to be 
week-ending at Cliurch- 
over, and that, being 
inoimtcd, ho had natur- 
ally a considerable start 
of us with the luncheon 
party. But, as Grierson 
oven then pointed out, 
we didn’t sea him laiigli. 

I fancy tlie children 
were a little disa[)pointed 
at tho tameness of the 
cl 0710 uc men f. Grierson’s 
suddo ri collapse in t«o 
PEOPLE. English liad jirepared 

» them for better tilings. 

I “Picture-comics,” ex- 

— plained the theorist with 

tho pcM an.ljulator, as we moved off’, 
“ ar.il joUen hail. ’Tisn’t wortli fol- 
leriii’ of ’em ; they won’t do it again,” 
And lie was right. 


BABIES' EYES. 

Tis fairies make the colours that beam 
in babies' eyes ; 

They steal tho soft, blue wing-dust from 
sleeping butterflies, 


the clpldron again ho added, speaking Xo mix with azure essence of speodwell. 


very slowly and witli elaborate em- 
phasis, ** Nous ne parlmis pas A7iglais, 
C'est 2 )ar id le chetnin d Churchover 'all, 
chdteau de Milor* Travers ? Vou^s 
savez ? ” 

No answer. The tallest girl, finding 


violet, 

And that small lovers' blossom that 
bids them not forget. 

From mists that veil tho meadows or 
drift up from the bay 


Grierson’s expressive glance upon her, Theydraw the opal shadows for dreamy 


giggled nervously. 

“It's one of they German spois, 
that 'a what it is," said the boy with the 
perambulator afor a TunfijniitiTe pause. 
**Ah, note, n&ii t Fas Allmmdr* 


eyes of ^ey ; 

They press rich browns from haxel and 
l^ves to russet ^wn, 

And green of fourJeaved oWter iaH 
l^tlingt Uka their gym, \ 




Small Uojf (rctiumng to school, after feeling in his pocicc Iff, **1 ,sJr, onm ov' thoki; vmutk jia ih iuh 


CUBBING. 

TnjCY swarm ilio gateway, they gallop with flicker 

of stern, 

Tweuty-two couple, 

8o satiny-supple, 

To race through a woodland or crash in live acres of fern ; 

And their voice a are up in a terrible, whhn])oring mirth, 
That drifts tlirough the cover most marvellous, wonderful 
sweet, 

Wo hear ’em (Stand still, mare!) out here in the half- 
carried wlicat, 

S’or they ’re out for the litter, the little red cubs that the 
vixen put down in our earth — 

The poor little beggars 
They ’re now to it yet. 

And some of ’em 's safe to 
Got chopped and be eat ! 

Hark to the music, they 're singing as lino as you like. 

Murder tlieir trade is, 

Those galloping ladies, 

Dairymaid that was, wo walked her — Iluic! Dairymaid, 
huic ! — 

’ Tain’t discipline talking to hounds when they ’re hunting, 
but no one 's to hear, 

And we’re proud of our Dairymaid — watch her^ — the 
best-looking hound in the pack, 

And it 's summer and six in the morning, and discipline ’s 
slack, 

And the mare, she ’s above herself too, and no wonder — the 
first time we *ve seen hounds this year ! 

For life 'a right as ninepence, 

The world *s free o* rubs 
Of a cool, cubbing morning 
> II 'twern’t for the cubs! 


ON IIBU BIKTIJDAY. 

WnroN in the hlush of maidenhood 

Your mital day ceunes round on(‘0 nuuo, 

And all yoii know of liifo stioms good, 

Upon the threshold of its door; 

Wlum, crowiujd with joy and langldiur clad 
Tho day witl^ nuliant liopci is lit, 

Wo join to wii'ili you insiny glad 
Uetui'j\H of it ! 

If in tlie yolltm loaf and sere 
Your anniversary be )iaHBed 
In tramjuil peace, Ibougb touched with foar 
[jest it should prove to b() tho last , 

At such a time, rejoiced to hlio * 

Another cycle lilched fiom hate, 

Wily then, of course, we usually 
Congratulate ! 

But in the vague uncertain cliuio 
hlnvironing the middle a^’o, 

When, pitilcBH, the hand of I’ime 
Turns grind y down an<»thoi’ page; 

Some iiioHsago for tho douhtful day 
Wo fain would Hond, ere it ho done; * 

Alas! wo know not what to say 
To Korly-onel 

“Mr. n Piko r< MMs M l'., who aUo that a great 

many liibcnil inuinlx'rK now voUid Ixu-autt^) they had 

^looted members uf that ICrj^yreaSi 

Traitors ! 

t 

“Word ImR Ihsou rcoeivod of tho ttiJiudiUtaoiit of Mr. H. 
liawdor aa BritiaU Couaul at BluoOwlda. Hi« Majwrty Mr; 
aie both to Iw congratulated in ihf 

Hi8 Majsisty breathes again. 
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AT THB f UY. 

<Thb 0»»ai! John Ganton/' 
lir the ittannem o( tlio Golf Club 
where the recent American Champion- 
ship t^k place were anything like tlie 
eidubition given at the Chicago Golf 
Olnb’* in the Aldwych play, 1 can well 
understand how one of (jur BritiHli re- 
rosentativeft beaten and the other 
roke down, 1 Ji»ysolf was almost 

tempted to retire, ho londly did the 
members disenss matters that are never 
vented in a dceeiit club, so stningoly 
did tlioy behave in tlio pr(?sence of 
ladies, ho farniliarly was the waiter 
addressed. Indeed, on all its social 
side the play was distinguislujcl by an 
astonishing crudity. 

But this feature \vas only an inci- 
dental adjunct to the main scheme of 



A SUBTIiE DISTINCTION. 


Mr. Fawcktt {John (Janfmi). ‘-J'vo built 
up this buninoss by taking my noat otT.” 

Mr, Matxuun [[Vill (kmtun). “I moan to 
work in my own way, fiUhor. 1 hIuiII do jt 
with Miy coat on, btit my waistcoat ofl.” 

the author, Mr. IIaktia' J. Mannkus, 


» English accent** and beoxhag of ^ 
majority lent m air of iiopmb^ilily to 
the picture. Indeed Mr. Fawcett Imd 
to carry the whole play on his one 
pair of stooping shoulders. Mr. Eric 
MAT iTitTN, even allowing for hia alleged 
Harvard training, never began to be 
credible as the son of such a ftithor. 
He was liopelessly British to tlie bone. 
The slouching angularity which is char- 
acteristic of his methods and sorvcid liirn 
well enough as a casual philanderer in 
I.ovfi - mu) what ih^n ? here gave a strong 
note of insincerity holli to his serious 
love-making and to the lofty professions 
wdiicli the author attributed to him. 

Miss TjATriiA CowiB w^as the very 
])i‘etty girl of his choice — gentle when 
gentleness was asked of her, but a 
veritable tigress in her attack upon 
tlio iniquities of the great John Ganton, 
I should have liked to see her in a 
burlesque of her own part, for she Jias 
a very nice gift of humour for which 
there was no opening bore, all the good 
things bcMiig closely reserved for Mr. 
FAWcirrr. Miss Cowib is now to 
inodorri drama, and 1 think her training 
in the Shakspearoan school has made 
her enunciation perhaps a little too 
conscientious for this stylo of thing. 

Miss M ABKii Tkevou, wlio played the 
])art of a flighty wdfe, deserved soine- 
thing better ihan the raw stuff shew’as 
given for dialogue. Of the lo tl can 
lind nc)thing very kind to say, though 
Mr. MAitiiE nnowNE may jierhaps have 
raniexl more successfully helmid the 
sceti(*s, wliere a lot of ciyptic business 
wont on in connection witli a strike, of 
whicli the issue was never confided 
to ns. 

1 wish I could bolicivo more heartily 
in the author’s honesty of motive. Ho 
was constantly declaiming against 
graft and other discreditable devices of 
Amer-ican commerce', hut, wdien the 
arch-otl'ender, John Gautoiij finding 
|4iis end near (for the horse-medicine lie 
got from a vot. luul done liini no good), 
became reconciled to his son, and 


Mon/* but beta the 
would be the, tuakiiig of MANibniBapf. 

0. S. 

‘*A Yorao MAN*e FANcnr/* 

There is an artless innocence about 
the theatrical profession which is really 
quite lovable. Mr. H. V. Esmond's so- 
callcd comedy might have annoyed us 
if he had been an autlior-playwright, 
but because lie is an actor-playwright 
we all found his ingenuousness rather 
touching. “The dear to <think this 
funny ! ” we said ; and “ How sweet of 
him not to know that screens and 
asides are out of date I” For it is 
rather pretty and pathetic that an 



Mr. Chahukk ]\Taui>k {Ctcrnld). “ Wliy can’t 
you bide mo in the balbrooin, or oven under 
tlio bod ? ’ * 

Mr. IjOWNe {Lord Porfh). “You young 
idiot, this is a comedy, JJow could you evor 
bo discovered in tho hiding-pliicoa you mon- 
tiori?” 


which W’as to present a }>icture of the 
business methods of a typical Cliicago 
poi*k-])acker, American finance being 
just now a theatrical viigiu). And in 
Mr. (jEOuan Fawcett lie Jiad tht' ideal 
thing. Mr. FAWtT'rrx can do wdiatover 
he likes wdth his jicrfcct gift of a face. 

cari or his lips into all 

^Sprts of creases. His manner is host 
lidal^tod for coping with tongli business 
jpi'opomtions, but ho had his monunits of 
Even iu a tragic situation 
t thSuk ha could always be savexl from 
estcedsilifo ; uaquihiug by his pleasant 
oapawy wiug things wdth his lips 
shut/'v, ’ ' /''.''/vv' 

, It te i5 pity thuf 

for the 


Ijoqueatliod his business to him, with 
tiu3 earnest recommendation that he 
should conduct it on tho old detestable 
lines, everybody, including the re- 
h/iTiierB, seemed perfectly content. And, 
while Mr. Manneuh professed to be 
shocked at the brutality shown by the 
empk)yer to his workmen, he could not 
resist the vulgar temptation to throw 
a lot of clu'ap ridicule on tlio parson 
who w'as concerned to improve their 
condition. 

If Mr. Mannerb’ play is to be a 
success (which I gravely ‘doubt, for the 
axidiepce was Very sparse when I 
attonood, ahd xnuph of the commercial 
jargon must |i^vp ba©u oyer its heads) 
it will be due fo to, Fa^o»W% domin- 


actor sliould holiovo so frankly in the 
old order of theatrical situation, should 
still think that a box of elfective stage 
tricks may pass as a comedy. 

Headers of Kipps will remember how 
and why that great dramatist, Harry 
Chitterloiv, introduced a beetle into bis 
mastei-pioco. There is a beetle at The 
Criterion, really a funny beetle, and it 
is quite possible that Mr. Esmond 
built up his play around it. For th^ 
beetle was in the bathi’oom» and 
bathroom domandod a bedroom » arid 
the bedroom gave us Mr* On^Rii^s 
Maude in pyjamas and tousled hah*, 
and looking very ill after ii 
hidi^ behind tb, s(u:eeti; AU 
the Krst Act s^rtogtog 
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tNoetU* ^^ 

m aMth«r bct^h in a flowr-ehop, I a "it 

am idEraid I began to think that the /-^ / ' 

naJve note was being forced even ^ J ^ 


beyond Mr, Esmond’s strength. 

if you realise at once that '* A Young 
Man’s Fancy ’* is only called a comedy 
because it is a musical comedy without 
the music, you will pass an entertain- 
ing evening ; for Mr. C. M. liOWNE and 
Mr. Charles Maude and Miss Enid 
Bell are attractive people, and Miss 
I/)TTlEVI^NNEiH lier own incomparable 
self. In the Third Act, particularly, Miss 
Vennk is superb, and her adorers 
should go at once to see lior. M. 

xran-zsr—.- .■ .".'.tti ■■ .■■7:i.v-Aa 

THE BINDWEED. 

The last blado of my wife’s pen- 
knife — but, anyhow, her birthday comes 
next week — went with a simp in my 
hand, and the pail beside me was about 
full of littlo white wriggly tilings, like 
spaghetti that want dusting ; and I had 
cleared at least a square yard of our 
lawn. So I stopped to report progress 
and lit a fresh pipe. Then I sat down 
to woik it out. Jt came out like this; - 

DimeriHion of lawn, say, 30 x 20 yds. 
= 600 sq. yds. 

(It isn’t roally quite so mucli, hut 
there ’s the bit that goes down cross- 
wise beyond tlio gooseberry beds that 
1 can't bo bothered to measure.) 

Time occupied in clearing 1 sq. yd. 
=2 hrs. 20 min. 

Approximat(3 cost (1 penknife 2.s\ Gc/., 
damage to trouscr-knees 35.), Ijs. Gd, 
Time to bo occupied in clearing 
whole lawn (in hours) = 2 X 600= 
1400= days of 8 hours =i7o days. 

Cost of clearing lawn (in shillings) = 
5* x600=3300=£165. 

I am a patient man, but I have to 
earn my living. I decided to consult 
a gardening book. 

It said as follows ; — 

Bindweed (Convolvulus) : This is one 
of tho most noxious and troublesome 
growths that can infest a garden — 
(Hoar, hear 1 but J should ln,vo put it 
more strongly) — “ Half- measures are no 
use; the weed must bo eradicated at all 
costs.” (£166 in my case.) "Every 
vestige of its roots must be eliminated 
from the soil and burnt, as once it has 
begun to spread it is exceedingly hardy.” 

I flung iho book down and returned 
to the garden. Over the wall I could 
hear my neighbour’s gardener panting 
over the geraniums. I stood on the 
oucumber-frame (avoiding the glass as 
much as possible) and shouted to him. 

: ** Hi I I say, can you by any chance 

Mm me the best thing to do with 
? ” 

fopk^ up from his work and 
lulled Pit some palepolaria* 
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Caj}iain, "SurrosiNO thk DAUftAous wiiut-j to cvtcu fjiu!, wham ost.L wour^) YOU 
MUND?" Trumpeter {newly johuul). “Biuir, Home, 1 'u bound * tuk mhm nax,* " 


" Dig 't oop an’ burn ’t,” ho said. , 

" It ’s all over my lawn, you see,” I 
explained. 

" Dessay ’tis,” be responded. 

" Well, if I were to dig tlio whole 
confounded place up, should 1 l )0 rid 
of it, do you suppose? ” 

" ’Pends bow deep you w’Ont.” 

" About how deep ought one to go ?” 

"Can’t say, Sir; might be a matter 
o’ throe or four feet. And then you 
can’t tell your luck.” 

" Well, it ’s killing all tho grass.” 

"Ah, 'twould.” With that h(3 re- 
sumed his panting and 1 retired. 

There is only one tliing to bo done. 
It is useless to go against nature, so i 
shall set tho fashion in bindweed lawns. 
Tho only diiBfteulty is that at present 
there is no popular game that rei^tiiros 
to bo played on a bindweed wicket# 
However if you read something like 


this in Thti Daily Mail next Spring* 
you will know whiitht nutans ;-i~ 

" TwYNE-'tO^.W ” 

Moi'JETY'rt La 'JEST OnA/,H 
Invention oe a SimnitnAN 
A gitmo that is likidy to bocomo the 
rago in tho highest circles during the 
forthcfiining s.^ason (writes Si currespoti* 
dent) has latcjly boon iutmlucod % a 
vvelbknr>Aii goutlemau. and is already 
the talk of all the Wost^End Olubs^ 
II. is played on tv bi^tt spedally pre- 
pared with ground Convolvulus (ac- 
cording to sonro authorities, the 
asphodel of 11 le ancionUi), ami is caL 
culated fo produce uhhmited inerri-^ 
ineiit* Thu plnseis (^dio may )j6 of 
any numbtjr and either are blind* 
folded, and go bari^foot*, . 

This is as fiir m S have got at 
present, but anyone i| at liberty, to 
fcako up thp idea and doyelopifc 
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OUB COLONIES 

Notb.— O wing to the amassing in- 
difference which the average Tiriton 
displays concerning our ]) 0 S 8 csHionH 
beyond the seas, we publish iho follow- 
ing essays in tlio hope of quiclvening 
his interest and convincing him that 
truth is stranger tfuin the fiction wliich 
is so lavishly Riipi>lied hy the Colonial 
author. 

1.— SotiTH Afjuoa. 

Bouth Africa (or Zuid Afrikii, as it is 
tenned hy the People Who Really 
Matter) is situated in the lower lialf of 
the Dark Continent. You could drop 
the w^hole of England in several corners 
of it, and tlie chances are that she 
would be floated as a Cold Mining 
Proposition one of those days, and 
there would ho considerable difliculty in 
raising the authorised capital. 

The inhabitants of South Africa (or 
Zuid Afrika) arc^ divided into two 
distinct classes - Dutch and Jews, and 
the fonner are inclined to look down 
on the latter in the most offensive 
manner. To the luirdy, simple-minded 
fanner, the .Ionv is of no consoquonco, 
except to keep that hot-bed of iniquity, 
Johannesburg, flourishing ; also to 
manage the gold mines, and pay iho 
taxes, and support charitable institu- 
tions, and keep the country going, and 
pay the salaries of the Ministers, and 
establish Land Banks, and buy his 
farm when ho has no £ 11111101 * use for 
it, and a few unimpoiiant matters 
like that. The hardy, simple-minded 
farmer does not care for the rush of 
modem civilisation, but prefers to sit 
on the stoep of his house, smoking a 
large calabash pipe and drinking coffee 
made from burnt meal and chicory. 
Hustling is repugnant to him, and he 
holds that it is wicked to interfere with 
the decrees of Providence in any way, 
if such interference necessitates any 
work on his own ^larL. 

The most important industries in 
South Africa (or Zuid Afrika) are con- 
nected with mining. Jt will come as a 
shock to British investors to learn that 
most of the revenue of South Africa (or 
Zuid Afrika) is derived from the gold 
mines in the Transvaal ; l>ut sucli is the 
case. Johannesburg is the centre of 
the gold-mjning industry, yet it doesn't 
seem a Hbit asluimed of itself, it a 
tery large and voi*y dusty town, and is 
principally inhabited hy people who 
ore trying to escape from it. Every 
month something like £1,230,745 worth 
of gold is worked out of* the mines 
round Johannesburg, but it is not all 
profit. £ 1 , 006,000 may be described as 
working costs; £236,000 goes to the 
^▼eminent in 000 way or another; 
£700 is transferred to the reservCt and j 


the odd £45 is available for distribution 
among European shareholders. 

The favourite recreations of the 
country are shooting, cricket and coin- 
pany-jjromoting. There are lots of 
things to shoot, tliougli, if you shot 
the things that deserved it most, you 
would prohal dy ho hanged . The correct 
way to go shooting is to liire an ox- 
wagon, several natives, some guides, 
many dogs and a tent, and tlien buy 
some licences. With a little care 
you can procure quite a lot of 
licences for a paltr)*^ £100 or so. 
Thus equipped, you trek off towards 
the distant horizon, and keep on till 
you are out of sight of town. Tn a 
week or two you may come hack and 
write a ])ook about it. 

Company-promoting combines all 
the pleasures and excitements of the 
chase with a prospect of substantial 
profit. It is very popular in and near 
Johannesburg, hut, owing to the diffi- 
dence of the European investor, is not 
the game it used to ho. 

Houtli Africa (or Zuid Afrika) is 
cursed with many plagues, the best 
known of which are the locust, the 
mealie grub, scab in sheep and the 
hi-lingual problem. The locust is being 
scientifically exterminated hy means of 
arsenic; the mealie grub is made un- 
happy hy a diet of stryclinine ; scab in 
sheep is under discussion in the local 
parliament ; but the bi-lingiial problem 
is allowed to flourish unchecked. 

South Africa (or Zuid Afrika) is 
popularly supposed to liave been dis- 
covered by a gentleman named Van 
Riebeek in the sovontoonth century. 
Great Britain began to discover it 
during the Boor War. When the dis- 
covery was complete, the country was 
iiaiided back to the original inhabitants 
with as little delay as possible. And no 
wonder, 

THE COMl’ACT. 

“ Pathos ? " he said, “ 1 ’ll tell you 
someth iug pathetic. When I was at 
Bart.'s I had a great friend, anotlier 
student, named Lowin. That was, let 
111(3 se{\ more than forty years ago. We 
were hotli devoted to music ; 1 played 
the violin, ho the ’cello; and wo spent 
a gniat deal of time at the opera. 
When, we were through 1 stayed on 
for a while as H. P., and Lewin went 
on a P. & O, boat as ship’s doctor, and 
taking a fancy to the East ixiiiiiained 
out there. Well, when we parted on 
the night before he sailed, we mode an 
undertaking that whenever we next 
met, and at all our future meetings, 
each of us would ^reet the other by 
whistling the opening notes of Bbe^ 
THOVEN^s eighth eym^ony. You know 
how it and be whistled it. 


‘•Well," he continued, “when we 
made that promise we expected to 
meet often, for he had then no notion 
of settling in Japan. But settle he 
did, and he came back to England for 
the first time only last week. I had 
heard from him now and then, and a 
brief letter came the other day an- 
nouncing his arrival aiifl asking me to 
dine with him at his hotel. ‘ Come up 
to my room,* he added. So I went. 
He was on the top floor, and as I 
approached his room a chkinbennaid 
came along and told me lie was there 
and the door had been left open for me. 
Just as J put my hand to the knob 
I recollected our (fid agreement and, 
standing on tlio door-mat, I began to 
whistle. Funny I should liavo for- 
gotten it till 1 was so near him ; but 1 
had. 

Ho made no response, hut, liearing 
him moving about inside, .1 repeated it 
louder. Again he did not respond ; so 
I pusliod the door open and marched in 
in full Ifiast, like a drum and fife band. 
Ho ran to grasp my hand, shook it 
warmly and thrust me into a chair. 

‘ But why didn't you whistle too ? ’ I 
asked him. Jlo looked at me blankly 
for a moment and then fetched an ear- 
tnmipet from the table. He had bo-, 
come almost totally deaf," 

A RAGING REMEDY. 

I [“Hoaltb to a largo ox tout doponcls upon 
solf-oxprtwflioD . ” Daily ra 2 )er.] 

M ary, when the poet 
Ijets his temper rise 
And })roceeds to show it 
Stripped of all disguise, 

Curb your indignation, 

I Fret not nor c(3m plain 

T’inding his oration 
I Pungently profane. 

I Rather, on perceiving 

I He’s inclined to fume, 

Lose no time in leaving 
Tactfully the room ; 

Lot him voice the many 
Things he ’d like to state, 
Undeterred hy any 
Need to expurgate. 

Bravely hoar this burden 
Till he shall attain 
Self-expression’s guerdon, 

Health imniuno from pain. 

Then he 'll hoar you witness, 
Roundly ho ’ll dc^clare 
Tliat lie owes his fitness 
To your wifely care. 

Militarism. 

'*Tha Bulgarian soldier is one of the first 
thinge that strike you in M<fU, 

Then we Bhen*t go* 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

Tjihhe seems to be something in the air of the United 
States which infects everyone, natives and visitors alike, 
with the scrihbling-itch. The only Americans who are not 
writing plays are those who are writing historical novels; 
and the only Englishmen who have never w^ritten their 
impressions of America are tlio.so who have never been 
there. All those impressions fall into two classes — the 
briglit, where you devote a chaptor to a description of how 
they brought you ice-water at your hotel instead of cleaning 
your boots ; and tlie solid, whore you put your head on one 
side with a thoughtful frown, and say, “What is the 
future of this groat country ? ” Mr. J. Nelson Fraseu*b 
Avierica^ Old and New (Ouseley) belongs to the second 
class, and, if it tends to a certain heaviness in parts, has, at 
any rate, the merit that the author’s attitude towards the 
country is not that of a visitor to a freak-show. 1 have 
read very few books on Amoi’ica by English authors so free 
fi’om prejudice. Mr. Eraser was six months in the States, 
and he seems to have “done" thorn with the furious 
energy of the American tourist in England, who takes in 
Westminster Abbey in the morning, Stratford-on-Avon in 
the afternoon, and catches tlie night boat to Calais after 
dining at the Cheshire Cheese. There is something 
positively snipe-like in the way in which lie dodges from 
San Francisco to New York and from Now York to 
Virginia. I am bound to admit, however, that burry did 
not impair his powers of observation. The book is packed 
with interesting facts, some the ordinary stereo of American 
travel, others fresher and less obvious. Occasionally the 
sobriety of it is lightened by a mild jest, as, for instance, 
** The Amerioan policeman considers his fellow-subjects as 
'cluhbfiible’ pereions in quite another light from that in- 
tend!^ hy Dr. Johnson ; but for the most part Mr. Fjraseb 


is very mueb in eiirnost. As the nssult of a In iuf visit, the 
book 18 Hometbirig of a feat ; but 1 am not yet sutisfied that 
1 have been told all tboro is to toll of Uio Dnitod Btatcm. 
After all, America is (piile a si/ieal)le httli* }»lac 0 , and a 
man might stay in it lunger than six muntlm without 
exhausting its points of interest. 

Admirers of the prococious and exuberant talent of tlie 
authoroHH of 77tr Vtper vf Mtlan will lind in Ths Jiahe's 
Progress (Kideh) much lt>r their dele.ctalimi in an 
eighteenth-century sotting of spinets and scoi\imi>ih, masks 
and patches, dice and duels. My bud //ywi/swxi, rake, 
gambler and son of a gambler, is all hut in tl>e dutches 
of the bailiffs, when Marius, his younger brother, itJturns 
from abroad, having fallen sadly in love with an unknown 
fair. Jn order to save his house and the nsuanee and 
career of Ids hrotluu*, the I'iurl sidls Idnmelf to a rich 
merchant for the fat bribe winch gt>es with that gross 
worthy’s (laughter. Whfsi th(^ new CountewH pmves no 
other than Manus h chantus-, son imi y (’\ pec. t (U)iupli tuitions, 
which y( 3 U duly get. The hoai tless Ljindu'tuul has two other 
charming ladies iKuiourably and rumiudioally in love with 
liini, hut contrives to he as great a siiendtlirift of the finer 
things of life as of the sln'Kels i»f Ids iradestuan lather-in- 
law. It is a vigorous, ( wopennV' coloured poHrait of the 
insolent, “ rakedielly lu istoerai of tlie imuvs, vfho is 
fittingly pinked in a casual Inavvl, and taken his house, 
which the hrokeus jmmiptly enU’r, aiui, by a cluirndng 
GUBioin of tlie day, contrive to ipake a little by (diarging 
admission to hch) tlie body. Mms Houen him a genuine 
power of visualising things, finiii for lierself, ^ind then for 
her readers. If she 8i>es a liii.le to(> much, /he “ heart* 
shaped flame of a candle," for instance ; or if her puppets 
“press handkerchiefs" to mouth or “rnoisjibti lips" a 
little too frequently, you get ineidetit anti^ an atmosphere 
which are plausible enough, and cm contrive to pass a 
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;^tb iime quite pletuumtly. And ’What more do you 
want? 

My compliments and tlianks to Mr. Geant Eichaebs, 
publisher and author. His Caviare may not bo meant to 
tiokk the palate of tbo million ; but as for me I made one 
TCi^ of it« and finished it in bed at four o'clock in tbo 
morning. For a few cheerful hours it made me forget that 
I was living in England in the inontli of September, 1912. 
Instead of slopping about in the wet, I was dining and 
supping and walking the streets of Paris with the Honour- 
able (and Amiable^ OuitUr Caerlcon absorbing into my 
being a whole palottoful of the local colours of the gay 
city, while Charles was beginning to court sweet Alison 
Oorhaviy and trying to save her Poppa from being kid- 
napped by a rival American financier ; or 1 was sunning 
myself in Mbnto Carlo or Now York, watching him win 
five thousand pounds at tlie tables and live million dollars 
in Wall Street — and beiievmj that he did it. If you think 
of all the stories you have read of fortunes won at roulette 
or on ilio Stock ]’]x- 
change you will see 
that I mean a good 
deal by putting that 
last remark in italics. 

The thrill of tJieso 
gambling chapters, and 
the charm of Alison,^ 
and the cool and adroit 
assurance of the faine- 
ant young Englislntuin 
who wins her for his 
bride as iiie result of 
his Monte Carlo and 
Wall Street adventures, 
make Caviare a d(v 
Hghifiilly ontoriaining 
novel. Million or no 
million, I expect that 
in about six months’ 
time Mr. Grant 
Eiohardn the publisher 
will find that he has 
to pay Mr. Grant 
Bichaeds the author an uncommonly fat Htilo cheque on 
account of royalties. 

Miss Doeothka Conyers really must got out of the lost- 
will habit. Sally (Methuen) liad taken us to the real 
Ireland and was giving us the most delightful runs with as 
odd and sporting a pack of foxhounds and others as I over 
wish to meet, and all was merry and bright, natural and 
exhilarating. Then the authoress got thinking Unit we 
were nob being sulliciently excited, that we wanted (Heaven 
help us!) a nielodrarnafio interest. Out she came with 
her irritating Mrs. Studdert, the snob in wrongful posses- 
sion, her even more irritating Donough Clanchy, the saintly 
youth and ousted heir, and her deadly “If only we could 
find fliat will!” For myself 1 made short work of the 
tiresome testament. Turning at once to the end, 1 satisfied 
myself that it was, as 1 know it must be, eventually found, 
that Mrs. Sttiddert was evicted and Donough installed, and 
then I read the rest of tno book at my leisure, skipping a 
page or two every time 'a reference to the will caught my 
eye. And jpo I enjoyed it extremely, for, as well as the 
sporting element and native brogue, there wore **tbo 
subsequent complications which ensued between Sally and 
her various lovhrs (see cover), which, however sim;|^le )and 
artless/were lifelike and highly diverting. 


This is not Miss Cot^TttEs' first offence iirith tbs worst 
type of legal fiction, but I hope it will be her lost^ I would 
infinitely prefer to be able to read her next book straight 
through, without omissions, as anyone would gladly do, if 
she would confine herself to her own happy experiences 
or imagination in Ireland and the hunting field. Let me 
remind her*, then, that there is a book called Jarman on 
Wtlls which has run into many editions and thoroughly 
exhausted that subject . . . verb. sap. saLt 

I don't think Mr. Pktt Eidge has ever come into his 
kingdom ; certainly in my own mind I have not done him 
justice. But after reading Love at Paddingtbn (Nei/Bon) 
and Devoted Sparkes (Methuen) I shall not protest if any 
enthusiastic Englishman acclaims liim as our greatest 
living humourist. I do not call him that myself, because I 
do not believe in the existence of such a person, any more 
than I believe in the existence of a “ host dressed woman in 
London.” But I am prepared to take a Solemn Covenant 
to the effect that Mr. Pp^tt Eidge }ui,s in a high degree all 

the qualities of the 
real humourist — the 
wit and the liurnanity, 
the understanding and 
the sympathy. Devoted 
Sparkes is a long story 
of life below stairs; 
Love at Paddington a 
short story of the mid- 
dle-classes. As novels 
they are not faultless, 
but they overflow with 
humour. I give two 
examples from tlio first 
hook. “ Miss G., ever 
an entiuisiast where 
town was concerned, 
hinted at interesting 
corners with motnorics 
concerned either with 
history or notable cha- 
racters in fiction, and, 
although the visitor did 
not seem to have road 
widely, ho was able, by wariness, to express much by 
nods, words of assent, and, as some reference escaped 
Miss G. for the moment, intimating, when she secured it, 
that the information had arrived to liim at exactly the 
same moment.” And tliis, of Shakspeaue : “ * A man I 
never could stand,’ remarked Cook, ‘so far as his writings 
are concornocl. Eude, I call him.’ ” To all who love true 
humour 1 recommend Devoted Sparkes. Funny, I call it. 


TO A MEECENARY POET. 

Ie you can find each week some striking phrase 
!I’o advertise with piquancy and wit 
The shape hygienic and the faultless fit 
And virtues rare of someone’s brand of stays, 

Then, though your brow may not bo wreathed with bays 
And you may never on high Parnassus sit, 

Yet you shall earn a tidy little bit 
To sweeten toil and ease laborious days. 

Cease, then, to beauty’s charms to write vain odes 
Too finely fashioned for the sordid mart, 

And. while yonr song Btill lingers round her heart, 
Let acolaim the fiolentifio modes , 

Of eot^ts whieh, while giving youthful qurves, ; ; ? 
ISxpafid the Innge snj4 



BUSINESS ENTERPRISE IN TIDii PAST. 

VI,- A DKrijTA'i’ioN OF Fire Insurance Companies waiting on Nepo wjtii 
A rnoTicsT. 
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CHARIVARIA. 


A vmTUBS of the recent manoeuvres 
which has given widespread satisfac- 
tion is the demonstration that a rapid 
concentration of troops by rail is 
possible without dislocation of the 
ordinary civil traffic. One of the chief 
objections to Ifostilities in this country 
disappears now that it has been shown 
that our golfers would be able to get to 
their couraps without interference. 

* 

The German Empress, while visiting 
a village school in Alsace, promised to 
grant a little girl to whom she spoke 
whatever she wished. The girl replied 
that she would like) French to be taught 
in the school. Her request has now 
been granted, and it is rumoured that 
her father lias reproved her severely 
because it did not occur to 
her to ask tliat Alsace 
slioLild be given back to 
France. 

’ .it 

The Paris Municipal 
Council is creating a “ Koa- 
side” for the poor children 
of Paris in the woods of 
Vincennes on a scale 
hitherto unatternpted. To 
coinploto the illusion, a 
benovolont old gontloinan, 
it is rumoured, is about to 
present the park with a 
real sand -hopper, 

i): , -ii 

Lecturing at tlie London 
Salon of Photography, Mr. 
Alexander Keighley 
mentioned that ho know of 
an Italian inediawal castle 
which had been sold to an 
Englishman for £!J9. Castles in Spain 
may be had fur oven less than this. 


authbriiy. Last week, however, flue 
Willesden magistrates imposed a fine 
of half-a-orown on a Mrs. Smith who 
chased her husband round a public park 
with a hatpin. 




In opening his Institute Mr. Li^oyd 
George paid a tribute to the sense of 
chivalry and good feeling that animates 
British political life. When the Suf- 
fragettes appeared the Chancellor's 
audience made it quite clear that ho 
was not addressing a political mooting. 

* 'Ai 

The Milan Alpine Club has organised 
a huge excursion to the Alps. The 
party, which consists of over one 
tliousand persons, includes 50 journal- 
ists, 40 doctors, and a dentist. To judge 
by the last item a determined attack is 
to be made on the Bent du Midi. 



“Surely wk iiavis 

SIDE- WHISKERS I ’* 


“Empty Villages. 

WHY MEN ARE DRIVEN 
THE TOWNS.’’ 


TO 


^ A wasp s nost with olevori tiers has a daily paper. Wo have not read 

been found at bhamloy Green, faurrey. article, Lut can the reason bo th.it 
skyscraper craze would appear to 

UC SJpfOILQlTl^a 2^ 2}c 


Mannish women we all know, and 
now, it is stated, a cat that barks like a 
dog has just arrived iu Boston from 
Calcutta. wv A 


* 

•}* ^ 

One of the rules of the Iron Bail 

Club for Girls in Now York is, 77/r 
Express tells us, that, whenever the 
members see a man, they shall droop 
their eyes and run away. Wo liesilato 
to believe the rumour that some oi tin', 
men are proving so churlish as to 


Eoller-skating in the street, we read, 
has been banned by the Camberwell “Ki'seuT gi;oSe: 

and Kensington Borough Councils. As 

a matter of fact, we believe that gutter- '' - 

snipes with the slightest pretension to “At tho Eattorsoa Court ike cario wn-R heard 
being in the mode, gave it up some of two lodgore, fopmoriy on tho list as joint 
® ° ^ lodgorR, one of wbdm had boooino tho boIo 

ume ago. ^ occupier during the qualifying ]Mriod. Obiec- 

^ tion waa taken to the man on the ground that 

One would have thought that any he had described himself as * joint ’ wlven he 
effort to brighten up our parks and to should have put ‘ solo/ 

E rovide free amusements there would He really ought to know his proper 
ave been encouraged by those in place on the mem. 


PAWa/* 

FouB-i»Awa, the kitteu from the farm,' 
Is come to live wiili Uetsey-Jaue, ^ 
Leaving tho stack yard for ilie warm 
Flower com nassed cottage m the lanoi 
To wash his idle face and play 
Among chinU cushions all the day. 

Under tlio shadow of hor hair 
lie lies, who loves hill* nor desists 
To praise his whiskers and compare 
Til© tabby brarclois ou his wristi#i — 
Omelet at lunch and milk at tea 
Suit Betsey Jauo, ami mo fares he. 

Happy beneath her golilsn hand 
Ho piUTB contonUidI v, nor hotuiR 
His Mother mourning ihuvugh the land, 
The old gi'oy cat with tattered ears 
And humhlo tail and hi'uvy paw 
Who brought hun up among the stmw. 

Never hy <U»y she voniurofi 

I II 

■ . But when the dusk grows 
I f dim uiul dei'p 

And moths tUt out of tho 
sti ange idty 

And has been long 

asli'Op 

Out of 11 ihulc she Coujos 
and 

Uoi* dark inuternal oflvr- 
ings, - 

Some lioMmouso or a 
ihrosilti caught 
Near nrittHl fruit or in 
tho corn, 

Or rat, for thm her darling 

MOUgllt 

In tho old Ihuu whore ho 
wart 1)01 n ; 

And all lest on his dainty 

— - bed 

Four pawH wore faint or undor-fod. 

Only between the twilight hours 
Under llio window-pance she walks 
Shrewdly among the Hoentod flowers 
Nor HnapH M.o soft nastui tiurn stalks, 
Uttering slill her plaintive cries 
And Fou! paws, from the replies, 

heaps from his cushion to the floor, 
Down tho hiiek passage scanily lit. 
Waits wail mg at tho outer door 
Till one ftli^se ami open it 
Then fro/n the swinging lantern’s light 
Buns to luB Mother iu the nights 


Literary Note# 

A new book is announced, entitled 
Poems to PtirloVii, I’liak kt will he 
allowed— in Oiis imif alive age -^to l>e 
without a compaiuon is innonccivablo, 
and we conft<leidlv antieWle the ar- 
rival of Kyrielks to Kyas)4y S^onueU Uy 
Simlen, Monoh^ue^ to Mauri AlbuPtf 
AHtistrophes to A(ld nc, and Kwatraim 
to Karsavina, 


yoL^ cxuii, 
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I THE LETTER. 

“Phancesca,** T waid, ‘*1 have had a loiior.’* 

What ? " Haul Pranccrtca. “ A loitor a prnHy red 
penny stamp on it, and the ])osiinavk quito illegihh^, so that 
you couldn’t guess fiom whom it (jjinio? Well, you are in 
luck/' 

did not study the ))osiinark,’' 1 said woaril 3 \ “Post- 
marks do noli iniovcst me. I do not collect postmarks. 
But, if you likcj, 1 will consult this ono and find out all 
about it." 

“ Was it froin your Aunt Matilda? " said Fiancesca. 

“ 1^0, Francesca, it was not. At least I think not. Aunij 
Matilda does not deal in postmarks. She " 

“ Yes, ] know. Aunt Matilda decals in advice, and I 
wish who wouldn't. What does sIjo saj" this time? " 

“ Francesca,” 1 said, “ you are unjust. Aunt Matilda 
says liothing this time. She offers no advice of any kind,” 

“ I ’ll hot slio does. Hand mn the letter.” 

“ You will lose your l)et, Francesca. Aunt Matilda has 
written many letters, hut not this ono.” 

“Tlien why,” said Francesca, “ did you say she had?” 

“ My statement was that slio luid not semt the postmark. 
If you infoiTed from it that slie had writtfui tlie letter I am 
now preiparod to withdraw the inference ajid apologise. 
Aunt Matilda- - - ” 

“ Oh, bother your Aunt Matilda! ” 

“ Francesca, i refuse to do so. Her name alono should 
protect her from such ribaldry.” 

“ What's in lier name? ” said Francesca. 

1 hid rr)y head in my hands and groaned. Franc(?sca 
fumbled for her haiulkeicliiof and, failing to find it, fanned 
me with mine. 

“ There,” she said, “ now you ’ro heltor. But about Aunt 
Matilda's name ? ” 

“It has come,” I moaned. “The little rift within the 
what 's-his-namo tluit ]) 3 '-and-hy will nuiko the music some- 
thing or other Help me, l^Vancesca,” 

“ Lute—rmute,” said Francesca. 

“ Thank you. Tlio words were on the tip of my tongue. 
It has coinci,” I continued- “ the crisis that comes in the 
lives of all married people wluni ono or the other discovers 
that tho.othcfror — er - tho one falls short of what the one 
or — or — or — the other suppused her or —or — him to bo. 
1 trust 1 make myself clear.” 

t “ Perfectly,” said Francesca. “ A cl did could understand 
you. But how did you know? 1 never told you. 1 did 
not wish to distress you. 1 could still have gone on wear- 
ing a mask and smiling bravely in the sight of ” 

“But the ma.sk, you know,” I interjected. “Tliey would 
not have seen your bravo smiles.” She did not hoed mo. 

“ 1 could still,” slie wt;nt on, “ hav(i smiled in the sight of 
ibo world, and nobody would have known t hat my lioart 
was broken because you could not romomhor a simple 
quotation. But now concealment is useless.” She paused 
and dabheKl her eyes with my handkerchief. 

“Pardon me, bVanc(\sca,” 1 snid, “the boot is on the 
other log. The crisis reached me first. I am (lie discoverer, 
ttnd all the smiling has got to be done by me. Francesca, 
you do not know ^^our Fnglish history.” 

“ History ? ” she said. 

“ Yes, history. Can you' breathe the name Matilda and 
not romemlier iliat she w^s tiie only daughter of Hknuy 1., 
and the only mother of Henry J 1. ? Can you think of her 
and not boreiiiinded irresistibly of Stephen, with whom slie 
had a civil war ? Alas, that the twelfth century should be 
• BO soon forgotteiiil Francesca, I am ashamed of you." 

“ But how was I to know that your Aunt Matilda was 
that one? You never told mo, and I never hoard hor 


mention Stephen. Poor dear, how she must have missed 
the red carpet and the National Anthem. But tlien you 
are a prince, and I,” she continued, flushing proudly — “I 
have married above mo. Surely, Sir, you, in whose veins 
runs the blood of aU the Matildas, will not taunt me with 
my lowly hirtlj.” 

“I am no taunter,” I said. “ Sometimes I wish I wore. 
Lot us allude no more to this painful subject ; let us dis- 
miss our Aunt Matilda from our minds. Frahcesca, I havo 
had a letter.” 

“ You ’ve .said that before.” 

“ No matter, it is still true ; though you have tjrawn my 

Aunt Mat 1 moan an aged female relative across the 

scent. Tilings are what they arc, you know, Francesca." 

“ Nonsense. Think of cooks and consols and the weather 
and the German Emperor. They 'ro always something 
different.” 

“ 1 'ill not talking,” 1 said, “ of cooks suid consols or even of 
the weather and the German J'Imperoju i am talking of 
Jiaving had a letter.” 

“ But you 'vo got it still, haven’t you ? Who wrote it ? ” 

“I will not tlisguiso from you, Francesca, that it was 
written by a man.” 

“Oh, thank heaven for that! Thank heaven for that!” 
Sfio broke off and solibed convulsively. 

“Yes,” I said, “his name is h’loming - Thomas Fleming. 
He is certainly a man.” 

“ If it 's from Tom Fleming,” said Francesca, “ you ueodii’t 
toll me any more about it. Ho doesn’t interest me.” 

“Francesca, you wrong him. No more jirofoundly in- 
teresting man exists. His speeches at Agricultural Societies’ 
meetings are positively thnlling, and his dinners are a 
dream.” 

“ Well, I can’t stand hero any more lishming to your 
dreams. I 've got some real letters to write," and she flung 
out of the room, 

“Francesca," I shouted after her, “ he wants mo to dine 
witli him on Tuesday- in London, you know; and he offers 
mo a hod. I’m going to say Yes. Y^ou’d like mo to, 
wouldn't you ? " 

There was no answer. However, she can’t sa^^ I didn’t 
toll, hor all about it. 11. C. L. 

VANDALS ON DAKTMOOH. 

Greatly the high gods wrought this gianito tor, 

Bold, black, bluff-fronted, bonding sliaggy brows 
On dappled hills where bees in beatlier drowse. 

They set it there to stand for evermore, 

With dimness of pale j)ui'plo set before. 

Steeped irj the pomp of silence— not to house 
Beef- bloated tourists in debased carouse 
Upon its stony knees, its thymy floor. 

They come by waggonette, a vandal brood ; 

They sprawl at leisure — “a great lierd of swino 
Feeding ” ; and having fed they strew around 
Paper, smaslied glass, and cardboard on the ground, 
Leaving, where none but gods might meetly dine, 
Foul wrappings and the relics of their food. 

Cruel only to be Kind. 

Lloyd (>oorR0, comntfenting on the result of the Midlothian 
election, stutod tliat the result proved that the campaign against 
the Insurance Act is loving force ." — Acerhujitm Ohscf’ver, ■ 

“Aluch interest was taken in the progress of the underwriting of 
the now Chintiso lion."— News. 

We are entirely against tattooing for animals. 












LINKK LYHTCS. 

VI. — TiiE Chief IlNcnNKEu. 

IIetie mid infoniul dcpilis of black and 
red, 

Wliere, like lost souls, tbo la-scars 
dimly loom, 

With pomp and circuiiistanco you daily 
tread 

The middl(3 platform of the online- 
room. 

And yot it is not this your stately walk, 

Your engines innocent of sp(3t or 
speck, 

That make your name the universal talk 

Of all who gossip on the upper dock. 

“ Irpwiim omnc — ” and we frankly own 

Wo Know but little of the toilsomo 
craft 

Which keeps you busy in that lomd 
zone 

Of thrust and damper, throttle-valve 
and shaft. 

^Yet 'tis not ignorance that makes you 
great, 

No, nor that moment when a god 
appears 

From his maohine, when bells are 
striking eight. 

To ory the knpttage in our eager ears* 


But in a little cabin eight by six, 
Whore pumps and cylinders no 
longer claim 

Your grim attention and you 'ro free to 
mix 

Your favourite drink, to play }Our 
favouJ'ite game. 

Tis iiere you show the genius that fools 
Those poker-sequences wo fondly lind, 

The bland cxteulor that rakes the poeds 
Nor hints the working of a master- 
mind. 

Down in those noi.sy depths it may ho 
true 

That there are other valiants who 
know 

As well the tricks and turns of orankv 
and screw. 

The strange vagaries of a dynamo. 

It matters not, for us it is enough 
That liero, where drinks are long and 
words are brief, • 

In all the ways of calm suavo-foaturod 
bluff 

You stand alone, pro-oniinently 
‘‘chief/' J. M. a 


Paragraphs that Help. 

“Although there are ZOO ways of cooking 
potatoas, only three zneihoda-’^boiling, baking, 
and cooking — ate praotised in this country ." 

T(nrk$hir 0 Evening l^rm. 


()i:ii (lOliONIDH. 

II. ArSTUMilA 

This c-omitiy has rtuMMjil\ i*oeu re* 
flisoovnred, hut Oajit.ain (loioK began it 
y(3ars ago It is a eontinoui,, and rn- 
sojublos the niHjont\ of oontinonts in 
lluiL it bogii\M with “ A and onds with 
the same h'tlor, 'I'bo fact thivt it is a 
coniinoiit just sa\cM it liom being 
known astlin biggest island in (ho world. 
Snob are the ponaliios of great 

What C-aptain (-ook Ihnngbt of 
.Australia is not known. Jhd it is sig- 
ndicant tluvt bn* many yoai:i it was 
us(mI as a dumping gi’ornul bu' I'higlisli 
oi'iminals, d’hosr eiiminalj who made 
fortunes ivfiirned to lOngJand and on- 
tiacMl Soi'ieiy; the ones who failed tO 
amass rielins took ship to KouiluAfrica, 
ilouhthws knowing that they Mould feel 
more at borne there. Having Urns dis- 
posed of its hurdons, Australia bpetuno 
very w oalthy ami very enlightoHod, And 
is now known as (ioif’s couutt) , except 
the North-West territories. 

Australia is principalt y an agi icuUural 
and stock -raisinjSf count ly. It posso»wc« 
so many shoop that bc\ oral GocVoi nment 
(dlioials arc kept busy ihdng nothing 
else but counting thorn. Anil even so 
they are never HUro of Ihoir figures to 
within a million or When the 
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Bbea-ring season is in foU blast, the and the Labour Party. The droughts | Two insUmn^te, oawlaUy Bdeot^ oro u 
whole of the Continent is inches d^p last only for a fow years, m a rde, but 

m wool; aria the amount of floeoing tho rabbits and Labour Tarty last for i^ey ^ot too high or hamh. Harmonimnsi are 
that goes on is unbelievable. But there over. Wlien the country is lying help- ideal, and suit tho slo^-moving brains of cows 
is no malice in it; it is just slioar fun. Ifissiti the ciroad grip of the drought, all admirably." 

In addition to sheep, there arc vast tlie rivers diy up and the crops shrivel Wo are glad to loam that, as a part 
herds of cattle, wiiich are always tended and the sheep die by iriillions. But of the great land campaign initiated 
by gentlemen with red shirts, top hoots after two days' rain everything is i)ros- under ilio auspices of the Chancellok 
and forty-foot stock whi])H. When tilings perous again, and the rich squatters of ihik Exchequer, a scheme for pro- 
are slack ill the cattle business, these come into town and celebrate in a fitting viding for the musiqal needs, not only 
gentlemen accqit situations on the manner. Australian fanners are called of cattle, but horses and poultry, has 
Music Hall stage and are very popular, squatters, by the way, because they been worked out by a special sub- 
Fonnerly gnld grew practically wild prefer riding to walking. committee, including Sir Henry Wood, 

in Australia, but, owing to the persistent Babbits are a dreadful nuisance, the Earl of Tankervirle, Kubelik, 
efforts of the old-time minors and the Many yejars ago, some careless person Mr. Arthur I^onsonby, Mr. Algernon 
enterprise of various company -pro- introduced a couple, and thenj are now Ashton, and Mr. IfAiiny Lauder. 
inoters, the industry is now a very tame about 780,245,000,000,000, in round One of the most interesting features 
one. However, the gold sciwed its figures. Tliey are caught by thousands of the campaign is the effort that is 
turn in drawing the attention of ilio and frozen into solid masses for export being made to enlist the co-operation of 
world to Australia, an<l was a magnifi- to Europe ; but even this awful fate distinguished composers. Several of 
cent advertiseniont. Also, by tlui time doesn’t seem to discourage them, 
the craze was over, the whole surface Australia is principally famous for 
of the Continent Jiafl bo(Hi so thoroii Idyl Sydney Harbour, gum trees, frozen 
dug up that it was in splon 


did condition for crops. 

Australia is very exclusive 
as regards many of its attri- 
butes, and possoss(js an 
entirely original animal 
kingdom. One particularly 
exclusive and original typo 
is known as the oniillio- 
rhynchus, and it would have 
been sufficient to make 
Australia famous even if 
gold had never bt?en dis- 
covered tlicre. It lias the 
feet and hill of a duck and 
the body and tail of an 
otter, and it lay.s eggs and 
barks like a dog. Also w e 
are inclined to think that 



Tnu MULTI-rAKLlAMENT AGK. BtATE OrENING DAY. 


t liesf? liavo already promised their assist- 
ance. Thus Mr. Josef Holbrooke is 
actually engaged on an Agricultural 
— I Symphonic Tone - Poem 

entitled, " Three Quavers 
and a Cow," in which the 
"‘llanz dcs Vaches"' forms 
the “motto" tlieine of the 
on tiro w( )rk. Professor G ran- 
viLLE lUNTOtTv has Wel- 
comed the suggestion wdth 
enthusiasm, and is medi- 
tating a groat Choral Sym- 
phony in four movements, 
of wdiich the subjects will be 
Ensilage, Intensive Culture, 
Small Holdings, and Land 
Taxes. The scenario lias 
been prepared by Mr. Outh- 
WATTE, but tlio woi’ds will 
be WTitten in Persian by 
Professor Bantook himself. Sir Edward 


it lives mutton, and The Bulletin, It is also 
entirely on lobster mayonnaise, though very useful in emergencies because it is Elgar’s contribution will ta.ke the form 


naturalists are strangely silent on this 
point. In addition there are kangaroos 
and wallabies, and a very ferocious 
brand of wild dog knowm as the dingo, 
wliich must not be confused wdth tiie 
South Afrienn donga. 

The favourite pastimes in Australia 
are cricket, racing and bushranging. 

The last-named is the only one wliich ^ .. n/r ^ - i* 

calls for any comment, thoiigli it is not of Mr. Grant, of 

nearly so popular as it used to bo. The “<»’"'"• . ^ot only has he proved 
modus operand i was refreshingly simple, 
the properties consisting entirely of a 
man wdtb a mask, a horse, a good re- 
volver and a coach full of gold. The 


such a long way from England ; and of a Haiwest Ecstival Masque, in which 
its people are the most open-hearted prominence will bo assigned to the 
and hospitable in the world. You different cereals, vegotablos and fruits, 
ask them. Thus there will be an obbligato for tlic 

oat pipe in one section ; in anothej* 
there will bo a quartet for four vegetable 
inarrowphones, an iristnuiient recently 
invented by Mr. Eubtac^e Miles. A 
IIo]) dance and a Tutti Prutti will also 
bo included in the work, which, wo 
understand, is scored for full orchestra, 
supplemented with a cottage piano, 
thrashing machine, and the instruments 


PHILHARMONJC EABMING. 

Considerable interest has be.eii ex- 
cited in musical circles by the recent 
' ‘ Wis- 

consin. iNoi, oniy nas ne proven to his 
own satisfaction that cows to which 
music is played increase thenr yield of 
milk l)y one-third, but, according to The 
Whitby UazeUcoi the 24th inst., he lias 


already named 

XV*** V,* ...XXV. . - , , , . IX 1 While harmoniums are found to be 

manvrith the revolver used to shoot the 9 ‘^Tivinced a number of agricuHuiTil admirably adapted to the musical 
man driving the coach, and then take United btates. But it organisation of cows, tl 


possession of ilio gold. It is generally good music, 


the physical woU- 


oonsidered that the American Trusts 
were much impressed yvith tlio fascina- 
tions of bush ranging. 

Thei’e are many beautiful towns in 
Australiq^, and each of them is the most 
modern and progressive in the world. 
Australia bas its fair share of plagues, 


the prinoipW being drought, rabbits, good effect on moBt animals 


being of pigs is materially advanced by 
instruments of a sliriller timbre, and 
the Committee have decided to offer a 
prize for the best duet for two piccolos 
suitable for farmyard performance. 
Meantime Mr. Okou* Shabf'^ has 

^nllgar music-hall air. The Wedding March offered to' ^ 

from • Lohengrin ’ has been found to have a and Bra«3 ’ for smaU orohestm. 


At rnilking-timo, according to Mr. Grant, 
the iK'st inuKic to play is a low soft tnno, which 
will soothe the troubled nerves of the cows ; 
but it has also been disco vered that young cows 
prefer a light coniposilion. All cows like to 
heat a waltz. They rcvol in the waltz, hut 
their milk turns sour if they arc treated to a 


as being specially suitable for an 




auclienco of doTikeys, wlio.so claim to 
sympathetic treatment has been hitherto 
sadly overlooked. 

TIjo influence of music on poultry has 
not escaped tlie notice of the promotei’s 
of the new movement, and it is their 
intention to organize travelling string 
quartets for the puq)ose of increasing 
the yield of eggs by serenading laying 
hens twice or three times a day. Experi- 
ments have shown tliat hens of a good 
strain are extraordinarily susceptible to 
classical chamber music. Buff Orping- 
tons have a marked partiality for 
Beethoven, Brahmas naturally prefer 
Bbahms, while speckled Anconas are 
enthusiasts for Haydn. Where the 
services of quartet-players arc not avail- 
able, it is found that almost equally 
satisfactory results are obtained by 
attaching gramophones to incubators. 
In tito case of table-poultrjr, again, the 
system pf artificial fattening can be 
greatly facilitated by musical means. 
Indeed, ii>t Aylesbury, the forcible feed- 
ing of ducks is no longer necessary, so 
e^etrly do they eat to the oocompani^^ 
nietii of a {danola or even a mdsieal-box. 


•‘Wm;* 

Ac<joudino to me there were no such 
things as wimberrieH ; according to 
Mabel, there were such things as 
wimbeirics. Peter liad to wait while 
tlie point was settled. Peter loves )uk 
lunch, but does not like it too drawn 
out. Jlo complained. 

“Fill in your spare time,” said I, 
“by giving the casting vote. You aif' 
not likely to get fed until tlio matter 
has been decided one way or the other.” 

Peter prides himself upoti his tac.t. 

“I see some little purple herricH in a 
disJi and I want to cat some of fhem, 
please,** said ho. 

“ They are bilberries,** said T. 

“They are wimberries,’* said Mahc^l. 

** Pass them, please,** said Pchu', 

Owing to hi.s unlucky position at tl»o 
table, be could not get at the dish 
withept the assistance of both of us. 

“Pass what?** I asked, being the 
nearer to the dish, 

^ “ The bUberries, please,** said Peter ; 
and 1 did my share of the passing. 

But Mabel wan not going to do hers 


on tiMwe terms. “There are no 
hilhenics/’ she said rnmly, keepirtg 
Peter r)tl. 

“ I’aHs the wimhevries, plnaso, Maliel 
dear,” said Peter; but 1 placCil a hand 
on the (hsh “J am Hovvy,'' 1 «aidt 
“ but a prineipln is at hUKo. * 

“ Th(\y grow on thd Hl n^Uon Hills,'* 
said Mahel, “and all Hlii’^ipshire will 
tell you that they are u imberricH. ’ 
“'Flu’v grow all ovor the woild/* I 
re})lied, “ami Omt' tiuw do it 

thny are hilherries.” 

Plater eonhally agrtMul with us both, 
Then v\ith a suddc'.u liglit*H>S» (d spe^Hih, 
as if he \^el’e heginning a subject wdiich 
had just ocrurnjd to hiui| he said : 
“ Might J troiihle you for the berries ? ” 
“ What berries? '* said v\6. * 

“ Those berries/' said Peter, nointing. 
1 gave Inin a lead : “ Tbo bil . . . ? '* 
Mabel Bti^gosied : “ The wiin . . , ? ** 
“ Pass tluj williamhUi'i’ieft, if you 
please/' said l*et<^r, and wo not only 
passed thorn at oium:\ birf I even went 
out of iny way to get hiiu the ci^am off 
the side4abte, just, to. show my 
api>reoiatioiii ol llpfir diplortjiacy. 
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THE LAST HOURS. 

(Being an account by our Special 
CorrcspotKhni of the death of Home 

To-day IJlHter )ia« found lierself. 
By the right of procoedings 

Ulster is a naiion. y<’Htorday, amid 
scenes of un para] lolud onil lUHiasiu, IJ Istor 
was addroHHod in one aftcanoon by Lord 
LoNPONDinmY, Bir Ldwaiu) Caubon, 
Lord CnAitnKS Berks^oud, Tiord Wil- 
j^ou(mHy DM IhtOKE and (crowriing 
touch) Mr. F. K Smith, Homo llulo 
is dead ! 

The scene Ijoforo tlio arrival of the 
speakers was oiie to impross anyl)ody 
but an obsosBfid . Nationalist. The 
thousands of uptunuid faces — a trifle 
grim at the thought of going into action 
two years bonce, but utterly without 
signs of fear — spoke a stern resolve 
unprecedented in Instoiy. “ Never in 
any cirournstancos will wo have Home 
llulo.” Ulster has said it, and for all 
practical purposes Horne Jtule is dtiad. 

But liark 1 Tlie National Anthem is 
playing ; and with one accord w'c rise — 
those of us who have seats — and stand 
witli bared beads as Bir ]h)W’AitD 
Carson, followed by liord London- 
DKiiHY, Lord Chaulkh Bkuesford, Lord 
WiLLOiTOUBY T)E BiiOKM and (cvowning 
touch) Mr. F. E. Smith, stride on to 
the platform. A moment later and 
Ulster’s loader is speaking. 

As I watch bis audience 1 begin to 
realise the spii it which dominates these 
men, I begin to understand why it is 
that four-fifths of Ireland can novejr 
have Home llulo if the other fifth 
objects. They hang upon the very lips 
of their great general ; they follow his 
every word ; with an incredible quick- 
ness iliey take up each point as lie 
makes it. Wo are accused of hi aggiiig,” 
be says ; “1 ask you, gentlemen, is it 
the habit of the Ulster Scot to brag? ” 
and imrnodiatoly all the Ulster Scots 
present cry “No I” wdth a loud voice, 
and thus stamp out the base libel for 
ever. A little later Bir bklward refois 
to Belfast merchant who has been low 
etiough to give an interview to a 
lladical paper, and the doep-tliroaied 
roar of “ Kick liim I ” which lesounds 
through the hall is an indicafiion of the 
determined spirit which animates the 
itneeting. 

But now lie strikes a loftier note. 

“ Gentlpmon, we aie met to make a 
solemn covenant one witji the other 
and likewise each to each.. Wo are to 
take an oath together, fnutually and 
one with tto other. In this matter, 

f entlemen, it has fallen to me by 
leaven’s will t^ be your leader, con- 
jointly, mutually, and side by side. 
Gentlemen, will you follow me? . 


Had the answer been “ No I ” Home 
Rule might still be a living issue, but 
the roar of assent made it plain that 
for all practical purposes Home Rule 
is dead. 

The final note was of a tremendous 
solemnity : — • 

“ Gentlemen, with God’s aid, always 
providing that The WestTninster Gazette 
won’t mis-(piote me, I will lead you to 
victory.” 

Ijord Wii-LouGHUY i>E Broke is an 
Irislnnan of a different typo. His 
message was simple. 

“We are prepared,” he said, “if it 
he possible, to resist Horne llulo with- 
out the sheclding of blood ; but if blood 
must flow, then, believe i no, gentlemen, 
blood will flow. For in the last resort 
our strength will bo the strength of our 
own right arm, and the Tluunes will run 
red with blood before a Varlianiont is 
established on College Green.” 

Wild cheering and loud buiTahs 
greeted this statement, for every one 
present remomhored the noble lord’s 
similar throat in regard to the Parlia- 
ment Bill; and bow, btdoro that Bill 
became an Act, Lord Willoughuy dr 
I biOKK defied his enemies on Waterloo 
Bridge until his blood poured into tlio 
Thames and, wounded in a hundred 
places, he fell unconscious across his 
t)rokon sword. 

But snddtnily this mass of shouting 
men is Imslied into silence, for Lord 
CirAULRS Brursford is in the middle 
of a typically breezy speech. 

“ Btick to it, gentlemen,” he said. 
“ Y ou ’re bound to win. You 've got them 
on the run. It 's Winston Chitrchild 
who has been doing it all. I thought 
when he went to the Admiralty that 
the Navy might be hrouglit up io its 
proper strength, l)ut 1 was wi’ong. 
Winston . . . two-power standard . . . 
monkey-tricks . . . the recent naval 
manaMivres , , . the Admiralty . . . 
Winston . . — at which point a 
volley of cheering hrouglit an excellent 
s]'>eech to a close. And when the noble 
lord sat down one felt that once more 
Home Rule )md, for all practical pur- 1 
IK)sos, been killed. 

It was at 4.15 that the greatest 
Irishman of them all, Mr. F. E. Smith, 
rose to address the multitude. A 
Solemn Covenant without Mr. F. E. 
Smiiti would he unthinkable. Indeed 
anything without Mr. F. E. Smith 
would ho unthinkable. As a well- 
known member of our Orange Lodge 
said to me ; “ It only needed this ! ” 

“ Gentlemen,” said Mr. F. E. Smith, 
“the Government has betrayed the 
countr}% has sold its honour and its 
sovereign’s honour for a mess of 
pottage ; and, gentlemen, it is a moss, 
too. They want us io get them out of 


this mess, but we go to them and we 
say to them, * No I get out of it for your- 
selves.* Gentlemen, they have toed 
the line to Redmond, and now the 
country is going to toe them out. ” 

As I watched the audience under the 
influence of this speech, I realized what 
I bad not properly realized before, that 
beneath his stem demeanour the Ulster- 
man hides a real sense of humour. 
Indeed it is not too much to say that 
these splendid Nonconformist.^ — in no 
way to bo confounded, of cdurse, with 
the Nonconformists of Scotland and 
Wales and the Whitefield Tabernacle — 
are the very salt of the earth. 

But we must return to Mr. F. E. 
Smith. Groat Staiosman and I^eader 
as he is, 1 think he made a iriistako in 
his peroration. His words were : 

“And if the Prime Minister sends 
English soldiers to shoot down Ulster- 
men, what shall wo do? Gentlemen, 1 
will tell you what we shall do. We 
shall simply hang tlio Prime Minister 
to the nearest lamp-post. ” 

Of course the difference between 
English soldiers shooting down common 
English rioters during a strike, and 
English soldiers shooting down loyal 
Ulster rioters during a rebellion is 
enormous to any real thinker, but to a 
mixenl audience it is a trifle subtle. 
And some of us could not help romom- 
horing that in the former case Mr. 
F. E. Bmith did not hang the Prime 
Minister to the nearest lamp-post. 
However, it is ungracious to find fault 
with one who had come all the way 
from Liveipool to address his follow- 
countryinen, and who by his words had 
killed Horne Rule for ever. 

Once riioi’o we stood u}) with hared 
heads while ]jord Ijonoonderry, Sir 
Edward Carson, IjohI CuAuiiKS Beres- 

FORD, Ijord Wllil/OFGHRY DI'l BuoKE atid 
(crowning touch) Mr. F. E. Smith filed 
slowly out of the hall. Horne Rule 
was dead. 


Later. — Home Rule is dead. Bir 
Edward Carson has just r ocioived the 
following letter from the Prime 
Minister: " 

Dear Sir Edward, --J gather from j 
the reports of your meetings that Ulster 
strongly objects to Home Rule. My 
dear fellow, why didn’t you tell mo 
before? I had no idea. I thought 
Ulster was in favour of it. But of 
course we won’t press t he Bill if there 
is anybody who doesn’t like it. | 

Yours over, H. H. Asquith. 

P.S. — You might ask F. E. Smith 
for me — I understand that he is a 
Welshman — whether there is anybody 
in Wales who doesn’t want Disestab- 
lishment. If there is, yee ’ll drop that 
too. A. A. M. 





Chronic Uanlrupt (to his solicitor). ‘ TIalf-a-cuown is TfiF roi;Ni>/ you say. W j i.u, 1 ’vi’ Ai.wwri rAiu rivw non nKrOHM, 
AND DAMMF, J ’iJ. DO IT AO.AIN, KVDN IF I HAVK TO 1»AV' JT OUT OF MY OWN FOCTCKT." 


TIJK ONLY TOPIC. 

(Jieiiig spcriweu letters from the (Corre- 
spondence (Colinniis of all the- Capers.) 
SiH, — I ohservo in your issiin of 
September 21 the ])luase “tlio im- 
(loubtecl gifts of Smax JIai’(ltr(3iii.'' 
What your contributor means liy this 
I sliouid great J> like to know. “ Un- 
doubted "is a stj'ong word, it nutans, 
I take it, that in universal acceptance 
Hardtrein lias ability. Ijot me then 
say I Hire, as unanibiguousJ y as 1 am 
able, that you are wrong, for one person 
at least doubts Jlardtrein’s artistic 
capacity, and that is myself. If you 
want to know\ there is one man and 
one only who has undoubted gifts as 
a producer of plays, and that is J^ldimmd 
Cradon Gorg. Yours, etc., 

ThoKD IVNITFFSEN, 

Siu, — ^There is a bet on at our 
Amateur Dramatic Society as to which 
came first, Hardtrein or Gorg, and I 
write to ask you to settle it. Your 
word will bo taken as final Some of 
our members hold that Gorg influences 
Hardtrein^ and indeed go farther and 
apply to Hardtrein a very steep epithet ; 


others say tliat Hardtrein influenci's 
Gorg. Personally 1 don’t much innul, 
especially as neither seems It) ha\e 
anything to do >vith any of ihe))hi\H 
iJiat one likes; hut since there is moiu^y 
on it— as a matter of fact, live shillings 
“ I should greatly like to know. 

Yours, etc., Ikvino 'J'onks. 

Sin,— I see references in the Ihess to 
the genius of Mr. Cradon Gorg. 'J’liey 
are ridiculous. Tliere is hut one man 
of genius now connected with tlu^ 
artistic production of jdays, and that is 
Ikdskott*, of th(3 Nijni Novgorod Ilav 
market, i^oth Gorg and Hardtrein 
equally doiivo from Bolskoff. 

Yours, etc., Hknuy K, Brimn. 

SiK, - 'Would it not ho possible for 
some aiTangeinont to be inadt) among 
the nations by which each kept its own 
men of transcendent genius within its 
confines? England, 1 have no doubt, 
might lose a certain number of 
musicians, but, at any rate, we >should 
retain that superb genius Ci'adori 
Gorg in out mulst, to show us, as he 
has shown the Poles, the Lapps, the 
Finns and the Albinos how a play really 


ought to he mounhMi. At I he same 
time \N(3 should lai freed IV»un the un- 
])alalal)lo athudions of Herr llanlirein 
and other uudesiiahle^ hut pushful 
aliens. Viairs, <‘lc., J. JV 


“ Afli'i’ llu^ 1 1 till' \N liintid t<a \\\^ t ide lord, 
the Old rioilmc's tJui tr\ iviiwerUid liy 
I’hiwsIum' foi i\\e wuut tor ae 

Hide.” Sjtot tsooo> 

I’his harping on (he ahfuaice of side 
coiujuds US to say I hat one can lu» too 
modesi . 

ItioKit tnlii A, liiiad* '‘Uy rd iboRi) 
lioiirtA with wki<d\ ha 

Aunt SuMH*' . {i'v|>('idi I " f hilly Arica, 

[speaking as on(3 who, after years of 
! suffering, lum jnsi had his ' usptu'ix 
!rt’mo\rMi, we c<»tulenm Kab’v. unfev^ling 
i lMdia\ iuur, 

I 

I Prom Sjpithrahsm- in “The IV^ople’s 
Books scries ; ~ 

“ Man had hts ( eft, aiul v.Oti 
CYiH»Bod, iiiikod art whrn he N\af!t3heru, U> 
iuiruBivo and Sa/.u et his brother* 

niun. Ho hiui to niaho coniluiis- 

tioiw ...” • 

Quite right too. 




ymid Mother (who )ias allowed a whole week of Oie new term to elapse before running down to see her hoy), “And uow has my 
pahung bkkn oKrriNq on?’* Master, “Vhtry wei.l, very well. Soffexuno a little from nostaloia, ferhaps.” 

Fofid Mother, ** Nostaloia / And the dentist abbdiujjd me he wouldn’t have any more trouble with itI” 


BY PBOXY. 

Good mobning I Feel my pulse. It doosn’t flutter ? 

No: well, I want a nice engagement ring. 

Not for myself, you see; it is an utter 
Ass of a pal of tnino who ’s done this thing. 

0 saipc meacm I . Kattlo, hat, and putter 

We've wielded hand in hand. But this, 1 take it. 
Doesn't intrigue you? No? Well, let’s get on. 

1 want a ring as cheap as you can make it. 

, Show mo your meagre diamonds white and wan. 

Yet such as sparkle ever and anon. 

• 

Have you a half hoop, say, at thirty shillings? 

I thought not. . . . Yes, one ought to spring a bit 
On such occasions; wherefore else these killings 
Of sacrificial kids with throats well slit? 

What are these cooings worth? What bo these billings ?- 
The odds are one will got hut one engagement. 

Were I the man, good sooth, I would not fence; 

1 'd let your zeal run on to its assuagement, 

Bidding you bring mo out your most immenso 
01 jewel-riddled rings and d the expense. 

But there it is. Thomas’s last dii^ection 
Was, ” Do not go beyond a certain sum.” 

Ho would not come and make his own selection, 
Partly fo?: that strange quaking of the turn, 

IHiat b^hfulness befot*o your bland inspection, 

Which is tbs usual thing on these occasions, — 
because he feared that you, 

Knowing the strangle bold for all evasions, 

WoulS nhateo biijil (rightly shame him, it is true)* 
And iiiib him WM thim be bad meant you t6. 


Now there *6 0 , ring he'd fancy: kindly trot it 
Out for a minute. How much would it bo? — 

What I — I can’t run to that! I haven’t got it! 

Gods! it would break me! That won’t do for me! . . . 
Him, I should say. . . . Oh well, I thouglit you’d spot it-- 
Yes, I’m the man myself. You would be boobies 
To let a dodge like that deceive you, eh? 

Bring out your bulky gems, your whacking rubies, 

Your Koh-i-noors, your Cullinans! — To-day 
I got engaged, and 1 must pay, pay, pay. 


''During an cxfwdition to Kirkoswald, I found a Hinall camp of 
seven by the riverside. The one complaint was that the KirkoswiUd 
bens laid badly J The night before they scoured the village and could 
only got three for their tea, and there were seven of them. ' What 
cid you do?’ I somewhat heedlessly asked. ‘Toss up? ’‘Oh, no,’ 
said Ihn xmtrol leader, ' scouts always share alike ; we boiled them 
hard and uhopiu^d them up on bread and butter.’ ’’ — Church Twm, 
This is a now recipe for boiled fowl, and one which we shall 
try next time we are reduced to a paltry three-sevenths of a 
hen for tea. 


A cow died of Kast Coast fever at Mlakalaka's Location on 
Thursday .” — (hahamstown Journal. 

This is lioaded ” Social and Personal,” and we therefore 
give it the publicity of this further intimation. 

Two Biographies. 

f” Since the publication of Morley’g ‘Life of Gladstone,' no 
biography has created such a sensation as the Carton ’ Lile of Iwid 
Doyd George/ by Herbert du Paicq, M.A., B.C.L.'’ — Advt,] 
Moblbv three volumes ioxatA enough to Shed 
lUumhmtiion upon Glaobtokb dead* 

Du Pabcq needs four to satiate vour ^ 

Ye fond a^irers of the livhig Gaemdis. 
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DESTRUCTION DAY, 

Wb always know that other people 
would like to do the same if they 
ha<l the pluck. For the Juinble Sale 
is at best only a nietliod for burking 
responsibility and raising money for 
cliaritable purposes by questionable 
means. The (miy real euro is the 
Clean Sweep. 

And then of course no one can be 
botliered. You may start all right 
with the drawing-room. Ihit when 
you find that it takes a sizealdo wheel- 
barrow to do that one room, you 
generally chuck it, and go aw^iy and 
smoke a j^ipo and try to think of some- 
thing else. 

But Ktbel and I have really faced 
this prohlom. Wo have done more 
than tliat. Wo have elevated the day 
into a Family Festival, an Annual 
CJarnival. It is a day set apart for 
Destruction on a grand scale, by fire, 
by water and by burial. Wo are stern, 
inexorable; wo liave no tliouglit of vain 
regrets : indeed wo egg oacli other on. 
Tlie first Destruction (iay — three years 
ago — lasted for nearly a week. It 
rivalled the Spring (leaning, and was 
much more permanent in its results. 
Wo purged the house from the far end 
of the liack cellar to the to]) corner of 
the garret. All its inmates, of Nvhat- 
soever age or d(^gree, t.jooped fortli into 
the open hearing their Imrdens to 
heap upon tlio Out cauio the 

defective cameras, tlio unread hoid^s, 
iinw'orn clothes, torn music and broken 
chairs. Out came the damaged mowing- 
macliino. Out (uimo the harharous ag- 
glomeration of jihotograplis tliat stood 
on the piano. Out came all that hope- 
less and deci’(3pit mass of goods that 
had heon put hy because they would 
bo usehd sijme time.” One full cart- 



load was culled fiom tlie little liole “Yon? Wjiv, ’e *b oun ^Uky Km’t.y’b 'ubbanu’s rA'nn-'.it’h inioi m-.u'H wov/m 


under the stairs alone. But wo wore 
not quite up to the job in those days. 
Wc granted reprieves; wo commuted 
sentences. Tim clock (which did not 
go), luiving once belonged to our Aunt 
Martha, was sparec?; also a torn um- 
brella, which miglit some day bo re- 
covered, and a liideous })air of vases, 
because they bad been a recent pr(*sent 
from my motlier-iii-law. But we are 
much firmer now. 

Now that w^o have only one year’s 
supply to work on we generally get 
through in a day, if we liave an early 
breakfast and a cold lunch. But, of 
course, the bonfire has to be laid and 
the grave dug overniglit. The morning 
is devoted to coUeciioii and prepara- 
tion and the afternoon to sacrifice, and 
finally such as will not burn and are 
too large to bury— the boiler that 
crooked comes under this heading ^ — 


“On, ayk! a thowt werkn’t nv; a 


are sunk from a pimt in the lake, amid 
rousing scones of entliUHiasm. It is 
always a strenuous day, and wo are 
oven now in doulit if it would not be 
quicker to take everything out of the 
bouse to start with and then juit laicjk 
the ones wo w^ant to keep. For it is 
amazing the amount of stulT that drifts 
into a bouse in the course of a year. 

And in the evening wo come imme, 
w'orn and w'oar},and make a tour of 
the OBtablisbinont and sit down in each 
room and look round and say to e:wih 
other, “There is not a single thing in 
this room that has nut a good reason 
for being bore." And we feel rewarded. 
For we know that no one in the w orld 
except ourselves can say that. 

I daresay we are a little carried away 
by our enthusiasm. It takes a day or 


two to seltle down, koi the innocent 
somoliiiH's sillier with the guilty. 

“ \Mial. arr von looking loi ?” l^itbel 
wdll ask, as I v\}ind<e aliout the library, 

“I can’t niaki* out what bus become 
of the jiaper Knd(^” 1 will niply. And 
then inl will smile, as Ihough on- 
j»>\ing some rein ini scenco. “I 

shall get \on anoilior the first day I am 
111 town,” she will aswure me sweetly. 
It is undissiootl that 1 ask no questions. 

Extracts fnom School 

“ Young rhddnm Hhoukl In* i^mporly c huht d 
in winter.'*- p, TJ. 

“A good doMk is umlwnijibly tium a 
l>ad doak,“- p. ISl, 

Having maHtered (ho HubfcletieH of the 
profession, an aapli ant Van now *tail in 
and become a schoiihuasler^ 
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[pcTOBBift a, 


A TOTAL FAILURE. 

*You aren’t -brin^jing Felicity up 


Or smoke or play football,” added Now I think we have learnt eoto©- 
Felicity. thing here, have wa not? Let US go 

I feared for the moment that she on and see if Mr, Elephant is at 
properly ” they had mid more than onct';. was nob taking our little talk quite home.” 

*• The child is getting precocious. Bho soriously, hut on glancing down 1 dis- Felicity bought a bun for the elo- 
knows far too much of somo things, covered tljat her face was perfectly phant (which intrx)Juced the subject 

Mo wonder grav( 5 . of extravagance) and gave it to a seal 

Wo wandered about tbo gardens, (which brought up the question of 

niiglib bn land I sliownd the various oxliibits to wastefulness), 

something in tbo idea, and anyway my little daughter, telling her their “ But ho looks so hungry,” she said. 
1 could not nist under the imputation names, which were fortunately on the “ My dear child,” I said, “seals never 
of l>olng an unsuccessful parent, ho J cages, and explaining to her their eat buns. They oat lish. They live 
purcluned a small hook on tho subject, various habits and poculiaritios. Bhe on a strict fish diet.” 
entitled, “Training the Young ^lind.” was very attentive, but almost entirely Of course tho seal spoilt everything. 
From this work I gleaned tlio informa- silent. It swallowed tho bun, laughed aloud, 

tiort that education may he imparted She approved of tho pelicans and and disappeared into the lake. It 

at all times and places. “ It is Ixittor,'' ; tho polar hears, but shook her head might have liad a little more sense, 
tho author said, “ to If't tlio child learn ! sadly at the camel, though she ad- Felicity said nothing. 


and not enough of others, 
with such a Tatlier.” 

1 began to tliink there 


from nature than from hooks 
Take him to tho Zoological 
Gardens.” 

I laid tho hook on my desk 
and sotit for my litUo 
daughter. 

I spread my feet out on 
tho hearth-rug and pub my 
hands under my coat tails. 

“This afternoon,” 1 said, 

“ I am going to lake yo>i. to 
the Zoological Gardens,” 

“ You moan the Zoo?” 

“ J moan proci.soly what 1 
said, Felicity.” 

•*A11 right, Papa, have it 
your own way.” 

I twisted my moustache. 

A child must learn to 
respect its father,” 1 said. 

“It’s tho first lulo in the 
book . . . that is ... ” 

1 cleared iny throat and 
possibly casta nervous glance 
in the direction of my desk, 
for Felicity’s eyes travelled 
thoro and back xvith lightning 
speed. 

“ 1 ’ll go and dress at once, 

Papa,” she * said ; “ what 

woulti you like ino to wear?” 

“ I *in afraid that you think too much 
of your appearance, Felicity,” 1 said 
severely. “ Vanity is one of our little 
faults. The animals wo shall see this 
afternoon will not ho crilicul. They 
do not dross at all.” 

“No; not at all well, unyw’ay.” 

“ Not at all,” 1 said. 



cle- 

not 

with 


7VwJ J^ukc WanntincJ. “1 say, oi.d man, whm’ madk you kxccctk 

YOU a UNCl.K?” 

Kifi0 Siyishert, “Wr.ix, old dkati, tue only way to avoid my 

MOTllEn-lN-I^AW’s VISIT WAS FOU THE (’/OUUT TO OO INTO MOCRNINO.” 


might he useful as 


Wo went on and entered 
the Flcphant House. 

“There, lliat ’s the 
pliant,” 1 said, “No, 
there 1 There.” 

Felicity ga/cd at it 
round eyes. 

“ Oo.” 

“ Now, the elephant,” I 
pursuoiJ, “ tliougli tho largest 
creatuio in tho world, has 
not tho sagacity of tho dog 
nor tho fleet ness of tho gazelle 
nor tho industry of tho bee,” 

“ Nor can lie carol like 
tho lark,” said Felicity. 

“True.” 

“ Well, you can’t expect 
the poor beast to do every- 
thing.” 

I had to admit tho sound- 
ness of this view. On the 
whole tho arguments scorned 
strongly against me. I began 
to wish 1 had brought the 
book. 

Our last visit was to the 
“Largo Ape House.” 

“ Here,” 1 said, “wo 
stand in tho presence of 


our ancestors.” 

Felicity gazed at them for a long 
time in solemn silence. Then she 
turned to me with a look of deep 
reproach. 

“Oh, Papa,” she said, “how you 


mi tied that ho 
water cistern. 

1 1 was not until vve reached tlio lion’s 
house that she volunteered an opinion. 

“It would he fun to lot them all 
out, wouldn’t it ?” she said. 

“Oh no,” I replied, “it would bo a have deceived me 1 ” 
groat mistake. These lions and tigor.s, “ How — how have I deceived you, 

thougli they look so much like pussy my dear ?” I said, 

on* a large scale, aro very fierce and “You know you always told me, 

As we drove there 1 took llio oppor- wild, ami would perhaps eat several Papa, that our ancestors came over 
tunity of saying a few words to people.” with the Conqueror.” 

Felioiiy on the subject of our little “ Why nob? ” she said; “I shouldn’t ♦ 

excursion. * blame thorn.” "Wo passed out through the turnstile, 

“ Wc must always try on such oc- “ Yoti would bo the first to blame and I hailed a taxi, 

rsions as these,” 1 said, “to improve tliem,” I said, ”if they ate you. We “Perhaps I ought to tell you,” said 

our mieds^ even while we arc enjoying are all very prone to think that other Felicity, “that I’ve seen all tbeso 

ourselves. From the animals we shall people’s misfortunes are of little im- animals before.” 

see to-da,y we mi^ very likely learn portanoo, but when it is a matter of “Then why didn’t you say-so?” 

some useful Ihssotii; even though they inoonvenionoe to ourselves it is a very * I thought Mrhaps it might spoil it 


cannot talk or think 


different story* 


for yon/* said Felicity. 
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A LESSON FROM THE RECENT MANOEUVRES. 

TffR NKVV WILITAHY HRAPGJCAB T(» MAKFl.K AKUorLANR HlUH'TH, 


TO THE JiAST WASL’ OE SUMMEJi. 

Ck)Oi> as a cucuiuher ! swift as an Aral; ! and 
Dtiuco of a dog of a wasp in your day I 
Now, as you shutlle a slovenly sara])and 
Out of iny tea-cup and on to the tray, 

Slowly you foot it and sadly you moralise, 

Eli fid to our lauglitor Jind deaf to our sneers, 
(lazing about witli a couple of coral eyes 
Jewelled witli tears ! 

Once so satanic, red -eyed as a ruby, an 
l^llegant, opulent, aiTogant, bold, 

Blood-thirsty lirigarifl, as black as a Nubiari, 
Winged witli chalcedony, girdled with gold, 

Now you no longeir down terrified tea-tables 
Blustcf* about in the colours of Clare ; 

Down in tbo dumps ! Is it choice of tlie eatables ? 
That— or the air? 

Are you already becoming rheumatic, a 
Prey to the chills of the winterly breeze ? 

Have you ^umbago and gout and sciatica, 

Crick in tlie back and a knock in the knees ? 

Is it the thought of a summer’s austerity 
Makes you unmindful of peril so soon, 

That you drop helplessly into my very tea — 
Spooned hy a spoon ! 

So, for this hero of wings, sting and stamina, 
Pished from the tea-cup and decently spread 
Out on a plate, wound with cerements of jam in a 
Sepulchre quarried from standardised bread, 


Musi. I (^lalxuult^ songs that shall sanctify 
Such a harl hiuin wilh so poisomnl »t sting? 

No, I will he most rsnjihatically hliudMui if 1 
J )o such a. thing ! 

Still, a laief notii in the agofiy tadninn luigldi 
Jlreak to your I’nends the sad niwvM they should 
kiu)w; 

That and a slab of uaunorial dolomite, 

Craved with tlu* ilate f delivcuevl the blow I 
Yes— witb a spoon 1 contrived to dmtoit you. Is 
This, then, a tinui to put c.'api^nmnd my hat? 

No, I ’ll go lu apelc'ss, and growling - * I >tf tms , . 
Beave it at that I 

More Bare and KelVoshiug Fruit. 

“ JUiinners MH' <‘urn nti nf i hr H »>< Uir I V#*rrtie,r»hip 

bv Mr. AMjiuLh who would he rr»‘iilril pt .e .” Zba >(o« Hernki. 

I Kise, )Sir Williani ! 

The Hard Winter of the West tndiea. 

“NovonOx'T to ^liiy in Ibehudu^ iw lO^o Juiic U» Bt^Jicinbor m 
iMigbnid.”— ylfh7. m “ Monnn<j * 

Thanks, but not again. 

“ Soap IK .said to have Ixjoii invented hv ibr^ ap^ irnt Jb il-oim. blue 
and pink being thuir favouritoH, lind llowrr. of Om m* lintri rtYMaVo 
many more visits from them than ilM oOu ih/' 

/bddyi h'iroitmf MaiL 

So gloat a scandal have they bei'ome m tmi’ garden that 
we have promised the Vicar’s wilo to pi^iot the dolphin- 
. iums yellow, * 
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AT THE PLAY. 

•*The WiNTEn's TAriK.'* 

I AM again beholden to Tim Pall 
Mall Gazette's inU^rviewer for liglit on 
4he motives of au actov-producor. Tliis 
tittio it is Mr. Qbanvillk Baukuu who 
has bio secrets torn from his luluciani 



ONK OF TJIK OJil) CUJAUl), 

(Not STi advortisiomeut o£ ilio Smoko Abato- 
meut Society .) 

breast: — “To a question concorning 
the advantages of a simple sotting for 
Shakspoare over a more elaborate 
production, Mr. Barker replied very 
pointedly in four words: ‘You got 


name of Sftakspeabe was never once 
mentionoeb but he (Mr, Barker]^, how- 
eyer much his production might irritate 
Mr, CiiAio (who hadn't seen it), was 
admitted to bo “a fine fellow." And 
1 can well imagine the hot and rapid 
words of protest that fell from Mr. 
CiHANViriLK ]UuKEu’s lips when, on 
entering the vestibule of the Savoy 
Theatre, ho found, not a statue of the 
Bard to w hoiri ho w^as giving a chance, 
but a life-size portrait of binmelf. 

In Ins doliglitful preface to the 
acting edition of 7V/rj Winter's Tale 
Mr, JUrkeu says: “As to scenery, as 
scenery is mostly understood - canvas, 
j*oalistically painted— 1 would have none 
of it.” But to avoid realistic scenery 
and present a formal background is 
not to deliver yourself from the vice 
of pageantry if at the same time you 
till your stage, as Mr. Barker does, 
wuth a veritalile orgy of fantastic cos- 
turncis, dazzling with the blaze of tl)eir 
discordant colours and disturbing by the 
restlessness of their designs. The scene 
of the rustic revels was pure pageant 
and nothing else, notwithstanding its 
unobtrusive cottage at the back. The 
tdTect of this kind of thing is still to 
strain the senses of the audience to tlie 
point of exhaustion, leaving thorn scant 
strength or leisure for the digestion of 
the play itself. At Ills Majesty’s they 
may dress the tlrock tyrant and his 
Court on strictly classic lines, and at 
the Savoy they may see tliem tlirough 
the eyes of the Benaissance, but that 
does not make Mr. Barker’s art any 
better than Sir Hkrrert Tree’s as far 
as Siiakspeare’s chance is concerned. 


“CWsic dresR '* (I quote agaiii from 
the producet’s preface) “ would offoud 
against the very spirit of the play/^ 
and he therefore preferred to agree with 
Mr. Albert Bothenbmin that 
naissance-olassic, that is, classic dress 
as Shakspeare saw it, would be the 
thing.” But does ho suppose that the 
bizarre costumes wdth which ho staggers 
the Bohemian countryside are also as 



A MOIJTlIT»IE(:i!: OP TIIK OUACLE. 
Officer of the Court . . . . Mr. Kelt. 

Shaksppjark “saw'” thorn, with War- 
wickshire in Ids eye? Wl)o is to say 
what Shakspeare actually “ saw ” with 
that vision of his tliat froin the Pisgali- 
height of genius could descry tho sea- 
board of Bohemia, and Delphi islod in 
the ocean ? Does anyone huagino that 
it would have greatly disturhod his 
sense of Idstoric peiiods and local 
colour if lio had hcon asked to shift 
his Ilnvilrt to Borres and his Macbeth 
to Elsinore? 


the play.* ‘.Eitljor,’ lie added, 
‘you want to see a play of 
Sliakspeare, or you do not.’ ” 
[I generally don’t.] “‘There 
are a vast number of persons 
who do, and the “ decoration ” 
we liavo used is perfectly ob- 
vious, Biinplo and straightfov- 
w^ard. Granted that you want 
to give the play, and not merely 
use tho play a.s a sort of 
accessory to a pageant, tlieio 
is no other way of doing it.’ ” 

I gathered fnnn the above 
that my friend Mr. Granville 
Barker liad determined that 
Shakspeare should at last have 
a chance, wdiile tlie producer, in 
a spasm * 0 ! sacrificial devotion, 
suppressed himself , I could 
guess, therefore, what a shock 
it must have boon to him to 
find his own work discussocDin 
the l^ress ; to be subjected to.an 
interview from which his nature 



When I produce a play of 
Shakspeare I shall give him 
a iTuil cluiiico by putting his 
characters, of whatever period, 
into tho eveiyday modern dress 
of actors at ))relim inary ro- 
liearsals; and wdion I am inter- 
vicAvod J shall say that that is 
how Shakspeare “ saw^ ” tlicm, 
or, at any rate, how 1 see him 
seeing tliem ; for if Leontes^ of 
tho ago of the Sicilian tyrants 
and tho glory , of the Delphic 
oracle, can look forward some 
eighteen or ninotoen centuries to 
tho period of Giulio Romano, 
llonaissanco artist, surely his 
creator could project himself 
over a paltry three centuries 
into mine. 

Mr. Henry Ainley, whom I 
don’t remember to have seen 
before in a facial disguise, 
gave a really remarkable per- 
formance as Leontes. It was 


recoiled; to rfiad elsewhere a VIE DE BOII^ME. the only thing that moved 

discourse on tho subject by Mr. rei'dita Mias Nesbitt. me at all. He had evidently 

OoEDON CuAid, in whjeh the Mr. NEiLsosr-TKBav. received the mot d*6rdre to 
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defy the Bpeed limit with his glorious 
voioe; but 1 did not resent the pace 
at which be took his words, leaving 
my intelligence far in the roar ; for one 
can always read Shakspbahe afterwards 
to find out what the actor has been 
saying. I could seo that he had gone 

S jibbering mad, and that was enough 
or mo. • 

Miss Lillah McCauthv, wlio was 
privileged to make her own j)aco, gave 
its right dignity to Hmnionc's moving 
defence bfifore the Court, and to the 
noble passage, 

*' Good my lords, 

I am not prono to weeping.’* 

But the rest, of whoso utterances in Uio 
original text scarcely a word was spared 
us, left mo rather cold; though very 
sound work Wcas done by Mr. Dhkwjtt 
iia CaniiUo, Miss Jh^RiNOEU (who seemed 
to enjoy herself j as Paulinaf Mr. 
Nicholson as tlie Old Shepherd, Mr. 
Quautehmaine as the Clonn and Mr. 
(iHAHAM as Polixenes. But 1 found 
Miss Nkshitt's Perdiia too skittishly 
virginal, and I was frankly gratilied 
when The Bear made minctmieat of 
Mr. Ratiihonk’h AntufoniiH, The hu- 
mour of Mr. WiU'PBY as AiUohjcus and 
Mr, Jh.AVFAiu as PaidhuCa Steward 
was a very pheasant relief, but tl o 
best fun was undesigned, except by tl o 
costumier and the pei’soii resjionsihle 
for the g(’ntleiiion s plumes. 1 never 
want to see a more diverting spectacle 
than Mr. Kelt as ilio tufU*d Officer 
of the Court (Admiralty and Divorce), 
and his raucous recitation of Apollo’s 
oiacle was a thing to travel miles to 


heaj\ 

The noise, oven without an orchestra, 
was often a])palling, and, if the mean- 
ing of many of tlie words was anyhow 
going to he taken for granted in the 
rush of their delivery, it would have 
been kinder of Mr. Bajikf.k to take 
some larger place, like Covent Carden 
or Olympia, for his production. 

In conclusion, if my remarks have 
been lacking in that fulsomoiiess which 
keeps a critic out of troulde, 1 honestly 
want to 1)0 gratefill to Mr. Barker for a 
VG 17 sporting piece of work. 1 only wish 
that he had chosen for his experiment a 
play less exposed to the ridicule of the 
Philis ine. For, when full recognition 
is made of its great literary qualities, 
The Winter's Tate is, after all, a pre- 
posterous drama, isn’t it ? 0. S. 


•*In hifl humorous musical enU‘rt4iinment 

Mr. has had tho honour of appearing 

leforo H.M. King George IV.’* 

Tortpiay Directory, 

Some of the humorous musical enter- 
taintnents we have heard must have 
bad the honour of appearing before 
Qvms Ahne. 


FANCY AND FACT. 

{The firU mominfs enh-hunhny.) 



Afl FANCY rAINTMD IT AT 12 F.lf. 



Ap IT WAS AT 4..'n A.M. 


Cr.EAVAGE. 

Here, amid tho rough upheaval, 
Stories and d6biis strewn around, 
Mixed with tree-roots and primeval 
Hunks of pasturage, arc fo\md 
Geologically jumbled in a ragged wiup 
of ground. 

Per ad venture you have w’ondcrcd 
What assault, what Titan thrust, 
Brought about this rudely suiidcrtd 
Wilclorness of weed and dust, 

This unlovely-looking fracture of Llio 
elemental crust. 

Yes, ycu may have learnt from 

tag s 

That this kind of thing occurred 
In the avalanching ages ; 


Or, perhiips, you may have heard 
How KoMu^ Kc.mmic^ sort ol I icuku' caused 
tho st I at a to i )0 st li ivd. 

altlujiigli IIk’so tuits and granites 
To the iru'uttht may scorn 
Simply it(uris m our planet's 
Svolul iomu Y sclicmo, 

I am not of tluit opinirin ; on the 
contrary 1 dream 
Of the ncH)iUhic hc\ day 
Till tha fancy slnkcft mo lad. 

That 'twJUH here, am lia)dcsH playday, 
On this plot. 

That some brawn Ihiton first 
esBayud a mhlick shot. 

The new at Pekin; Heading 

tho undeiuvriting on the Great Wall. 
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MEDALITJB. 

In tlie full height and ^^lory of i-lm yoar, 
When huHbat\drnon aro lioiisiog 
golden k 1 leaves, 

Before the jealous frost, lias (:f»nio to 
shear 

Eroiii the hriglil, woodland its ndiic- 
tant Ic'aves, 

1 pass witliiii a gali^way, whca‘o the 
tro<is, 

Tall, stai(;ly, iiinlli e,olour('.»l, manifold, 

Draw the eyi^ on as tosomoClKirsonese, 
Spanning the jiathway witli tlieir 
arch of gold. 

A river sings 'and loiteis llnough the 
grass, 

Girdling a jdeasance scathed and 
trimly si ion) ; 

And iioro 1 watch inen vanish and 
re pass 

To the last iiour of eve from eaily 
morn ; 

Dryads peer out at them, and goat -foot 
Pan 

Plays on Ids jiipe to their uidieeding 
ears ; 

They jiass, like pilgrims in a caravan, 
Towards some Mecca m the far-off 
years. 

Blind to the woodland’s autumn livery, 
Blind to the omorald ])athway that 
tiioy tread. 

Deaf to the river’s low -})it, died lullahy, 
Their limbs are qidck and yet their 
souls are dead ; 

Notldng to thojn the song of an y I di d, 
Por them in vain were horns of 
Eltland wound, 

Blind, deaf and stocktish-muto ; for, in 
a word. 

They are engaged upon a Medal 
Kouud. 

Making an anxious torment of a game 
Whoso humours now intrigiio them 
not at all, 

Tliey ohaso the ft)'ing wraith of printed 
fame, 

With card and pencil arithmetical ; 

With features jnnehod into a painful 
frown 

r^ioming misfortunes they anticipate, 

Or, as tho fatal record is set down. 
Brood darkly on a detrimental 8, 

These aro in thrall to Satan, who 
devised 

, Pencil and card to tenqit wT-ak men 
to sin, 

Whereby tboir prowess might bo adver- 
tised — f 

Say, 37 Out and 40 In;. 

Rarely does any victim break his chains 
And from his nape tlio lethal burden 
doff— 

The man with iijedal virus in his veins 
Seldom outlives it and gets back to 
Golf. 


THE REPRIEVE. 

(Jr^oniA insisted on it. 

“None of my fiances,” she observed 
scntentiously, “Inis ever lieen com- 
[)letely without n rc'deeining feature. 
You trill part your liair in the middle; 
you irill wear LiheTty Art collars; 
you u ill go a-hout in an overcoat like 
a (lressing*g(»w n and socks like a 
cyclone — 

“A hicyc-lone,” 1 interjected cleverly. 

(When Gloria is once faiily off, any 
interjection is clover.) 

She paiisenl not to laugh ; then slio 
wfjnt on “And if you can't oven 
wear sjiats for my sake, all is over 
between us. I can’t go about with a 
fiance looking like (she searched for 
an adtvjiiatelv abysmal description) --- 
an artist.” 

“ Don't he ridiculous,” I said , “ 1 
liad my hair cut only on Saturday. 
Anyhow, real men don’t w'cai’ spats; 
tliey avoid them because they know' 
they ’ro effeminate ; aiul women culti- 
vate them because they think they ’re 
masculine.” 

“ Why drag real men into it ? ” asked 
Gloria. 

I looked at her determinedly. 

“ Young woman,” 1 said, “ why did 
you hecomo engaged to me? ” 

“ Gracious,” said Gloria, “ didn’t 
you read my letter to Thr Ihtt/tf Mail 
about it? Wliat do young men read 
nowadays? Put your Jiat on at once,” 
she added, “w^e’j-e going spatting.” 

It was no use; 1 w^ent like a lamli, 
or like a bird. A lamb in bird’s cloth- 
ing, let us say. 

Wo w^ont steadily along Oxford Street 
till wo came to a policeman. 

“ Can you direct me to a good Sfiattei*, 
constable ?” I asketl. 

“Jlo means a place wdiero bo can 
buy spats,” explained Gloria. 

(She is one of those people wdio 
came into tho w'orld to explain things 
that don’t need it.) 

At the door of Hobbes Marlow'e’s 
distinguished-lookingcanporiiim 1 luiltocl 
for a last stand. 

“Wliat atr you dreaming about?” 
said (fJoria sharply. “ Go inside.” 

“Inside?” I asked, in pained sur- 
jiriso. I am an opem-air sort of man, 
)'ou see, 

“Inside,” repeated Gloria coldly; 
but even as she spoke 1 detected a 
shade of abstraction in her tone. 

Now at this point I must toll you 
ill at tho trade description of Hobbes 
& Marlowe is “Jjudies and Gents’ 
Haberdashers:” aiul oven as I dallied 
at tho introit, Gloria’s eyes were glazing 
witli en.slaveiTient ; and, as we moved 
inwards, she remarked, so casually that 
I know slio must be deeply stirrG(i — 


“I’ll come in with you and ju.st 
glance at some things wdiile you're 
buying.” 

So I asked ilio way to spats, and 
Gloria to Juind kerchiefs. And we 
parted. 

It was tium that Hope hist sat up 
definitely and said, “Hero I am,” 

“The lady is buying H:)Tue filings,” 1 
explained to the man, “and J thought 
I ’(I just glance at some spats.” 

I glanced ; 1 was grieved and amazed 
to discover liow' far the modern spat 
falls sliorl of my modest reejuirements. 

“Have you no spats with clocks?” 
r asked at last. “I w'ant some with 
pale mauv(' clocks- you know’- the 
colour of tho tiles in Dover Street 
Station.” 

No, he had no such spals, ho said 
sadly. 

Seeing instinctively that ho W’as 
going to ofhir to make them for me foi‘ 
Christmas, T added Jiastily — 

“ 1 want spals with laces, too. 
Nothing u/^/rc--just ordinary jiorpoiso 
loatlier. You don'l moan to say you ’re 
out of laced spats ? ” 

it sounds incredildo, 1 knows but bo 
W’as. 

Just as I was about to explain that I 
could only w'oai- spats of Sumatra 
ridiber and taffetas, Gloria reajipoared, 
very full of herself, to find mo bastioned 
W'ith rejociod spats. 

“ Oh, Jack,” she said, “ I ’ve got just 
the adorahlest pair of smoke-grey even- 
ing gloves for foiir-and-six. Fancy! 
And two of the most prietdess swank 
hankies you ever saw. Haven’t you 
got your old spats yrt? Oh, conic 
along — they'll do any time; only pay 
these people, w'ill you ? ” 

And BO my sjiats w’eie averted ; and 
in case Gloria over introduces tho topic 
again I am kooping my s^iat bill for 
her : - - 

Dr. to HonuES Marlowe, Ltd., 
Ladies and Gents' Haberdashers. 

.S‘. d. 

1 pr. Gloves , 4 6 

2 Jit. Sk. nk,cf3. 4 9i 

r'3i 

With thanks. 

liufc I often think witli a sluidder of 
wdiat might liavo occurred if U. & M. 
haherdashod for gents only. 


Sir Herrert Tree a.s printed in 
The Daily Grajthic : — 

“ It haft been my confitant regrot during the 
last few years that I have been vmablc to leave 
my tlieatrc, for tho public baa uleadily de- 
clined to support it without tho prcsoiico of 
tho manger iu tho cast.” 

What keeps us away is the loose-box- 
office in the vestibule. 
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DIRGE 

Fob the bassinu of tfie Silly Slabon. 

Season of serpents and the giant growth 
Of gooseberry, whoso knoll is nearly rung 
{Toll shnciy while its doleful hook is slung /), 

Warm up thy cockles, knowing 1 am loath • 

To lot thoo pass unhonourod and unsung. 

« 

Though Preasnuju seek thy death, siiioo thou dost bring 
Scant food for tho abhorj’ed paste and shears 
{Toll slowl]/ in the sud free-lances ears /), 

1 am thy» friend, and from mine eyelids s])ring 
Tho meed of more or loss melodious tears. 

For when tho l^irliameutary portals closo 
And nearly all tho nows is pretty thin 
{'Toll slowly, for the long lean vionihs begin !), 

Editors drop their supercilious poso 
And I can get my annual look in. 

When haughty regulars refuse to wu’ite, 

Kollicking on their ovcrj)lus of pay 

{Toll slowly, for its life was short and gay !), 

When specials fail and space no more is “tight/* 
Occasional coiiLrihutors make liay ! 

And nc)W lh:i.t thou must pass, and I as well, 

Dear season of the mediocre stulT! 

{Toll slowly for its journalistic bluff !) 

In that luguluiouH Lindjo wliero T dwell 
I cannot weep thy exodus enough. 

We go - hut if thy knell can bo delayed, 

Hang on a bit, old thing, until by dint 
{Toll slowly : it will have to take the hint !) 

Of thy sweet presence atid continued aid 
These verses scramble somewlioro into prjiit. 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Jiy Mr. Vnneh's Staff if Learned (■loks.) 

Mu. Wal'J'kk Ih'Uiii is the (k)lossus of Fleet Street. Ho 
strides over seven centuries of the liistory of iljo thorough- 
fare, and at every step finds matter of liuman intert^st. 
Fleet Street in Seven Centuries (Sir Isaac Pitman) is con- 
siderably moie tlian a record of persons and events groujied 
under its title. Jt traces with many picturesque touches 
tlie growth of London be;yond tlio walls within whicli the 
Romans jealously encircled the City, it is no new 
topic, having found congcjiiial woik for iho pen of 
Stow and earlier writers. It luis never heoii better 
done than in this portly volunu*-, which no one who begins 
to road wdll find loo long. Mr, I^ell is animated by 
sympathy for London iliroiigliout its many con- 
turied course, and lias the ha])py knack of communi- 
cating his interest to his reader. I’ho })ages are thronged 
with passages that witliin ilu? K])aco of a few' lines illuniinato 
Fleet Street even more eHectively tlian the electric light 
that succeeds to the once familial’ lantern. One Icjams, for 
example, that tho back part of Mr. J^nneh's former oflico in 
Fleet Street occupied tho site of a house where Milton 
lodged, a circumstance that may account for much. For 
years the daily newspapers have grown accustomed to 
speak disrespecifully of the sea-serpent. But there is no 
getting over the fact that nine years ago, excavations being 
made at tho printing oflice of a weekly new'Spaper in 
ftalisbiOT Square, there wore dug out the hones of a rein- 
deer. llns animal, yearning for immortality, knew what it 
was about wlien it selected this precise place of sepulture. 



German Visitor , "Vaitoh, 1 kvioak umii Kncliwu ju>t moch. 

Vicn YOU DICU NODIR ICXHUAIN ? “ 

Wader. “ Wkll, Bmi, it’s hoiit or mkk thih. i i'omin’ I was 

TO BAY TO YOU, ‘ NOW , COMli UN, ’aUI Cl I’,' VM'.CC, yi*U Hl-iW Wia,!,. 

that’s itI“ 

A drawback to tho full siuh’oss of tho scliomu is that the 
I'ar-Hooing beast nocnissarily naimms anonviiious. Mr, BklIj, 
comineiicing his tour throiigli llu* iMudurios, has nomothing 
to say aViout tho Roman oo.ciipjilion. TIu; w'Udost dosire of 
the human hroast would ho saiisliod if it. ns 010 possihle 
for Julius Caosah to lovisit tho scono of ono ot hot lUiily 
labours and, taking a turn in a tjixi oah, ssis fi»,uu Hydo 
Park (kvrn(?r to London Ihidgo, holiold how la» loaohing an 
oak h.'is grown out of tho acorn \u\ phinloil. 

Tho cliief diversion whiidi 77/r 1 hree Anahhists, by 
Mauu Si’ErNEY liAvvsoN (Fai'I.), 1110 was to irnagiuo 

tho expn'ssion and fnolingsof lln' hhiai v Muhstu'ihor settling 
dowui to his o\})oc.tod lamne houeliv ol bombs untl pii^tols, 
and discovorir^g on tho title ]mgo, frcuu a quolod ohtter 
scriptum of Mr. (k F. (J. Mastkhman, that tho amuchisU 
in question worn Lovo and Jhrih aiui Doatli. Hero cloiirly 
are a title and a llH*mo of jiromiso, hut hi'yond the range 
of the author, who is content to <lo no more than lacK on 
her title to Jior novel without tho tiouhk^ of »u 1 ist ically 
developing her theme. Love anrl Birth and Drath laiter 
tho orbit of most of us, not in a spocht]t\ iinartduHl io NUiy, 
and not always in tliat of the gentle and lo<t wiiliservient 
Janet iJoldre, or her bearish, iniwrly gcntlehmu of a him- 
hMii, George ; or her stepson Harry ; 01 her friend, 
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Oeste. And I can*t help noticing the author's use of a Wind Among the Barley (Mintie and Boon). There aie 
growing modern habit of slinging on to paper, in the name two things that put me off in the usual run of tales about 
of realism, all sorts of unselected detail, cemented together villages. Though it is good to be alone among thebradten, 
with clichdu worn smooth with constant service. But I it is not So pleasant hearing anyone else declaiming about 



the cliest," tiio snarls, grunts and gurgles, and (when hut you are not, and don't you forget that." To these 
George took to kicking, which Harry resentodl “ the faults, Miss Willcocks adds a third, that of going beyond 
wounding feet waggling feebly" and the “horrible pain her point and ending on an anticlimax, which is tolling once 
below tlio belt." in away hut tiresome wlien repeated at the end of everyone 

of lier twenty-odd stories. And yet slie loaves me the 
For several years I have been vagiuily conscious iliat devoted admirer of her village of Larkbeare, her fishermen, 
Mr. UmioTN has been writing novels and that I have not farm-folk and moor people, and almost of herself, Snemi 
been reading thorn, but until I ojKjncd Varick's legacy Palfrey, Mrs. TainzeM Pickman, Lawyer Brimacomhe and 
(nuTCHiNBOj^) I had no idea that iny acts of omission Dr, Boswarva, I loved thorn all for their odd matter- of- fact 
amounted to the appalling number of forty-three. If, how- ways and their happy phrases. “ But lier ’ll have to shift 
ever, this book is to be taken as a fair sample of the author’s her clothes before seeing company," says one of .Maria 
wares it is not difficult to account for ilieir popularity. Shaddick, “ Not her," is tlio answer. “’’Tis a 


Hero we have two charm- 
ing young daughters of a 
duke masquerading as poor 
girls and relieving the sick 
and tlm needy. Among the 
recipients of their bounty 
are three youthful and im- 
pecunious aspirants for 
literary fame who - - in a 
death-bed letter — are be- 
queathed to the great 
Varick (editor of a new 
magazine, dramatist, novel- 
ist, and so forth) by one 
Terson, who luul befriended 
him when ho was “ tlowm 
on his uppers." I^'rom the 
history of this trio 1 gather 
that Mr. BunoiN S well of 
sontiiiiontality is V(3ry far 
from being dry, hut that 
his stock of 1 nun our is 
suffering from temporary 
exhaustion. At any rate, 
ho has besprinkled Varick's 
Legacy with jokes which 



a homely sort 
of body, and if you see her 
Monday, you see her Sun- 
day." Jlest of all are the 
incessant love-aff airs of that 
hearty philanderer, John 
Mctherall. 

Had Miss \Vill(30(JKH 
striven less after simplicity, 
had site not included herself 
so prominently and almost 
ostentatiously aujorig her 
characters and specifically 
called me a “stranger" in 
the first cliapter, I slioukl 
have been bound to confess 
that 1 hilt Tiotliing but 
gratiiudo for tins enter- 


taining series 
episodes. 


of lioincly 


A TIMID HOUSKIIOr.DKtt PIlKFAIllNa FOK TUJsJ UUltCiLARY SEASON BY 
DISUITIKINO Ills BPANIKES A3 BULL-DOGS. 


Of tbo various clever 
writers wlio are at present 
bliiving foi' first ])lace in 
wdiat 1 may call the East 
London Stakes, there is no 
doubt whatever tliat Mr. 
Kojikut Halifax carries my money every time. Much as 1 


oven a family -humorist would decline to liamlle. 

reiiieinher to Imve liked A Whist/iruj Wojiiau, liis latest hook, 

Every now .yul then wo get in the papers a slory of a A Slice of Life (Constaulk) is certainly its better. There 
kidnapped child and a huge ransom demanded from a is the same ilelicacy and insiglit, with a greatiu* siircness 
millionaire parent. That, strifqied of omhroideiy, is the of touch. 1 think it must bo the milk of human kindness 
tlieme of Miss Jennk'ITK Leij's book, Betty IJairis that gives to the productions of Mr. Halifax their peculiar 
(MktiIuicn). I think a very good detective story could be flavour. All the persons of the simple >alo, tlio dwellers in 
made out of it— I dare say it has been done— but that is Bopers Row, Barking, Mr. Donna especially, and “the old 
not Miss Lee’s way. She lias chosen the alternative soul at the hack," are touched in, even the unpleasant ones, 
Bcntimental method, and skated over tlio practical details, with a humanity that has never a hint of caricature. Mr. 
The child is tracked after nearly three months, moro by (hi.^.vvade, the landlord, and his good-hearted, wholly in- 
ooinoideiicos than anything else, to a hiding place which, I effective agent. Josh, are creations of pure joy, from who.se 
am sure, would not liavo l)afflcd the Chicago police (who interviews 1 sliould like to quote whole pages. Now and 
are those concerned) more tlian a day. Tho little girl is again I am a little uncertain about the heroine, but here 1 
found by a drtmrny sort of Greek fruiterer who sees visions am prepared to admit the fault is moro mine than that of her 
of tbo Acropolis whonovor ho shuts Ins eyes, and gives one creator; she has some love scones that are as unconvon- 
tho impression that Mkis Lee has recently been doing tional, yet completely sincere, as anything I can call to 
Yutrup imd acquired a lit-out of general culture on the best mind. Sincerity is indeed the final note of Mr. Halifax. 
Boston linos. Her stylo is spasmodic : four words and ... At liis most sensational you are never aware of invention ; 
two moro words and and so on ; and most of the time the thing remains a “just so " story— and a fine one. 

she seems to be on tip-too reaching to the top-shelf for the — 

literary W 0 rd« ^ **i^7,000 fledoed fob Homs Evle Fun.” 


Miss M. F* WiiOiOOCKs has uttmly defeated mo with The ** What is fun to you is death to Ulster.** 


Dtiblin Evming Maih 
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rHARIVARIA restoring to its owner purse It was sUitnl in a police ooitrt the 

vn#\nivi\nii\. containing over £3, a Norwood errand- other day tliat among the lower ordei*» 

A ccRTAtN amount of mystery at- boy was, last week, rewarded with a a quarml after a fminral is a cc*mniou 
tacbes to the CuANCRnijOii’s visit to tlio piece of cake and a banana. A piece of occiirrcmio* A biio^k we take it, is 
hunting district of I joicostorshire. The cake only would certainly have been roidisotl to luHho ooononncid fomi 
probability is that he liopcd to got a rathq*- mean. ^ . of mouniirtg. 

valuable hint or two from the foxes " 

who are such^ adepts in rul)hing hon- An invention njscmhling a huge r*vid<Mieo at tin) Maryleboue ]\>licc 
roosts. ^ mccluinical butterfly not, to ho OH Comi slums that dnnng the hiH^t m 

the front of motor-cars, is ilio latest months as many an I AO American 
M^oaiiwhilo it is rumoured that the method of saving pedeslria-T's fiiun squirn'Is Itave htum sloton from ih>gent^$ 
CHANCEtiijon is roconHidoring his Single injtirv, and has been tried with con- Vark. As a (onsi'niieiiert tlie anthojv 
Tax campaign pending the approval hy sidcrablo success at Brookhinds. We ities at the /no am potting anxious, 


the Insurance Coinitiissionors of a 
society for Christian Scientists only, 
the meml)ers of which will bo pre- 
cluded by the tenets of their faith 
from applying for sickness benefit. 

By the by, they aro calling Mr. 

Bnoyn CiEoucjk’h big trouhlo "The 
Doc. Strike.” ... 

*' Ijovo letters between young men 
and women aro an excellent method 
of teacfiing literatine,” Ba}8 Dr, 

Aimiuu IfoEMEs. But it must bo 
done tactfully. Wo have known a 
young lady break off an engagement 
because her fiaiicd returned her love 
letters with the spelling errors neatly 
corrected in rod ink. 

V V 

:|s ^ 

In a Htatoment issued concerning 
his Daylight Saving Bill, Mr, 

William Willett tells us that this 
measure **})ro])oscs to obtain one 
hour more of suiiliglit in the period 
between cessation of work and bed- 
time.” This would have been 
peculiarly welcome last August, and 
it is to bo hoped that it may yet 
bo pos.sibl 0 to enter into a binding 
arrangement with tlie luminary. 

:► 

In Bavaria a man has been fined 
for kissing his wife in a train. It 
is to be hoped that this will not affect 
the pretty custom of two bearded 
Bavarian gentlemen kissing one 
another on meeting at a railway 
Btatipn, 08 this ts a sight which 

does much to relievo tlio tedium of fancy, however, that ladies, at any rale, 

Continental railway travelling. will prefer death to the inevitahlf] din 

arrangement of their Jiats w hich I ho 

Beading that a hostile fleet in tlic device involves. 
torpedO‘Craft manocuvi*es off tho Jilast 

Coast succeetled in capturing Biley, an Rays tho men's fashion expert of The 
old lady remarked that sho was not Observer : — “Tlie craze for 'dressing 
surprised, seeing that this town is only quietly* is dying out.’* Speaking on 
dolended by a Brig. ourselves, for some time past, wdien we MtiUand i\*Mniivs IJeut/d 

have lost our stud, onr language has ‘'('oiujitry Mauuen withiu I L) un!<'S of 

A man giving the name of Boosky been as loud as it has been untlesirahle. 
was charged last week at Tottenham Our derm^sne in I ^ouvc'rie Street is not 

with being drunk. Tho magistrate, in At Clerkenwell County Court tlie 
fining him, remarked, WiM you always other day, a witness caused amuHcmont 

be Boosay?*' Curiously enough the by giving his address as “Franco, “Rliurtly u.ftomin.i^ the mhu fdu? a giiUit 
magiatrato appears to have escaped Germany.” But ho was, we take it, f<‘U le loir. fVc/otjji. 

witn no punishment at aU. merely an Alsaticn. This goes into our I laudljook of GiantH. 



GRAND WEATIITCU FOR - 
Waggish Loafer {to sattdwich-man). '* YotJ ’lu: 


and a cVa.t* wMlclr n being kept am 
lh(i liotiH and ligiM i, whuHo valuable 
furs arc i'ali'.ukUed I n Ivppetil «lT<mgly 
fo pilfei\M,s. . ,, 

A (llasgovv iu*vvtq>npt>r, in ile- 
scribing a high way v<»i»hory which 
Icil in ilur tipp<Mii\»>»cc of ls^o youUlS 
jin a local pnlu'c ennri, sayu . --“IHie 
litMi» Ininsjudion ujoi vvitiujHtHxl from 
the dicky of Ids li.nvsoin cab by a 
Mtiilrman, wlur innnr'diatcly Hptirrod 
'up lus hnrsev” The long arui of 
the law fadi‘s ini<i insignificance 
c.nmparcd with (lio long Ingw of tho 
r%il>hy. ,, , 

Another art-gull«*r\ theft is i'<r- 
port(‘d. Again un unimportant 
picLuro luis boon tiaKcn -- this time 
from iho Alexandra l^dMel> and the. 
more valuahle ones ltd! TI\(M'e musl 
he Komething radically wrong with 
th(^ art oiliuMiliou nnpMrted to oin 
burglars. , n 

A man named (Juaham, of ktur 
friM'shoro', ArkunHiiH, who had lK.^on 
bald lor years, is, 7 /*< UjIIb 

UH, showing signs <4' a Uf*w growth 
of ban' sinee he ha<l si severe fight 
with a (’ataineunf- As a result of 
thin, w(^ undcirHlsuid, <\\n\o \\ number 
of bald Invaded nuyi me now swop 
piiig UuMi (logs for c.ai amounts, an<l 
a rise in tludi* pri(‘e is nnminonl. 


LUCKY, Matk 
IT ? 


Jt’b just iiioirr ixja ^ku, ain't 


J<'»(un ‘ dV) da) mid I'o morrow ” 
in [ihr \[\ shuu^filet 

’* re I. sow, (K'TOjmn I, 

'(’IuimK ( ojuniB, M idiUosbrougli 
Town Jbill ttdtUws by tbf‘ 

Aicljhi'.hop nf ^ 'mK, a :J0 (fom dayn).” 

A distinct uo( hack, this, for the Hhortn 
Sej mon moviMueiif . 


loom “ Hstali s Warded ” m 
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CIRCUMSTANCE WITHOUT POMP. 

The Btorni had passed, l>ni was tlio air, 

A 8iini>le trainp caiiio wanrl’rin^ o’er tfie hill— 

A man of peaceful hahit, free from emv, 

Save that lie felt a trifl(3 wet and chill. 

Calmly, with eqiuil mind hut broken shoo, 

I Onwjird he moved, until at lonfjth lio stood 

Whore an adjacent liaystack Jiiet his view I 

(A crop Ixjth scarce and dcni]’, hut very good). | 

Tliis ho vegai’ded in a casual way, j 

Tlion, lindiiig warmtli liis provaloni desire, i 

Drew forth a match and lit the ready hay, 

I And in*a moment had a first-class lire. 

! And thoro ho basked upon tlio leeward sid(3 

Till the rude farmer came and raised a storm, 

To whoso unseemly ))rot(ist,s he replicul, 

Mildly, that ho had done it “ for a warm,” 

■H- ■/’ :■ 

A simple tramp, rerchanco a simple tale, 
lJut what a groatiioss! Smely vve have her(3 
A calm, cool mind that knows not how to fail, 

A steady brain that sees its pur})Oso clear ; 

An olomontal soul that gives no heed 

To right or w'rong— surmounts without a pause 
The clispro]K)riionat.o vasitioss of his dood, 

J^or cfvros the 2d. that ho lacks for law's. j 

What is a stack? A barn, a homestead roof — | 

Whole villages shall flare at his conunands ; 

Groat towns and cities shall ho nowise proof 
If such an one aspire to warm his hands. 

, Poos ho lack victual ? Is ho void of trust ? i 

Poultry aiuhtiocks Ins instant need shall slako; 

Ton thousand fatted boovos shall hi to the dust 

Ere he go lacking for a modest steak. ' 

: Oh, BOO him I ’Tis a sight to stir the heart, 

! Horeno of purpose, ready, swift, and bold, 

Tlio kingly raipulso of a Buonauautk 

Were loss than his, if ho is feeling cold. l 

Yet did men hail him as a demigod, 

And raise him up ? Ah, no, 1 grieve to state 
That this high soul is languishing in (|iJod, 

With throe months hard for daring to ho groat. 

Dim-Pum. 

THE CHEQUE. 

“Fiunckhoa,” I said, **is it not strange lliat w'omon ” 

“If this is going to ho a long It^cturo,'' said Francesca, “ J 
must put on my hat and find m\ purse.” 

“Full dress,” I said, “is uunocessary. This is going to ho 
a canserict a little heai‘t-to-hcart talk hctw'oen two people 
^W’ho thoroughly luidorstuiid one another and the question 
under discussion.” 

“TJiat,” said Francesca, “ is a great I’olief, hocauso, you 
know, if I understand all y»h()ut it you needn't say anoUior 
W’ord, and I can attend to my business.” 

“FrancoBCa,” I exclaimed, “you have spoken the word. 
‘Ihisinoss.* /That was what T w as about to mention.” 

“Well, you have mentioned it. It 's off your chest now.” 

“My dear Francesca,” J protested, “wdiy this tone of 
iinseasonablo Wity? Lot us at least preserve some refine- 
ment in oui* — er ” 

“ Mentionings,” she suggested. “ Yes, let our mentionings 


be jnodost, so that no one may Ix) able to cast any of our 
mentionings in our teeth.” 

“Francesca,” I said, “you are now hari)ing,” 

“It is an old-world accomplishment,” said Francesca. 

“No, I declared, “it is a great fault. Moreover, I am not 
a man who can he put down by iijeu de mots.'' 

“1 know', I know',” said Francesca with a deep sigh. 
“You are one of those strong, resolute and sclent— no, I heg 
your pardon — not silent, but strong, resolute and ruthless 
^ men w'ho deal wdtii W'omon as a potter deals with clay. 
How does it feel, 1 wonder, to l)o like that ? ” 
t “It is nothii\g,” I said, “a mere nothing. Wo are bom 
so ancl cannot help ourselves.” 

“ ‘ Some people,’ ” said Franctisca, “ ‘ may he Ilooshans, and 
some may he Frooshans. Tluy are horn so, and w ill j)Iease 
themselves.’ ” 

“If,” T said, “you are going to quote ]\h‘s. damp at me, 

I have done with you. Mrs. damp ” 

“1 will not pioss Mrs. dnvip," said Francesca “I^et 
ns, or rather let yon, resume where you started. You were 
going to say?” i 

“ When you inteiTupted me —hut I iimke no cojnplaint- ^ i 
1 w'as about to say how^ strange it w'as that women, so 
ndmirahlo as mothers and directors of households, had so 
small an understanding of ]>usiness matters. Now, you 
yourself, for instance ” 

“1 myself, for instance, know nothing at all of business | 
matters; hut, oh, I shmdd love to learn.” 

“ Francesca,” 1 said enthusiastically, “ you shall. What I 
is money ? ” 

I “Money,” said Francesca, “is what you never got 
enough of w lion you want a little more.” 

“No,” I said, “money is a irjedium of exchange. But 
money is not everything.” 

“ Certainly not,” said Francesca. “ Kind lioarts are more 
tliaii golden pounds.” 

“ We will leave out kind hearts for the }>rosent. I want 
I you to imagine the groat business world subsisting entirely 
on Dear me, w'hat is the word I w'arit? ” * 

“ Minos or railways? ” 

“ Not at all. Credit - subsisting entirely on credit.” 

“Then it’s a queer thing,” said FVaneesca, “that the 
Stores never will give you any of il.. They subsist on 
ready-money.” 

“Never mind the Stores. Now, for example, when I 
w’rite, or, to speak more accurately, wlien I draw a 
cheque ” 

“ And that,” said Francesca, “ is Avhat I ’m simply long- 
ing to see you do.” 

“ But you have drawm cheques yourself. Y'ou have an 
account at the local branch of the South-Midland Bank.” 

“ J have, hut I ’in not a skilled choqu6-draw'or. Women 
are not taught the moaning of all the funny little things 
men write on cheques. But if J could see you do it, and if 

I >ou would explain evorytliing as you go along ” 

j “ Francesca,” 1 said, “ you shall have your wish. Hand 
I me my chequo-liook. For your sake I will waste a cheque.” 

“It will not be w'asted,” said l^’rancescu. 

I “Here, then,” I said, “is a blank cheque. I wTite tlio 
(late in the upper right-hand corner- -so, ‘Oct. 3rd, 3912.' 
Now whom shall we make it payable to ? ” 

“Oh, anybody,” said Francesca carelessly. “Me, or any- 
body else.” 

“ It shall bo payable to you.” I wrote “ Francesca 
Caidyon ” in tlio space provided for that purpose, struck out 
“Bearer” and wrote “Order” «i»ovo it. “You would have 
to wi'ito your name on the back of it l>efore you could cash 
it. That’s called endorsing it.” 

“ Thanks,” she said. “ I ’ll remember that wolrd carefully."* 
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**])nAT THEM TIIINCSl TUKY BF.KM TO WANT THE WHOLE UOAH, KXOEJ^'I' JCMT WJU-'RK VOIJ AIN’T, 


“Now for iilo amount. Wlial shall w'o say?" * 

“ 'Twenty “iiv(i j)oiind8, " sajd l^'ranccsca tentatively. 

“So bo it. Tweritydivo pounds in lottf'rs first, and tbcii, 
in tho space bfjlow, 1125 in figures. Observe that 1 write 
close to the left-hand margin.’' 

“You enthrall mo,” said h’lancesca. 

“Now comes tho important part. I sign it— so— and 
tlio cheque is complete.” 

“But you haven’t made two line's across it. That’s 
always done on the best choijues, isn’t it?” 

“It is not essential ; but, if you like, it shall bo crossed 
to your own bank, and then nobody except your own bank 
would bo able to jiresont it to mine.” 

“To think that two little ink-lines should mean all that,” 
said Francesca. “ But you ’vo loft out ‘ account payee ’ and 
‘nob nogotiabJo.’ Don't they put tliat on son.e che(jues?” 

“Yes,” J said, and added those adornments. “1 wdl now 
toll you as clearly its 1 can what tho mystic vsords 'account 
payee' and ‘not negotiable’ moan.” 

“Wait a minute,” said Francesca. “ Lot me look at ibo 
cheque first.” 

I handed it to her. 

“ It is beautifully done,” she said. “ Some day. I Bupi)08e, 
I shall be able to do it as brilliantly.” 

“ Where arc you going?” 1 said, for she liad opened the 
door. 

“I am going,” said Francesca, “to endorse this dear, 
clever, unconscious cheque and then hand it in at my i^ank 
to acscount payee,” K. 0. L, 

“ In the background is the famous Wallace ewo, over COO years old.** 

PaUley QaaetU, 

And yet with mint sauce it would probably still pass as 
lamb. 


TO A NlMOI'h 

Romk, my HnwiMia, mn given to H(‘orning 
Honest (snotion— I ncivnr do I hat; 

So wh(?Li i read in v»iii hitter this morning 
That you hml linally iianished \our plait, 

All of a twilUs’ 1 IVII on iny kniani and, 

Loosm|; a carol of ji>y from my wiiunafid, 

I'dimg up my hutl 

Now that youi ^^a'Y lasi Ihqi ha > l)een lla.p}ind you're 
heeling no doulit that tlie wfJild la van Hlave, 

Fivon youi' unele- can share in vonr raphue 
(Though a* mere rnali') for his d 'stm/ guvi' 

^J^wo Hueh oe.ftasions, and both o( Ouan rouanrsl 
(I) WIk'ii he. put on ids first pair ol tiousnrH, 

CJ)Ji is III ht sluu'l^ 

Then did lie h'el hk(’. a god in his sjdenilom; 

Nothing was hTt for 1h»‘ ht-nsens to grant! 

Years have j'olled h> and his t liin has grown teiulor, 
Jta/.ors no longfT liave povvs to enchant, 

As for his garnieiils thn way ho addiosHes them 
Now,* as lie. smooths out tlu'ir crcafieift ami prowaes 
tliein, 

j'VightcuH your aunt. 

So in the future, Kowciui, yAu ’ll jih (»n 
Finding how often tlui fashions are now, 

Then wdll you sigh for your pigtail and ribbon, 

And for the days when one innthod would do, 

But for tho present wo both mo dehgldod , 

Ileally, I fancy that J ’in more exait(wi 
Even than you t 
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OUR COLONIES. 

III. — Canada. 


day in London, they i)criHh miserably — the letter-press so kindly furnished l)y 
which only serves to sliow what a hai’dy the Immigration Department. You 
race are wo Ijondoners. can shoot almost anything, from a 

At various times and by various Tlie scetiery in Canada is immense, moose bull to a rapid ; and, if you care 
statesmen our various Colonies have The Great Plains 8tr(itch right across to venture into the Western districts, 
all been described as the brightest gem the country till they meet the Rocky you may oven bag a man or two. The 
in the British crown or diadem, as the Mountains. The Rocky Mountains are most exclusive prize, however, is the 
case may be; hut from sheer weight of also very wonderful, and are principally grizzly bear. A unique advantage about 
repetition Canada may definitely be said famous on account of the dilliculiyexperi- sliooting in Canada is-that business can 
to merit tins appellation. Jt is a very enced in getting the Canadian-Pacific be combined with pleasure, most of the 
big country, and quite a lot of it is so Railway across them. Otherwise they animals there being covered with a 
unknown as to ho largely a matter of are comparatively useless, and are gene- very expensive kind of fur, wiiich finds 
guesswork. It extends from the United | rally floated as mining propositions. a ready market throughout the world. 


Btatesin the South, to as farNorth 
as you like to travel ; and in a 
lateral direction it is only tlie 
mighty oceans which limit it. 

Its expansion in the matter of 
trade is, of course, largely deter- 
mined by the fact that it is 
a British Colony. But then 
every country has some draw- 
back with which to contend 

Canada is a land of cxtrfsnes. 

Jji summer tJio weather is so 
hot that the aslM^stos lining to 
the tirciproof buildings lias lieen 
known to melt; and in winter 
the snow is so deep that special 
elevators have to bo institutexl 
to convoy tlie residents down 
to tlio roofs of their dwellings. 

Of course this only lefers to 
certain parts of Canada. Jn 
many districts the climate is 
one long dream of delicious de- 
light. Por furilier particulars 
see the letter-press so kindly 
supplied by the liu migration 
Department. 

ikit it must be admitted that 
tho extraordinary variations in 
temperature — in some jiarts — 
are not without effect on tho in- 
habitants. They have to cram 
a year’s work into six inoiitlis, 
because it is far too cold din ing 
the winter to dp anything except 
sit witli their feet on the stove, 
talking politics. Tho tnie-horn 
Britisli workman hates Canada 
during the summer; hut when 

tlie peaceful spell of winter is o’er the land Canada is the greatest wheat-grow- 1 after 

lie flocks there in his thousands, con- ing country in the world. For full j thing that looks as if it contaius a 
vi need that it is tho one country in the particulars see the letter -press so great weight of silver,’^ 
world that is really suited to his ideas obligingly furnished by the Immigration “You’re not buying it in this street ? ” 
of wliat constitutes a liard day’s work, Dopartmout. ho asked. 

And ,whon he is set tho task of doing Canada is also famous for its gold “ Well, I was. People tliink so much 

chores round tho house and splitting mines. It keeps most of tliese in out- more ” But lie interrupted mo. 

firewood ho returns to the land of his of-the-w'ay corners, such as Alaska and “ IMy dear cliap, don’t be an ass,” he 
birth and writes letters to the papers the upper roaches of the Saskatchewan, said, taking me confidentially by the 
about it. • and alwaj^s seems to ho able to find a arm ; “ 1 ’ll tell you where to get a 

Tnio Canadians never in iiid 11 icir own now mine whpn it desires to get rid of wedding present. You go to Tootor! 
brand of cold weatiier/* The thermo- tho more turbulent spirits among its He’s in Wyley Street, at the back of 
meter drojw to about tliirty degrees population. It is a great pity there Aldgate.” 

below zero, and they wrap up in furs are no gold mines in England. ** Never heard of liim,” I said, 

and go careering all over tho country Canada is a wonderful country for “Wholesale,! suppose?^* 
in bob-sloiglis. * Yet, when they come to sport. It is a veritable hunter’s ‘ No ; but you ’fi find he’s just your 
England and experience a Novomber paradise. For further particulai’S see ! man ; ” and with that we parted 



The principal pastimes in 
tho country are log-rolling, 
bronclio-busting, and exploring. 
Tho first consists in letting 
loose a large number of trwi- 
trunks on a swfift river, and 
then jumping from one to tlio 
other; tho second is the ait 
of remaining on a horse which 
is convinced that you belong 
somewdiere else; and the thinl 
is indulged in l)ecanse3 otherwise 
so much of the country would 
go to waste*. 

Canada is famous for its maple 
sugar, its North-Western Police, 
the siege of Qu(*hec, Sir GjijHKut 
l^AiiKKK, anil tiui Nortli Mag- 
netic Pole. Next to tho Police, 
tho most remarkable feature is 
tljo Magnetic Pole, there being 
only one oth(*r specimen in the 
world, and that a very inferior 
aj'tide. 

Lastly, Canadians drink rye 
wliisky in preference to tiie 
kind produced by Jhmnie Scot- 
land. This is, |X5rhaps, their 
greatest achievement. 


Tin’ VASiiroN fou 3*kkinf.sk bi’ax’ifxs as rr.rs is vikwfu 

WITH CONKlDFUAimK MfSaiVlNG IJV TllK FCil TUADF, SINl’K 
MtJI’FS AJli: HKIMG lUiUDFJU’l) SUrFllFLCOUH. 


“TOOTKK’S." 

Jt \vas Fall ly- Jones who told 
me of Tooter’s. 

I ran against him in J3ond 
Street. 

“You’re looking worried,” 
said lie. 

“Yes,” 1 answered; “I’m 
wedding present. 1 want some- 



OotOBW 9, 1912.] 


PUN<!®, OR THE XOJWN OHARIVARJ. 



Quack Doctor, “Ann 1 defy any West-end rmsiciAN m the ai'diivNce To DisrrTE whai I hjay * 


I had gieat difficulty in locating 
Tooter, and when I linally ran him to I 
oartli his premises looked so dilapiilated 
that I should have gone away again 
had anyone but Kall)y-Jone.y recom- 
mended him. As it was, I went in, 
and found a inild-looking little man 
behind a counter covered with conven- 
tional wedding presents. 

They seemed cheap, and 1 chose a 
massive (looking) sugar-sifter, paid for 
it, and gave tho future bride's address. 

“And whero shall I send it from, 
Sir? ’* said Tooter.^ 

I suppose I looked mystified, for he 
repeated the question. 

“ Webaveboxesof all tho best shops,” 
he went on. “ Mr. Falby-Jonos usually 
has his presents in one of VVallerby’s 
boxes, but we can do you Cockortons’, 
Fox & Hunter’s, Spillby’s, Pomphrcy’s. 
Pomphrey’s ? Yes, Sir, certainly. I ’ll 
see that it goes in a Pomphroy.” 

I came away feeling rather faint, but 
revived in the pure air of Aldgate. 

«u;.'V n‘’jn ' ■■■■sja" :..s 

▲ids to History* 

From the programme of a travelling 
biosoope company in India : — 

' “BicWrpin*8 ride to New York (in* 


“THINGS HE CAN SELL/' 

llNOiiK Binri, whoso “ Recollect ions ' 
Ev’ry one is reading now, 

Has, of all my close conneetjons, 
Quite tho most receding brow ; 
But, althougli his mind is muddy 
And be wields a laboured pirn, 
While his style suggests long study 
Ot La Vic Parisiauu*, 

Tic; provides a perfect model 
Jn the art of wu*iting twaddle. 

Ho describes with solemn unci ion 
liow% wdien he was “ in the sw im,' 
Ho was present at a function 

Wliere a King once spoke to him ; 
He narrates in fashion sprightly 
How he dined to meet a Prim (*, 
When His Highness bowed piditel) 
(And has cut him ever since). 
Anecdotes like tho preceding 
Make the most delightful reading ! 

Bearded chestnuts, old and hoar\ , 
He can hang on any peg : 

“What arc Keats?” (that ancient 
story) 

And, Of course, the “ Curate’s Egg ” 
Both achieve tljeir reviviscence, 
Crossed and catalogued and classed 


With (‘ach dicury rcmimH(Hinco 
Of an undislinguiKlutd paH^ 
iMmling ult imati^ fruition 
In a (turd and fourth tslitiou! 

'rhoMgh Ills rcn'ut pub) mat Ions 

my mi< hfH pm so well lined, 
’Fho ol Ilia roiativms 

Has inscMisihly doc hmui ; 
l’'ri('mls g'l’ow spocci^ltvis when they 
mad him, 

Ro\alti<'S (‘()n(‘ejil t hoMistdvi's, 

IiO(h 1<» find tluar nv i) ilofid un- 
Mortailii^v'd on hooKsluqi Hhelvcs, 
RiIIoi mmI lhr(Jughout tlio ages 
In luH idiot ic pages ! 


From a serond-liaml hookseller’s 
(*,atalogu(^ : 

, iMldiU' MoJlufJiCi'i pio plaUs)/' , 

Well, w’O can out tlicm straight from 
Die si mil . 

“ ' '■ 

“ It is r^povi^sl day that 
Berviii, and have|at»HauUsJ a joint 

ultimatum to,Turk«y, dmyidiiiM roioruim 
which will tmuiiuiU^ iu JH hcurirt.“ 

Afniu'/m/rr 

Which is just yvlwn I'urkey’rt reforms 
always do hjirmiiw^' e* 
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THE BABY OB THE PICTURE? 

Sm Gkohok Bibdwood’h bold de- 
claration, such is his fine aistliotic 
passion, that were he in a hurnin^^ room 
with a baby and BArirAKi/H Dnjsden 
Madonna, and could Have only one of 

them, lie wouKi save tlie pietun^, lias 
dropped a bonib'Sholl into conversa- 
tional circles. All otiier tojiics have 
given way before iliis. Tiio llalkan 
crisis is as nothing. Homo Iliile and 
Ulster fade away, and oven the question 
who will win the Oesarewitch fails to 
attract a reply until Sir Gkokoe JhuD- 
wood's enormous prohlom has been 
settled. Metftiwhilo The Kxjrress with 
cornmeridahle enterprise has put the 
dilemma before some of our acutost 
minds and printed theii answers. 

In examining the stages of this 
profoundly interesting nUyhiHcito one 
could not but feel that far more valu- 
able results would have been obtained 
had the human factor been older. A 
baby is so young and, in a sense, so 
immature. Tlier^o are too few data 
about a baby. One would not know 
what one was saving ; and this ignor- 
ance ireducos the action of the saver to 
mercy sentimentalism. Now, wore the 
I work of art contrasted, not with a help- 
less pink potentiality like a baby, but 
with a man of mastotly performance 
and superb confidence, such as, say, 
Mr. G. B. Shaw, the alternative lines 
of conduct offered to the person in the 
burning room would pnisent difVicultios 
worth solving. For one knows all 
about Mr. Shaw ; lie is . 

Acting upon this belief and wit h his 
custoinary tendency towards usefulm^ss, 
Mr. Punch has put the question before 
a mimbor of eminent ladies and gentle- 
men. Sir Gkorgk IhuDwooD’s text 
remains the same. cxeei»t that for the 
baby Mr. Shaw has h(*en substituted. 
The room is the same ; the dames arc 
equally threatening ; the picture is still 
the Dresden Rapluuil : Init the baby has 
become G. B. S. Now, wliich would 
you save V 

A selection of replies are aiipendod : — 

SirGROiiOK Bihdwood: I sliould save 
the Raphael. 

Miss JjIllah McCarthy: What a 
strange question ! 1 should save Mr, 
Shaw, of course. 

^ Mr. G. K. Chrsterton : I should 
i^ve the Raphael. One cannot get a 
new Raphael. 

Sir k. W. PiNBHO : I should think a 
long time. 

Sir Chablhb Hodrotd : Would the 
picture have^Jbo go back to Dresden ? 

Mr, Gbanvillb Babkbr: It would 
be fun to watch Shaw saving himself. 

Mrs.PAHKHUR&T: I Bhould Bay, Now 

then, Superman," and save the picture. 


Mr, G. B. Shaw: I should save both 
Shaw and the Raphael. And then 1 
should talk to the other follow. 

Mr. If. G. Wells: 1 suppose I should 
have to save Shaw. 

Mr. C. K. Shorter: As I know 
notliing about pictures and hold that 
any author, oven though lie be not a 
man of transcendent genius, is a sacred 
thing, I should save Mr. Gkoiuir 
Bkunaud Shaw. 

Signor Marinetti: 1 should en- 
courage them both to burn. 

Sir Edward Carson: 1 should save 
Ulster, 


A CAHINET COUNCIIi (1915). 

Mr. JioNAR liAW' {sjuilingly). And 
now, gentlemen, since our majority is 
only a small one, the first question is 
how are we to nobble the Irish and got. 
the Budget through. I think that a 
special grant in aid of Roman Catholic 
secondary schools and tlio repeal of part 
of the whiskey duty — cheaper food, you 
know — would do it. ! 

The Loud Chancellor (Lord Carson | 
of Swords). Shuve that ’s the thing for| 
the hhoys. 

Sir Frederick Smith (tlie Attorney- 
General), Bit awkward for my con- 
stituents — still, if they 'vo chea)) 
whiskey to mix with their Boyne 
water i 

The Chirr WHip(c?^^mw/ muhhuhj ). 
1 hear tliat none of the Nationalist 
Memlicrs are coming this session. 

The Lord Chancellor. Then divil a 
cint goes to the bastcly I’apists. 

The Duke of Norfolk (Lord Privy 
Seal). 11 'm, I think we shall have rain. 

The Chief Whip (5m/f7i,/Aw7?/). And 
they’ve set up a iVovisional Govern- 
ment in Dublin. Tliey ’re arming and 
driving every Protestant from his eiii- 
ployinont. Ure and McKenna are 
there and have promised their support 
in any action, howevta* strong. 

Mr. Bonar Law\ What a dete^stahle 
element of rancour to introduce into 
])()litical life ! To what base depths 
defeated })artios sometimes descend ! 

Sir Frederick Smith. Ure is a dis- 
grace to the Bar. A Privy Councillor 
in rebellion against Ills Majesty’s Gov- 
ernment — against us ! Can such things 
bo ? 

The Chief Whip, And they ’re 
marching past John Redmond — “King 
John," they call him — and he ’s taking 
the salute. 

The Loup Chancellor. ’Tis rank 
disloyalty. The Mickies must be shot 
I down. I 'd do ut meself if duty didn’t 
I call me to the woolsack. 

The Chief Whip. They ’ve wooden 
cannon and an ambulance waggon — got 
’em cheap secondhand somewhere. 


They’ve sacked every Protestant ice- 
cream shop in Dublin. All the Pro- 
testant shopkeepers are under orders to 
leave the city at once. 

The Lord Chancellor. The Papist 
bigots 1 Did I not toll ye what ye 'd see 
in Oireland under Home Rule ? 

Mr. Bonar Law. I don’t know after 
all whether it w^ould not bo best to 
regard tliis all as sheer bluff. Lot them 
stew in their own juice. In any case 
wo 'vo now a hundred majority for the 
Tariff’ and f don’t see that 'a few Pro- 
testant tradespeople — a small minority 
— sliould he able to demand the services 
of the British Army. 

Lord Midleton {at the IVur Office 
again). In any case we could not spare 
more than eight army corps. 

The Lord Chani^ellor. Tur-rn a 
few Maxims on the disloyal divils. 

Sir Frederick Smith. Of course tin* 
Protestant cause and Tariff Reform 
are closely allied, but if it comes to a 
choice my vote goes for Tariff Reform. 

Mr. IkiNAu Law. Then it is under- 
stood, gentlemen, that wo ignore this 
petty ohullition of political S])ite in 
Ireland and concentrate on the Tariff. 

The Chief Whip. That’s just wliat 
they ’ro doing. They 'vo seized the 
Dublin Custom House already and are 
levying a tariff on J^lnglish goods. 

Mu. Bonar Law. How ihouglitless ! 
A tariff on English goods could he 
nothing hut a curse to Irish industries. 
It isn’t like one on foreign goods. Thoro 
is an economic differoncix Now, I 
wonder, if they were tactfully handled 
and jiromisod special advantages under 
our tariff’, whether we could prevent the 
danger of civil war. If you, Lord 
Carson, and you, Lord Londonderry, 
went over and ajqiealed to them as 
follow Irishmen, . . . 

Loud Carson. Trust, meself amongst 
tlu^ Pajiists. I tell ye, Sorr, no Papist’s 
to he trusted till he ’s dead. 

The Duke oe Norfolk. I feel quite 
sure that we shall have rain. 

Mu. Bonar Law. Well, our friend 
Smith hero. He ’s a pleasing, tactful 
speaker. If any ' ono could make 
peace. . . . 

TjORd Carson. And yo may bo I^ord 
Chancellor of th’ Oirish Parliamint, 
Freddy. Thoro ’s no vacancy here. 

Sir Frederick Smith. No, Sir ; how 
could you face the Opposition in the 
House if I were away ? They ’d have you 
out in ten minutes. I think we 'd better 
ignore the whole business. I sympa- 
thise with the Protestants, of course, 
but, if they will go and put their heads 
into the lion’s mouth, what can we do ? 

General Chorus op the OabiKet. 
What can we do ? 

Mb. Bonar Law. Lie low, and con- 
centrate on the Tariff. 

^ '‘f.-. . V - . - ■ - 
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MISSY BABA/’ 

Hbb little limbs are lizard-swift, 

Her eyes are orchid blue — ^ 

Blue as the butterflies that drift 
Sedately out of view. 

As hard as nails from tip to toes, 

She 's tanned with sun and breeze, 

A myriad freckles on her nose 
And Bcratclies on lier knees. 

And when they ’ve brushed my little girl 
And made fierneat and trim, 

'riiG golden tendrils quaintly curl 
About lior topee’s l)rim. 

Siie knows the track, the hidden lair 
Of things that crawl and creep, 

Tlie bull-frog’s haunt, the coppice where 
The flying foxes sleep. 

Where streams are swift and nullahs 
sheer 

She darts in search of fun, 

Conscious that soinowhoro in the rear 
Distracted ayalis run. 

She howls— “a huge chuprassi flies 
To soothe her l)ahy grief, 

She laughs— and lialf a compound sighs 
In undisguised relief. 

But should you find lierup a tree 
Witli kirtlo torn and soiled, 

Perhaps you ’d sjiy she runs too free, 
Perhaps you 'd think her spoiled. 

Maybe she is, inayho she ’s all 
That 's niischicvoiis and hold, 

Hut she has heard the homeland call — 
My Burma livc-yoar-old. 

And I, who know we’vci got to part 
When six shoit weeks are o’er, 
flust fold her closer to my heart 
And spoil her all the more. 


“CONQUEHKD.” 

He was a stately gontlemaii, im- 
maculately dressed. 1 1 is su it w as grey, 
his hat was grey. His spats W'ero 
white, but so was tlie sprinkle on his 
iron-grey hair. His features were calm 
and regular. His thoughts WM3re divided 
between lumbago and the China Loan. 



A COMPROMISE. 

(’onntry Vicar {ref unting frovi sciT ire). “ Ih HiuiNt' ’'iv j>v au? * 

M’ifc. “1 i>on’t know.” 

Vicar. “Nor I; that’s why J said Tiit’. j’uavcu in wren a U>w vojcf. 


Something hit him on the head, hard, 
and fell on tlie path wdtli a thud. He 
frowned slightly and looked down. It 
was a horse-chestnut, a glossy bit of 
Hire old mahogany, Nature’s object 
lesson to French polishers. Beside it 
lay the scattered husks of its wrecked 
cradle, soft and white within, hard and 
prickly outside. 

“ A ‘ conquer,’ ” ho murmured. His 
lumbar niui^eB tweaked acutely as he 
icked it up. The touch of it thrilled 
im through his grey Su6de gloves. 
The years parted and trough the crack 


ho saw’^ a little knickerbocker l)oy, with 
no handkerchief hut his coat cull'^ a 
string of conquers ” in his pocket and 
a stone in his hand. The stone Ihwv 
among the golden leaves, ihrcMi “con 
quers " fell to a sound of breaking glass. 
Tlie boy vanished, the crack in the past 
closed, but the spell of the old jnagic 
remained. 

The stately gentleman sighed and 
gazed up in the tree. He looked 
guiltily round, and suddenly tossed his 
cane among the branches. Three con- 


quers ” fell. \U* chueklixl. Uo grubbed 
among the fallen leaves, Uun\ tosc erect 
with a stifled groan, and strolled dn. 

A park keiusn: met him txiuiul thr 
hend and lo\iched his hat, ^PhosfcaUdy 
gtiiitleman aokium ledgt^l the salute 
with afTabilit j^ JLh pocket l>ulg<wh 

For liadies Only# 

•* Pr., akojit SO, without and ttwtom 

yeaniA to marry a bleed n |>im1v vory fatf 
and energetic, good Isnuly 
in “ viiuolfiv.,” 




ANOTHEK FOOTBALL INVASION, 

AllttlVAL OP TIIK NuUIANH. 

Tnouaii public attention has been 
largely monopolised by the famous 
“Springboks/’ the arrival of the 
Nubian football team at Southampton 
on Saturday last has naturally caused 
considerable cxcitomont in athletic 
circles, os this is the fimt occasion on 
which a genuine Blaek-All-Ovor team 
has visited this country. Wo are glad 
therefore to lay before our leaders 
some notes by a fellow-passenger : - - 

There are in all twenty-four inem- 
bors of the team, not to mention their 
manager, Mr. Jonah Porheagle, and 
several friends and relatives who are 
accompanying them on tlie trip, notably 
Mrs. Jim Panzee, herself no mean por- 
forihor on the side comb, and the life 
and soul of the jiarty at tlie daily 
smoking-concerts Jield on the long 
journey to England. On shipboard an 
effort was made to kebp up practice, 
but it was soon abandoned, and the 
Nubians confined their attention to 
punching* the speedle, stool-racing, 
pingliug the pipit — a sort of Abys- 
sinian ^ittlea— deep-sea breathing and 
progressive snap. 


Peculiaiuties of the Team. 

Jack Efiarig stands out from the 
team by reason of bis enormous height. 
He measures 7 ft. 10 in. from tlie crown 
of his head to the solo of liis feet when 
measured along tlie line of liis neck, hut 
only 6ft. Gin. from the solo of his foot 
to tlie crown of his Jiead in a vertical 
line. He is the host concortinist of the 
team and knows the works of the 
Baroness OnezY practically by heart. 
By a curious coincidence, though only 
twenty Jour, lie measures 4Rin. round 
the chest. Tim Allirog has the longest 
arms in the team. He is a vegetarian, 
weighs l^st, 41h., and is the only man 
who ever made the Emperor Menem k 
laugh. “Jiuiho” Allirog, his younger 
brother, is a hit of a dandy and plays in 
lenion-coloured kid gloves and heliotrope 
socks. He has a magnificent baritope 
voice and, when dishevelled, which is 
most unusual, boars a striking resem- 
blance to Sir Edwin Bay Ijankesteb. 
But the greatest personality in the team 
is Blagwa Nobbig, the captain, who is 
the only man living who has ridden an 
okapi. Nobbig is a splendid specimen 
of prognathous humanity, and to see 
him leading the revele at a jamboree is 
a liberal education in primitive culture^ 


His weakness — if ho has a weakness — 
is nuts ; indeed it is said that more than 
once he Jias been stopped in a “ run in ” 
by ’tiio lure of those insidious comesti- 
bles deftly thrown in his patl). 

The Nubian Game. 

Though differing widely from ortho- 
dox Bughy and Association rules the 
Nubian game lias a spectacular* charm 
whicli is all its own. Kicking the ball 
is absolutely forbidden ; the essence of 
the game is passing or slinging the ball, 
which is about half the size of an Asso- 
ciation hall. Tlio full-back hangs by 
his toes from the»cros8-bar and guards 
the goal with his hands, and the half- 
hacks and three-quarters are equipped 
with a wooden instrument like a long 
ladle in which they carry tlie ball, 
while the function of the forwards is 
entirely vocal and saltatory. The game 
is thus a sort of blend of Lacrosse and 
the Basque Peloia, with a suggestion of 
Spillikins. In their earlier matches the 
Nubians will play against one another, 
but it is hoped that m time an English 
team will be formed to practise the new 
game and eventually to meet the 
visitors. 

It should be added that the Nubians' 
war-cry is perfectly horrible. « 
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Ain’KIl TA'NCIIEON AT A VVELI.-KNOWN UUWTAllUftNT. 

f“ Dr. Titiori Mcunicr, iin cinincnt food specialist, rocommcutls as tlio most odoctivo method of promo! ing dlgoHtioo w promcDiide On 
all-foiir.s jifU-r o,iu’.h 


THE TURNING POINT. 

(A COMl’HMHHKD VkhBION OF THE 
St. cI aimer’s 
Act I. 

\Thfl Smir is hud in a rrrrjition rooit 
in M. Stettin’s roiniirif Jioiisc, H 
is after dnnicr, fnid, as so often 
happens after dinner, somehodp is 
plaipiKi the piano. Most of the 
characters are stand in (j round the 
jnanist to sea how she does it, hid 
in one corner Marcel Ileaucourt is 
makiiKj lore to Moniqiio h’eli. So, 
at least, those of ns who know Mr. 
Godfukv 1’kaklk and Mins Kthel 
Irving ht/ siijid discover from our 
27ro(jra mines. 

Everifbodji. Charraiii^, charming. Do 
play it again. 

Marcid (a. tri fle a nnoyed ) . I si i al I leave 
you now, Monique; your husband is 
watching us. I am afraid ho suspects 
something. They don't gonorally sus- 
pect till the Second Act. 

Monique. Go and talk to TherAse. 
She is sometimes rather amusing after 
dinner, or at the beginning of a play, or 
any time when people are rather easily 
amused. She ’s in bad form to-night, 
though. Perhaps she'll bo brighter 
when Bertrand comes. 

Enter Bertrand de Mauret. 


Bertrand, Hallo, tlu‘rn'« Tficii^so. 
Como to tho front of the stage with me 
and I’ll tell you all al)Out m\Holf. 
{Does .so.) 

ThMse. Isn’t tliis l^oring l lui stalls a 
})it, seeing that \ou armi’t in tla^ plot 
at all, really ? 

Bertrand. My dear girl, how stupid 
you are ! VVe'ro trynuj to horn lliem, 
so as to make the great Second Act s(M*m 
more thrilling. Jjook out, Sir (iEoik;]’. 
AjjEXANdeu w'anis to speak. 

Colonel Belt (to Marcel). I di^sire a 
word with you, but tlioro are loo niim\ 
ptioplo on the stage at prcs<int. Can’t 
you get them oil* somehow ? 

Marcel. Right. (To ever if body) \V(01, 
what ai)out bridge? (Eaeunt everybody.) 
Now then. 

Felt. What I •want to sii\ is this. 
You love ray wife ! 

Marcel. I do. And she loves 

Felt (calmly). That is inrpossihle, 
because I’m a much finer man Hum 
you. For instance, I have moio self- 
restraint than you have. What pre- 
vents me from flinging myself at your 
throat now ? Not the fact that you are 
so much bigger than 1, but simply my 
self-restraint. Also you ’re only a 
politician and I'm a soldier, and this 
has been advertised as a patriotic play. 
(Exit with great dignity.) 


Enter Monique. 

Mforel. lJ(i suspoctu. I must talk 
things nvt'r with >oin WluMi can 1 
\ on ? 

Mon/'jne (snrpn.'itd'i. Wliy, in my 
ln*droi»m ui cuio oIIor.K iouught, of 
conrso ! 

Mofccl (donbtfnllji) Woiddn’t that 
scH'in rtdhcr 1 mean (U>me people are 
so sidy about little Ihmgs like that. 
They might think 

Monafne {/aotidly 4o the aiidtence). 
Then in case thcae's anvhixly with a 
nasty mind liloj that io liu» thealn^ t<o 
night I 'd lud/t-or say and for all 

tliat I am a g(»n(l woman. And until 
I liave dis (lin'd the ('(done), Marew-d 
Jluane.iuii t is iu>thing nuuu to mo than 
a fiiend. Attei all, one mvmt talk to a 
friend someu heie. 

Enter Monmdgnouv lussey. 

Monufite. 1 was just saying, Monseig^ 
neur, that. I am going to divorce my 
luisband ami marry Martriel. 

Momei(jnpur. 1 suppose you know the 
Chui'ch dtKwn't iip}H*ove of that soi-t of 
thing? 1 dtily mention it the 

play has ksm advertised^ ooiitalnijig 
a stitmg Chun'h interest. I haidly 
expect it to m>Hot your plans. 

Mqniqm. It doesuH. Well, good- 
night, everj'body. 
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[There is a general movement to bed, 
and Felt and Julius Glogau (whom 
you hadn't suspected of coming into 
me plot at all) are left alone. 

Qlogau. I will now toll you Lho Htory 
of your life, (Does ho at great length.) 
Tosuinup, you owe* a liundnMl tliouHand 
francs, whicli you ’vc got to jKiy hy 
Saturday, and ynu (-an t do it. 

Fell. It's tnio; I ’rn ruiiKnl. 

(Hogan. Tluiix! is ono way of escapo 
for you. You ar(i a soldier in ])oss(3s- 
sion of stato siUTcts, and ilit3 audunicei 
may liavi^ uoticcid that J look nitlier 
lik(^. ;i spy. luoi us retire to your room 
and 1 will tell you what yxi can do. 
(Nreunt.) 

Ai r IT. 

(Now then !) 

[7'he Scene is Moniqiui's bedroom at 
midnight. She is writing letters. 

A voice from outside. May 1 conic in ? 

Monique. No. 

Filter Colonel Felt, look mg tern Id g 
Upset. 

Monique. How dare you coiik! into 
your wife's room? I’ve a gtiod mind 
to scream the house down. 

Felt. You'll scream all riglit v\herr| 
I’ve told you souietliing. 

Monique. Wluitisit? 

Felt (sinking into a chan). J want a 
drink of watcj'. 

Monique (in avuuemenl). You don't 
mean to say you 'vo come liei‘(3 at twelve 
o’clock at night, just to- - Haven’t 
you got any in your own bottle? 
llcndly, you might at least have gone 
to the bathroom for some. 

Felt (te.Uily). Good heavens, woman, 
can’t you see tliat something serious 
has happened ? J don’t go about 
looking like Sir IlEKimuT Trkk/h 
Macbeth for notliing. 

Monique. Well, why don't you tell 
me ? 

F(di. I want, a lot of wattu* first. 
My mouth’s all pareliod. And I’m 
trembling like anything. We soldieis 
often get these shivering fits. 

Monique. Then perhaps, while y on ’re 
finishing the jug, I ’d better tell you 
Konicthing. I ’m going to divorce you 
and marry Marcel. 

Felt. I feared as mueli. Hut J think 
you have luisundt^rstood me. 1 will 
tell ygu the story of my life and you 
shall sec. (Does so at great le^igth.) 
In short, ovoryt lung 1 have done 1 have 
done for love of you. 1 got into debt 
for you ; I made love to an^^ther woman 
for yrou; and now I Heavens! 

(He clutches his throat.) 

Monique. ^What have you done ? Do 
get it out. Have another drink of 
water. 

Felt giass). Glogau, 

Glogau, Qlogau I ^ . 


Monique (in despair). You didn't 
come into my room simply to gargle f 
Felt. Julius Glogau I lie is a spy I 
Monique (shrieking). A spy ! 

Felt, He made horrible suggestions 
to me. Ho wanted me to betray iny 
country. Me the bravest, the grpatest 
soldier in Franco. I —I strangled him ! 
There, now 1 ’ve told you. 

Monique (shrieking). You did right! 
(does into hysterics and throws herself 
into his arms. There is a tap at the 
door.) (to away 1 
Felt. Wlio ’s that ? 

Monique. Only Marcel. (Felt turns 
up his .sheires and prepares for another 
strangling.) Don’t kill mo! I have 
just discovered that 1 nuilly love you ! 
And anyhow f am a g(^od woman. 



PATRIOTS, MILITARY AND CIVIL. 
('Colonel Felt .. Sir (lEonr.K Ai.KXANincjt 
Marcel Jimueonrt Mr. Ooufjiey Ti-.aiu.e. 


P'elt. My love! (Sinks into another 
chair.) And noAV, Monique, I shall give 
myself up. After all 1 may got off. 
Glogau was a reptile, and J shall plead 
justiiiahlo reptilicide. 

Monique. Nonsense; 1 luive a plan. 
Take mo to tlio boily. (Felt trembles.) 
Do pull yourself togef-hcr, dear. Don’t 
soldiers ever kill people? Really, from 
the way you go on nobody would 
til ink you w(U’e tho bravest, coolest, 
and most inasttjrful soldier in France. 
Now then 1 (She takes him gently by 
the hand and leads him to the body.) 

Act hi. 

The liecepl ion-room again. 

Bertrand. Well, from the position of 
the body, I say lie strangled himself. 

Everybody. Obviously. 

Monique (aside to Felt). There 1 

Enter an Examining Magistrate. 

Marcel (to the m^istmte). When you 
have liEiiabed looking at the body come 


bock here, and as a Deputy and a 
member of tho Cabinet I will give you 
some orders. (Exeunt everybody but 
Marcel and MoniqueA 
Monique. Marcel, 1 made a mistake. 
I don’t love you. I love my husband. 

Marcel (thoughtfully). There must he 
some reason for this sudden affection . 
What can your husband have done to 
have won your love? (With a flash 
of inspiration.) I know I He killed 
Glogau ! 

Monique. He did. Sparc him ! 

Enter Felt. 

Marcel. You killed Glogau. 

Felt. 1 did. 

Marcel. Then I shall tell tlio police, 
and you will be executed, and I shall 
marry Monique. Good ! 

Felt. Beast! It would serve you 
right if I told you tho story of my, life. 
(Marcel iiwoes away.) No, come back. 
I will toll you. (ife does so.) And 
that is why I killed Glogau. For tho 
sake of my countjy. I am a patriot I 

Marcel (annoyed). Dash it, you 
soldieirs always talk as if you're the 
only patriots in tho world. We civilians 
love our country just as much as you 
ilo. And what our country wants now 
is a bravo, resourceful, cool soldier like 
you at the head of the army. It is my 
luty thonjfore as a patriot to save your 
life’for the country . 

Felt. As a patiiot I am quite w illing 
to assist }ou. 

Re-enter the Examining Magistrate. 

Marcel (to Magistrate). Ah, 1 was 
waiting for you. I wanted to toll you 
that my theory is that Gk^gau was 
murden d l)y his political enemies in 
Russia. We have discovered that he is 
a spy and— er - affairs of state, you 
know ■ speaking as a Cabinet Minister 
— exactly, it must be hushed up as 
much as possible. Er — yes, quite so. 

[Exit Magistrate, quite satisfied. 

Felt. There’s something in l^eing a 
politician after all. (Turns to Monique.) 
My wife ! 

[She throws herself into her husband's 
arms, while Marcel goes silently out. 

Curtain, and loud applause for Sir 
Gkouoe Alexander, Miss Ethel 
luviNU and Mr. Godb’rey Tearle. 
A. A. M. 

• TURKEY MORILISING 
GREEKS RIPS TO BE SPRZED.” 

“ Irish Times Poster. 

The Springboks Jiave challenged Ih© 
winners. 


“HiH real name waa Kmil Frida. The 
name Vrolilicky waa anBumed at . an early 
date. — Neiv Age, 

Owing to the .difficulty of pronouncing 
PridB* 


October 9, 1912.] 


PUNCH, OR THE -LONDON OirARIVA^U. 




L -f »' ' 






iv ’^// '/ra '' ' y 


ffvc, 

1 ' '/ \ 


||j|^f ''' 'k' 

\jI^ ■''^ l[/‘ ' ' 

mW 


BENDING THE TWIG. 

“So YOU 'JIU TJIATNINO LIITL^ IVlAlKiJJtY TO HEAD lO YOt', rUlANJ’EU?“ 

“ TlIA'r ()T UF, /ilTUl ()l LlhEti TO VKEU o' AHL THEtJE VLlt AC'('IDKN'IH AN’ Mn(l>l llM An' JH V AUt’I.M AN* bl^HUKt . *TlH 
LAUNIN’ JAI.' NIaHOEKY, an’, SAAli: 'iOlME, DO AMUBE Oil” 


TO MAUD MARY. 

Mauj) Mauy, oil that night, when first you came, 
Armed with a trunk of tin sovoroly battered, 

I looked askance at your atliletic frame 
And saw my fondest aspirations shattered. 

I somehow knew 

Instinctively that you would never do. 

They said, those folk with whom you last had been : 
“ Hhe is a good plain cook and organiser, 

Industrious and honest, sober, clean. 

And Church of England and an early riser." 

Therefore wo thought 

That we had found the paragon wo sought. 

Alas, wo soon discovered they had lied, 

Their diagnosis was in fact mistaken ; 

The morning eggs, which you alleged wore ” fried," 
Flowed frigidly round adamautino bacon. 

The toast was black 

And writhed for very limpness in the rack. 

And breakages I What chance had plate or cup, 
Though of their kind the stoutest that existed, 

When that dread process known as ” washing up " 
Left even spoons and forks a trifle twisted ? 

And as for glass 1 

We drop that painful theme and lot it pass. 


Througliout ih(5 da>, \\liat(i\('r task npi^d, 

One song for (?voi’ in oiir i‘iirH wini di'imining, 

From tlu) lirst moment Unit left \mu’ bed, 

“Work, work!” you cIuiiiUhI, “ foi the night is 
coming." 

A tune 1 hale ! 

(Moody and Sankvy .s llt/nin'<, Op. UH ) 

« 

And W'hcn your month was up and you retired 
To somo less uncongenial sphere of aetion, 

I penned this “character” wiiich, if i(M(uired, 

I shall advance with lively satisfaction. 

'Tis torso and true, 

And for the kind of thing cnlludy now : « 

** Maud Maty has tio jaiiin as a chvj : 

To call het such ivnuhl ha a- sttujfiU nio^ kcrij ; 

But foe a house ichosc itnuiiics ato all deaf, 

Who rate ??<»/. u'hai they spend a year ra crockery 
Amt neoev vat, 

8ho 'll bt: a Ucasurc very hard fi) heat / ” 


“Mr. Alfred Ncyes staiidK ro ima ng <.<ar vcnuf'i t |[>n ts tfiaf, 
real interest attaches io the aiinomsu.nicH! of .t neU by Inm 

It is entitled 'Kobiri Hood,’ whiUi Hiijiij'/ Ibn.t lf>'* U' ‘ weaver 
iisoff round the Knglieh hem of legend.” i ^ailu i!h4<'n'tcli' 

Or of course it mav deal with the “ Ihfl^in Hood hnuies” 
just put on the market. 
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THE PIONEERS. 

•‘Look at that!” said ray wifo 
triumphantly, pointing to a paragraph 
in the paper. “ Head it aloud. It is 
just what wo want.” 

I road it aloud. 

“£50. Why rent a houftr in a stuffy 
suburb ? Why nob buy ono of our 
raagnificont building'plots, overlooking 
the 8oa, and own your own house? 
Close to station and prospuctivo golf- 
links. Bea- bathing. Bracing air. 8c loci 
your site now and avoid the rusli. 
Each plot guariintoc<l to doubUj ibsoU 
in five years. Free railway ticket to 
\Vorloy-on-Soa*to intending purchasers. 

mr 

“1 love bathing,” said Mary en- 
thusiastically, “and you love golf.” 

“I have never tried prospective golf,” 
I replied, “unless it moans the round 
ono is going to do undejr bogey next 
time.” 

“Fifty pounds isn’t nmcli,” con 
tinned Mary. “ Wo pay lots more 
than that in rent already.” 

" They’ve forgotten to mention the 
cost of building the house and the 
price of the season ticket,” i rornarked 
as 1 turned up Worloy * on - 8oa in 
Bradshaw. 

“But each plot is guararitood to 
double itself in live years,” she read 
out triumphantly. 

“Ah I” I said, “that’s all riglit if 
your plot starts iirst. Wliat happens 
if you suddenly find your neighbour S| 
plot spreading itself over } our temiis- 
c.ourt?” I 

“ Don’t 1)0 absurd,” said Mary. 
“Fifty. A liLindrod. Two hundred. 
Four hundred. J^light hundro 1. 8ix- 
toon hundred. What docs twice that 
come to ? ” 

“Bankruptcy. Fraudulent bank- 
ruptcy.” 

JKit Mary bad^alroady seized a pencil 
ancl piece of paper. 

“In sixty j^ears that land will bo 
worth £204,800 f That can’t ho right.” 

“It hasn’t the ring of triitli about 
it certainly,” I admitted, glancing at 
the advertisement. “But the philan- 
thropist who is selling it only says it 
will double in five years— not every 
five years. Still, it’s uncommonly 
good of him to sell it even then. Some 
men would have stuck to that property 
like grim death.” 

“Perhaps he is going abroad,” sug- 
gostod Mary, 

! “ They do Iroquontly,” I replied. 

^ ^ < e n 

As we followed the agent across a 
rather badly kept hay-field I stumbled 
over a stone and fell into a layer of old 
tin cans, broken ^bottles, brickbats and 
rubble. 


“Ah,” ho remarked cheerily, “that 
will bo quite different when wo got a 
layer of macadam over it. That is 
Acacia Boad.” 

“What is?*’ I asked, rubbing my 
knees. 

“ You fell over the kerb-stone.^ We 
always put down the kerb-stones and 
foundations before wo lay the road. 
You won’t know the place in a year’s 
time.” 

“I am sure I shan’t,” I jigroed 
heartily. “ But why do you grow hay 
and thistles all over Acacia Koad ? Is 
it for the henotit of tlio tradesmen’s 
horses and for itinerant costers? Do 
you get itinerant costers at Worley- 
on -Sea?” 

“We liave a sample section of road 
laid out further on,” explained the 
Agent. 

“ Jiy-tlio-way,” I said, “who lays| 
down tiu) road ? ” 

“ The Vendor.” 

“ Y'es ; but who pays for it ? ” 

“The— or — the Purchaser. You see 
it comes cheaper if it’s all laid down 
ill ono piece.'' 

“ I see. Wo wait till all the land is 
taken up. How many plots have you 
sold, so far? ” 

“ To you, Sir — and Madam —will be- 
long the honour, I hope, of being tlio 
oldest inhabitants of Worley-on-Sea.” 
“Oh,” said Mary doubtfully. 

“ Wo came early to avoid the rush,” 
I ox|)laincd. 

“ 1 congratulate you,” said the Agent 
heartily. 

“ Yes. I think wo have avoided it 
marvel lously well. J haven’t seen any 
rush anywhere. Have you, Mary? ” 

“ But to-morrow morning,” sug- 
gested the Agent. 

“Ono never knows,” I assented. 
“Tlial’s what J thought wlien I road 
your advertisement last month.” 

“ Lust month ! ” said Mary reproach- 
fully, “ and ymu never told mol Think 
what wo might have lost I ” 

“No, no, think what wo haven’t 
lost,” I replied. “Tiio grass and other 
crops have come on splendidly in the 
last month. Wo should not have 
appreciated half so fully the wonderful 
forbility of Acacia J^oad. Why, it was 
tlicn clad solely in an undervesb of old 
tomHj.o cans and gallipots.” 

“ Where is the bathing ? ” enquired 
Mary. 

“in the sea, Madam.” The Agent 
spoke with pride, lie seemed to let 
Imnsolf go on that statement. For 
once ho could make an announcement 
that was unimpeachable. 

“ Is it a real sea? ” I asked. “With 
genuine waves ? ” 1 was becoming 

more suspicious at evety step, 

“ I am taking you there now,” re- 


plied the Agent brusquely. “ The host 
plots arc those by the cliffs.” 

“ Is it necessary to trouble him ? ” 
whispered Mary in my oar. 

“ Of course it is,” I replied with 
enthu.siasm. “I am charmed with the 
quaint unconvontionality of the place. 
We must certainly have a week-end 
cottage down lioro.” 

I am usually a truthful person. But 
T know Mary. For my future peace it 
was necessary that she should refuse 
to live there. Moreover, sbo did de- 
serve some small rolrihuiion for those 
two horrible train journeys. 

“ What is this street called ? ” 1 
enquired as I landed full length on 
another strip of tomato cans. 

“ It has not been named yet. You 
can call it what you like.” 

“ Then — ” I began. 

“ Grosvonor Crescent,” interrupted 
Mary hastily. 

“ It is hardly a crescent,” objected 
tlio Agent politely. “ If you could 
follow the lino of the kerb-stones you 
would see that they run straight up 
the hill.” 

“ A vermis Avenue,” I suggeslod. 

“ J'jxcollent ! ’I’ho other niads are 
all cal ed alter ilowors too. The plot 
which 1 til ink will suit you is just at 
the top of the Avenue.” 

Wo followed him there without 
furtliGi* parley. Avernus Avenue was 
(juile a noisy thoroughfare. 

“Jloro you are,” t^md the Agent, 
proudly waving his arm in a vagiio 
semicircle. 

Mary romainod silent save for the 
quioti'St. v »riel V of snilT. 

“ D('l glitful! ” T cried. “I suppose 
VO coulu u])ioot those four little loinh 
stones, though? Ono would always 
ho tripping up if one built the pantry 
over them.” 

“Those,” replied our guide witli 
dignity, “are the boundary stones of 
that piece or parcel of land described 
as a plot.” 

“Parcel, please— it is the hotter 
woid, isn’t it? That will do excellently 
for the dog-konncl. < But,” I explained 
to him confidentially, wife and I 
had intended to build a house on to 
one side of it — so that we could be at 
hand to look after the dog.” 

“If that plot isn’t largo enough, you 
! can always take in ono or two of the 
j adjoining ones. Make quite a pretty 
little cistaio of it.” 

“But where is the sea?” cried 
Mary, “1 can only see miles and 
miles of mud I ” 

“Ah,” said the Agent, “I am afraid 
you have chosen a bad day for yout 
visit. The tide is out at the momeoL” 

“And on its At-home days,”- I 
queried, “ how does one call ? ” 
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“You could build a neat little wooden 
BtaircaBO down the cliff/* he suggested. 
“ Don’t stand too near the edge, Madam, 
it is not safe after these rains.’* 

“ You haven't any movable plots, I 
suppose — ones that wo could sbift back 
as the cliff falls away ? This kind 
which only moves downwards has its 
drawbacks.** 1 pointed to a sole sur- 
viving little boundary mark which stood 
by the cliff edge. 

“ Years before it will reach your 
plot/' said the Agent. 

“ And then ** asked Mary. 

“Then the property doiildos in 
value/* I explained, “ h(?ca\iHO w'o can 
batlie from the front door instead of 
having to go down a noat little wooden 
staircase. Why, at higli tide wo could 
bathe actually inside the liouso." 

“Then shut the front door and pick 
up the fish as the tido went down,” 
she snapped. “Lot’s get somo lunch 
and go back home.” 

“There is a free luncheon for pur- 
chasers at the ‘Merry Congers/” 
hinted the Agent. 

“ Wo will leave it this way,” I replied. 
“We will buy that parcel of land 
if ” 

“No, we won’t,” said Mary firmly, 
“ not even if our lunch at the ‘ Merry 
Congers * comes to over fifty pounds." 

AT THE PLAY. 

••The Little Cafi?:.” 

I HAVE nov<u* soon a programiiio 
with BO many names on it, or a play 
whio^ depended so miicli upon the 
efforts of one man. “ Albert Lori flan — 
Mr. OYBUi Maude” heads the cast of 
forty-five, and, as far as 1 am concerned, 
ends it. 

Albert was a waiter wdio came un- 
oxpocttMlly into money. You may have 
noticed that on the stage all sorts of 
people come unoxpoc?todly into money, 

whereas in real life However, I 

need not go into that now. Albert's 
proprietor, Imaring the nows of the 
legacy before Albert, persuaded the 
latter to hind himself to remain at ilie 
Little Caf6 for twenty years, in the 
expectation that, when Albert Jioard of 
his fortune, lie would pay a large fine 
to bo let off his agreement. LuL 
Albert, haif-ScotcIi, is not by any 
inoa^iB for paying a fine, and lie reinaiii.s 
on — a W’aiter at the Little Cafe from 
B A.M, to 1 A.M., a gonileiuan at the 
Caf6 Fifine from 1 a.m. to' 8 a.m. 
Those of you who have obsoi;\'od that 
gentlemen and waiters wear the same 
clothes will be aBle to guess the amus- 
ing icomplications which ensue. Mr. 
OvBliii Maude is verjafunny over it all; 
M. Tristan Bernabd, the autlior, is also 
funny at times, but he is not nearly so 


funny as Mr. Maude. He seems to 
have boon rather careless about it— to 
have missed many good things and not 
to have followe<l up others. 

Well, the two plays I have soon this 
W’ocik have both been translations from 
the F rench — at the Playhouse and at tlio 
St. James’s Theatre ; but J feel singu- 
larly unashamed for my country’s 



JHmica (Minn Maidik Hope). “Why don’t 
you lovo mo? 'J’hoy Bay mu.Hic is the food of 
lovo.” 

Albert Lorlfl an (Mr. Cvnir. M^udk). “ Good 
HoaveiiHl don’t talk about food to a waiter.” 

dramatists. 1 am proud to think that 
they could easily write plays like those 
if they wanted to, but that they are 
aiming rather higher. M. 

STIlArCIIT QXTESTrONS AND 
CROOKED ANBWERH. 

[“ During his Bhort stay at Holyhoad Mr. 
Churchill on joyed a quiet ramble among tho 
rock.s at J’orUi Dafarch. 

ThcFii-st ljor<l was .seen to he busily occu- 
pied in digging the sand with a sjnall spacie, 
and ho was asked whether ho was in soareh of 
anything. 

‘ Oh, no,’ ke replied smilingly, ‘ 1 am merely 
amusing myself ,’ —Kvcnhuj Neiea J 

IIndeu tlio guise of innocent amuse- 
ments, Hth Majesty’s Ministers have 
been liatcliing all sorts of miscliiof in 
the Recess. In every instance, as will 
be seen from tho following leports, 
evasive and often impertinent ansNvoj’s 
were givt^n to tho 2 >orfectly jjroper and 
natural questions of our representative. 

While up at I>oniocli recently, Mr. 
McKenna w as seen \Yiclding a peculiar- 
looking stick with an iron head which 
stuck out at right angles to tho sliaft. 
Asked if his action had any special 
significance, the Home Secretary re- 
2 )lied Nvith a charming smile, “Oh, no, 
I am merely trying to play golf.” 

During his visit to Gaddesby Hall, 
Leicestershire, Mr. Lloyd Geoboe was 


seen by our representative rapidly 
walking along an unfrequented field- 
path. He carried a cane in his right 
hand and every now and then struck 
viciously at the thistles on either side. 
Asked if he had any explanation tp 
offer for his extraordinary conduct, the 
Chancellor laughingly replied, “Oh 
no, I am merely enjoying a stroll.” 

Our Venice cori'osjiondent reports 
that lie saw Mr. Asquith tho other day 
gazing for quite an unnecessarily long 
time at the beautifully restored Cam- 
panile. Apj^roacliing him from behind, 
our ropresontative suddenly made Mr. 
Asquith the somewhat sporting offer 
of one pf3nny for the result of liis 
cogitations, taio Premier's somewhat 
petulant reply was, “ I am merely 
humbly admiring this inastorjiieco of 
ro-construction.” 

Writing from Balmoral our special 
corresj)ondent states that during the 
liolidays careful watch w^as kept ujion 
the movements of Sir Edward Grey. 
One day he was seen on the banks of a 
private stroain with a long whiji-like 
instrument in his hand and a jieculiar- 
looking basket slung over his shoulder, 
Asked what his intentions were, and 
wanied that anything ho said would be 
used as evidence against him, the 
Foreign Secuetauy declared with 
some heat that “ho was merely going 
fishing,” tolling our conospondont at 
the same time to go to somo place 
which he has failed to identify in any 
local map or guide-book. 

A Clerical Ambiguity. 

“ TucBday, October 8th, an important jnoet- 
ing will bo hold at OardifI, at which tho Lord 
Archbishop of Canterbury will bo the chief 
speaker. Never has our dear old Welsh 
Church been placed in a position of greater 
danger.”- -Miujazine of the Rural Deanery of 
Netherwenf, Llandaff Diocese. 

The New Game. 

Bktteu than Badminton. 

“More often, however, tho ainatonr throws 
up tho spongo off his own hat.” 

J)iverpool Lcho. 

“ Tho coining Lord Mayor served for several 
years as a lay member on the floor of tlic Court, 
and in that position held several coinniitteo 
chainnanships.’’ 

The j)Osition of a lay mombor on tlie 
floor often gives rise to misunderstand- 
ings. 

‘ An ainuBing basket to send to an invalid is 
one furniBhod with gay flowers, and that has 
a tripod affixed in place ot a handle, on which 
to hand a bowl with goldfish swimming about 
in water .” — Daily Mail. 

And if this doesn’t amuse him, you 
must try upsetting the goldfish suddenly 
down liis back. As a rule invalids find 
ills very whimsical. 






Jhisyhody, “Now, can any or you mf.n tkj^l mi; thk way to get Tin: moht fhom youii allotment?’* 
Yokel. “I CAN, Zuri,” JSusyhHly. “Well, what woclo vok do?” 

Yokel. “Turn ut ui* edgewtre and plant ut hooth bides.” 


THE ATIK. 

Vainly, my Betsey, to the weeping day 
Yon sing the rhyme that drives the rain away; 
And from your window mourn tiio patient trees 
Bufl’oted by the peevish Hyades. 

Come, let mo shut the lattice, do you slide 
From your old Ark tho gaudy-painted side 
And let the enlarged captives walk about ; 

For though a deluge bo at work without, 

Secure within we 'vo no concern for that. 

And all tho »iurscry is Ararat. 

Not on the rug,— a space of oaken boards 
A firmer footing for tlie crow affords ; 

Softly, my Betsey, lost your fervour harm 
Tho oxtrome frailness of a log or arm — 

Poor limbs, so often and so rudely tossed 
And rattled down, no wonder some be lost 
Beyond the aid of glue ! What skill did cram 
Into tho hold verinilion-hattod Ham 
And Bhem with tho green top-knot and tho slim 
Contours of Japhet, Noah (somewhat grim 
Witli buttons) and his consort after him ! 

Tho wives are at the bottom, dear, hut now 
Como the black pig and terra-cotta cow. 

Throe foxes — this a purple collar round 
His rigid neck proclaims the faithful hound ; 
The birds are not so nice, tradition fails 
To account for such a quantity of quails, 


But tho old weary crow that flow and flow 
Away from Noah has come back for ytni 
Where is the dove? Kor, if my mmnory 
Tho truth, thoro iras a dove and in liis 
The olive IcavoH he plucked up(m the day 
When, as you know, the waters ohln^d away ; 

Who perched on Noah’h window with |>lnk feet, 
And without whom no ArK is timught <'oaiploto. 
Where is tho missing ilovoV b'or now I see, 
Standing or prone, tho wliolo monagoiio, 

And the rain 's sloppinl witliout and all above 
Jlcams tlH3 benignant sky ; und stiU no dove, 

Of tho same hoantiful fact iho feathered proof! 

Why, here — upon the rijiplos of the roof * - 
Hero is your truant jiaiutod, to abide 
When SnEM and Ham are hcattoroil far and wide 
And all tlie boasts an^ broke, to brood with furled 
Paciho Wings over the new washed world. 

“It would, hoNvi vi*r, inatoruiMy jemiwt our efferU «!' will be 
good emough to Ji ih t.hf^ iiioiiibcrH of your IVtloiatiou who Ijivvo r»mson 
to complain of tolophoiiu servioo if would ho gcw^l. slu'uJd they 
meet with any irregularity in tho gwa vieXL it* immodltiloly l>y UOo- 
phoiio, if possible cniinuunicato tlio nl their liiiisiK'neliU'o diioot 

to tho Clerk-in-chargo.” — A’.rOaf!/, from a Irihr 14 the *' lioHynemmth 
Daily Kcht'* fnm the Manager of J*ost Tel^phoneat 

tiouihampUyn. 

We wish to kindly, but at tlio spinet imii witli hmmess 
and considerable emphasis, point out Htat we can do oven 
better than this. 
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OUR ROOICINr-OPPlOP characteristic) and wit (only very rarely fading into face- 

uun tiuuiviivu*UhhiotL. tiousness), which the author seems increasingly to have at 

(By Afr. Pimeh's Staff of Learned Clerks.) command. Trafford and Matjorie work out their salvatioa 

liAOy Doeothv Njbvill is a prized possession bequeathed not without saOTfioe and bitterness of spirit. They finally 
by the nineteenth century to tho twentieth. As an earlier seek together in the loneliness of a solitary hut in far 
popular work from her pen testifies, she lias lived under Labrador the chance of getting away from things ** and 
five Sovereigns and has heon personally known certainly to “ talking things out.’' They como back with now strength 
tliree. In her now hook, My Own Times (Metjiukn), she goes and new knowledge born of dangers encountered, to take up 
back over a period of threevseoro years, pleasantly chatting tho struggle which is the inevitable price of real success, 
by tho way of persons and places she has known. Among It is an invigorating piece of work. The “creative and 
many others tho former include Dihuaeli, Napoleon III., illuminating phrases,” “ tho breadths, the spacious emo- 
Count D’Oksay, Prince Esterhazy “murmuring compli- tions” are here, and more packed thought than would 
menis through tho most perfect of his sets of teeth;” suflico to quicken a dozen normal novels. Mr. Wells’ 
Thackeray’s Lord Hteync, and Sir llrcHAui) Wallace, method has sliaped itself into a completely effective instm- 
ultimate heritor of the wicked marquis. Modest amid ment of artistic presentation. Could anything be bettei* 
memories of many advanitigos, Lady Dorothy most nearly than tho short vigorous selected pieces of dialogue, the 
touches tho boastful mood when slie surmises that she is salient successive episodes painted in with swift, sure 
probably “ one of tlio very few alive who has sliaken hands strokes ? And between tliem the judicious, never wearisome 
with tho Duke of Wellington.” Of these ])orsonagca she passages of comment, obseiwation, speculation. A book as 
gossips brightly and briskly, enabling a later generation alive, as challenging, as courageous as a monoplane in flight, 


almost to see them iii tlio 
flesh and hear them speak. 
Charles Dickens illumined 
tho old couching days with 
tlieglow of his genius. Lady 
Dorothy, who sulTorod 
them as a girl, in a few 
graphic passages reveals 
their wretchedness and the 
misery of their hapless pas- 
Bongci’S. Coming to later 
days, she laments tlio degra- 
dation of modern politics 
compared with the good old 
times when tho genuine 
Tory flourished aiul ruled 
the roost. Tho modern 
Kadical pleases her not, nor 
the halting Unionist cither. 
With tho latter, as more 
nearly representing her own 
class, she is tho angrier. 
Admonishing the Rtulicals 




m 




and not the less courageous 
bocauso tho pilot refrains 
from his old irresponsible 
habit of hornh-dropping — j 
a habit whicli, I confess, has 
always a cevLaiii attraction 
for tliose of us who are not 
imdernoath. 

When tho expei’ionced 
novol-roador catches sight 
of an attractive Mills and 
Boon publication bearing 
tho inscription, The Five of 
Spades, ho will jump to tho 
conclusion that someone has 
been cheating at cards. 
When he has been allowed 
to begin reading but never 
to finish a letter, and this at 
the very start, which only 
too clearly imjdicatos Sivwn 
Artnyiaye, he will go further 
and guess that, wlioevcr 


nearly represencme ner own ttir wonurci wouKVRft j wuiun uiuy 

class, she is the angrier. wuuia too clearly implicates .Siwm 

Admomshing the Rtulicals Walk. Artnyiaye, he will go further 

with whips, she chastises and guess that, wlioevcr 

tho Unionists with scorpions. A curious blot on an oxcollont else cheated, it was not Simon Armylagr. (In my opinion, 
piece of literary workmanship is an unaccountable habit of tho fellow deserved nil he got, except his happy ending, for 
peppering the pages with anecdotes, many of them not writing that “his heart prompted him to make a clean 
owendpropos Hes hottest most of them having lived through breast” of someone elso’s sin.) Andwlion all tlie conversa- 
inoro reigns than Lady Dorothy lierself. Tho book will bo tion, wise or flippant, turns upon the respective tendencies, 
vastly improved if, before the second edition appears, these moral and intellectual, of tlie sexes, he will expect to have 
oxcresconces are removed. As they liave nothing to do it borne in on liim from time to time how little men under- 
with the text tho process would bo easy. stand women, how little women understand men, but how 

- — thoroughly the author (Mrs. Philip Champion de Orespigny) 

In Mr. n. 0. Wells’ now novel, (Macmii^an), and, by inference, himself understand both. Later on, 
tlie union in chief liotween Marjorie Pope, still an under- though the taking and loiirding of guns may have for its 
graduate, and tho young scientist, Trajford, who drops alleged puipose nothing more sinister than the destruction 
with his aeroplane on to tho Popes* croquet lawn, is an of a pheasant or two, lie will anticipate that tlio shooting 
essentially happy one, threatened as limb goes on with does not end there ; and on the sudden arrival of the three 
little rifts of misunderstanding which the vision and courage principal and most involved characters upon the precipitous 
of the principals contrive to close. There is an earlier cliffs of Bsirk, dangerously near the edge, he will be on tho 
marriage, that of Marjorie s parents, wliich gives the author look out for a horrible but not inopportune accident. None 
occasion to lash with A savage conviction tlie pompous tho less, since tho book is so good of its kind, lot him buy 
tyranny of the preposterous retired coach-builder and the it with all confidence and he shall not be disappointed 
battered, mistaken loyalty of his kindly wife. And there in the reading. I myself got such satisfaction from it as 
was the JSianriage of convenience which was arranged prevents me grudging the author a recommendation, even 
and did not tidco plaoe between Marjorie and Magnet, tho if I cannot wholly suppoit, on mere human groundSi her 
too conscious iprol^iqnal humourist with the veiy com- fundamental theory that Society should be expected to 


fortable income and the hateful proprietary airs. Bach is foigive those who sin against itself as easily ats it forgives 
diacusaed with insight (quite itneanny), vehemfflico (very those who pin meidy against Heaivw. ' 




F'OHCC''OR*THl!" X^IrDOK^dHARIViRf 


her Bnropoan proyinoes the reforms 
decided upon in 1880. As the result 
of the hostilities these will now be 
delayi^" 


changed to Infiammablotte. 

' ■ * ^ 


ii ' ii.il .■■ y i u . iiiif , T . v » f ' U ■ I ii v 4 1. f ' , I 

RMifllVAltlA V»ribn8 aaggasttons hftv« bew h»d Bav«di tha Ufa of » mt the ottieir 

ijL. ??iL 7i . .t , from titne to time for drawing atteiotion 4*y by waltdHig away wlien «h* Im* 

Booaii ttie of war Inrkey, to Uie. dangers of ilanadette. The pudenuy «ji4li|KigBd bW to fiafit. ' 

U aj^toam. was WiUmg to introduce into latest propo^ ia that its name sbal] be *«* 

her Bnropean provinces the reforms 1 changed to Inflammablette. The 150 Btot mnohley school ohll- 

*:.'*’’* dron who wore woi|i|ihiHl and »weaHurid 

** We have not l^en sent into a before and after then’ ItoUdays have not, 

finished world to enjoy it/’ says the it; tran8pii*68, mnihtained the rl|^U^ of 

Bishop of OxFoan, “but into an un- development at sehmd they 

finish^ world to complete it.” Yes, showed aa the ivwult of a inoniU’s play, 

we* do wish they would make an end ol’ Among the more mvnguino of the young 

those road repairs in Ijondon. students the irnnuKliatO dosing of Iho ' 

school is oxpec toil. 

It has been trulv said that life is ♦ . ♦ 


The horrors of war! The conflict in finished world to complete it.” Yes, showed aa i 
the Balkans has cut off the supplies of we* do wish they would make an end of Among the 
otto of roses, on which the manufac- those road repairs in Ijondon. students tin 

turers of perfumes so largely depend. school is ex] 

We cannot help thinking that, if some- It has been truly said that life is 
one had pointed out to the combatants difficult. It becomes, in fact, more A ^faterri 
the grave inconvenience this will cause complex every day. For sorruj little mum bonus 
to many ladies, hostilities would never time past we had been imagining that in Anatraliu 
have broken out. . . we were a trenileman. Wo now find Dassod its 



' ^ * that we were notliing of the kind. A 

“The happiest of all lives,” says fashion column in a contemporary tells 

Lord Rosebery, “ is the 

life of an English coun- — - - - „ A< 

try gentleman.” But, , ‘ 

Gkorob^I ” to liiin. 


Aviation is being re- 
commended as a cure 
for consumption by Dr. 
Flemming, the eminent 
German authority on 
tuberculosis, TJie idea 
is not a now one. The 
Chancellor’s Sana- 
toria are all in the air. 


Chancellor of Uie Uni- . --r— — - 

versity last week, in . . ^u ." 

flildroau^nrvP/'knv/^^Mifir^n HAB BEEN 8UGOESTED IN PaRTJAMENT THAT SOME HOUT OK OOW C ATCHEa 

auuresBing \jonvocauon attached to motor-abuses to rBEVKRx aix iuents. Wnv rot 

on the acafJemic events combine it with a moving staircase? 

of the year, spoke in 

English instead of Latin, thereby creat- us : — “ Your lounge coat has — dr should 
ing a record. It speaks well for Dr. have — an outside breast pocket. You 


difficult. It becomes, in fact, more A ^faternity Bill, providiag a 
complex every day. For some little mum bonus of .415 for evety ciiild j 
time past we had been imagining that in Australia of white paients, has now 
we were a gentleman. Wo now find passed its third reading and ImvRUe 
that we wero notliing of the kind. A law. It is rumourofl, however, thu^ it 
fashion column in a contemporary tells has already led to trouldo, A preco- 
— cious youngster horn of 

iKung in\ ihUrI hinn 


A liarher of Haver- 
hill, Mass , au Aimariean 
paper lolls n8, was 
shaving a oustdnw 
when Im receive^ a 
letter infiUTuing him 
that lie luut Imn l^ft 
4J0,00(K In his huity 
to claim tlm money ho 
left the ooiAtomer luiU 
shaveil in the chitir. 
This is urmsual Ar a I 
rule when ptKiple come | 
into niimoY they cut 
their old friends. 


Our Oarnivoroui Bird** 

' Th».t iTuxJcrn KkyUrk ttlways Ce- 


Heberdkn’s enunciation that the keep an handkerchief in that pocket, mauded Iiih ol fkinh in ML ' ‘ 
chaneve shnidd have been realised hv If vou wish to he nuite correct m vour J^e^det , 


change should have been realised by If you wish to be quite correct m your _ i^maer, 

the audience. * ^ dress one corner of that handkercliicf .. o,, wo fliul evulonos of MarUu 

must show.” When we confess that Hcdfif ld d*Hw not undwMtaiid th*' wwnagoimBiii 
The second session of the Ilford Par- we had been showing no comer at all ol words.’' “ WeMmimter ' 

liament opened last week with a largely our agony of mind may lie imagined. Ho should become a reviewer. 


Ho should become a reviewer. 
increaMd^membership. It is an o^h '' ' . * 

secret that this institution hopes to lie- Says the Paris fashion expert of The *^***^*^ 

come an approved Parliament under the Large hats for the v^iuter ^ ^ Lt, «i;>v..rf ih« 

soheme fo^hadowed by Mr. Winston will be less seen than the small and r bo«)iuI e Icvori >s going for the 

eHOaCHlLi,. * * . close shapes." . We do hope that ladies 

1 • . * wiU believe this, and that the end of ‘ .™ 


f Arrangements are being made for a the congestion and overcrowding in ourj 
National Hunger Strike by women to streets is at last in sight. ' 

nAtidm o.f. tni/IrtivrLf. rtn nVi‘v*iof.*no.ca TVo.v *** . *1* 


h^i^ at midnight on Christmas Day. 

The viability to sacrifice the Christmas It is proposed, we read, to form a prosdrvedTtor the soktuni of pawwiiK^, Joor- 
Dinnw ifl a pretty human touch, toague for recogm^g the Jravery of 

1 dogs who have sai^ life. Dnily 

^ prison ward^s underpaid? we hear that tlae first claimant to put tk\% tmins to aU wirtA oi the gUik*, pmi view 
asks wntot in The SiepresB^ A friend in an appeat^de has hsen snubbed for si tho lovely t / ' 


From a foreign h(»tel guide i -- 
•' Fineut and vicwlulnt Baths and 

toilctH on inodorUHt |)rinci|jf6(ii. Tht) hoted not 
being adapted fdr hoalth n^nriirt td Uh in only 
proBorved for iho soiouru «l tiiM»wnger«, toar- 


^ prison ward^s undoipaid? " we hear that the first claimant to put nix trains to 
eeks a wtuW in Tke Saipresa. A friend in an appeaifboe hes been snubbed for st too lovsly 


magnificsiit ouilm^k in gv 
rains to all nmis of the g! 
10 lovoly i&V” i 


view 


of 1^*^ 111 gaol suyf^ cannot his pains. ,Be td<d£ the form of a It was tho lau| Item wliic|i hnl to the 
be, ; jdfanhmtive pug» imd ^ddared that he rush from Sexitlawd. 
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First Excited Householder, *'I lui ally must puotkst. Your abominable towls have been katino mv voono hvihacii Aiui«r* 
Second Excited lIo2ischolder, “Well, what op it? Your confounded bees buck all 'jjil honey from mv homo hocks, HW 
I don’t make a BONO ABOUT IT, DO I?” 


THE HYPOTHETICAL MOUSE. 

Mr. J. Jl. Barrie rcoontly wrote a letter to a newspaper 
upon a quention relating to liis now play at the Duke of 
York’s Theatre, in which lie said : “ All this must bo about 
as interesting to the general public as tlie appearance of a 
inoUso in J^ond Street, hut perluips you will kindly find 
space for it." Tho inference is tluit sucli an ovont would 
afford little if any interest to the British public. 

It is difficult to understand liow Mr. Bauuie, wdio w^as a 
journalist himself in days gone by, can hold iliis opinion 
(wnites our Gnib Street correspondent). Tho explanation 
is, perhaps, that ho w'as a journalist in tho days before 
journalism was what it is. The story of the invasion of 
Bond Street by a mouse, in coinpotont iiands, could be 
made truly a journalistically touching one, placing uow^s of 
war, of Parliamont,^and of otlier coininonplaces in secondary 
positions. 

Such incidents, of course, never come my way. But I 
must not bo bitter; I have already had the good fortune 
this week to witness a nasty cab accident and to have a 
chat with a released convict who lamed a policeman for 
life; and I must not complain. But to be in Bond Street, 
with my foimtain pen and camera, when a mouse appeared — j 
that is the kind of good foi-time I dream of. If the dream | 
came true, I would go and live in the sunshine for a month, I 
and reduce mv debts with whatever was left of my gains. ! 

Think of the pathos that might be introduce into aj 
faithful description of the adventui*es among motor wheels j 
and horses' hoofs of what Burns so trulv called a ‘^weel 
bieaittie 'M X would see to it that a duchess's coachman I 
shor^ rein in his prancing steeds in mid*8tream to let tbej 
Ut^^dreaturo pass. A royal child should jump down and| 


stroke it, and a pet poodle slioidd he rightoou»^ly run ivvor 
in just reward for trying to captuio it. An aged road- 
sweeper, ovorcoine by the nuBnornw it anjuseti of hm dear 
old homo in a Soineiset \illag(3, should huist into tears at 
sight of it; a well-known actress shouUl eliiuh cm to a 
hrowor’s dray and scream with fe»ar of it ; a bronzed and 
battered hero, immaculately dressed, hIbuiUI twirl Ida 
moustache and smile iiulnlgtaitly at it ; a ragged and tender* | 
hoartod nowshoy should punch in Ihe nose the youthful i 
scion of a noble lunmo for striking at it with hm governess's 
umbrella; and a luirly jioiiceman sliould lakci ibe tiny timid 
creature in his huge liand and place it gtadly within the 
door of tho pastrycook’s shop whither it* was evidently 
bound. Then the stn^et should resume its everjday aspect 
of busy gaiety, as if n(»tliing luui happened , yi't out of sight 
tliere should be many a heart lighter ami many an eye 
hrigliter for tho pretty incidiuit. 

Why, it is just the sort of tiling lhat the gimeml pubUc 
wants to happen. As a matter oi fact, 1 shouldn’t l>o fiUt- 
prised if, w lien the sunshine is calling very sweetly and the 
duns are desjxjralely thick, I lake some pain"^ to provid*! 
them with it. 

» ■ 1.. - I 

“ It is ploasaiit to fmd that , . , hbcU notabL t^ricktilorai mi * 
Dr. K. M. Cfracc, Jackson, and (Untrjt^o lAYhiaaimr iiavw not hum 
noglcciod by tho K.ditor of tho ‘ Diotionary ' [of National ItiogmphjrJ. 
It luifiht bavo Imh‘u said an to the lasU that ho won ti pieitoor lU tlio 
art of breaking both ways.” — AUu^nuum, 

You sliould soo Sir Bidnev Lbis tivking wiokota for fch® 
Waterloo Place Wanderers. » 

• ‘ England is drifting alowly aouth -mMii'Ward . “ 

Weather m (UaUfm HmML** 
Thia is simply' playing into the bAudr of Uenmsiy. 



rney, where he gave a recital kangaroo by a single Boy Scout as a 
1 1,000 Amazons, the King testified greater tribute to native artistic ex- 
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MUSICAL NOTES. before l,i 

The immense success achieved by the his appreciation by hanging a priceless cellence than the scores of living 
modernised versions of standard works boa constrictor round Mr. Bambeboek's gorillas, ostriches and other formidable 
at the recent Birmingham Eestival has neck, to tlio consternation of Mrs. Bam- monsters with which I have been pre- 
prompted other conductors and com- beroeb and her father, Sir Pompey sented on my tours round the world? 
posers to follow the inspiring example of Boldero, who accompanied his son-in- The evidence is incontestable, as many 
the Hanj&el-Wood and Bach- Wood law on the tour. * of them are now safely housed at the 

partnership. Tims it is reported that Zoological Gardens, and in every case 

Mr. Jimmy Glover is busily engaged on In Patagonia, again, the King, or I was careful to send full details to the 
a revision of Mozart’s for the Kong as lie is called, pressed upon him local press. Any one who cares , to 

Drury Lane Pantoinime, and those who a siutTcd giant sloth, the skin of which consult the files of The Lhasa Daily 
have been fortunate enough to hear now forms Mrs. Bamheuoer’s fourth- Mirror, The Archangel Daily Mail, The 
portions of the score dcscribo it as a best inolor-rug. Perfiaps the most Patagonian Spectator, or The Hairy 
mastoi*pieco of inolodions jocularity, ombarrassing of these attentions was Aino Gazette will find these incidents 
The achiovemotit is all the more re- the honour conferred on the great artist set forth with a wealth of particularity 
markable becalise Mozajit, as is well in the Solomon Islands, when fifty which beggars scepticism. 

known, liad a most uncompromising native musical critics were handed over 

contempt for anything tliat savoured to him as table delicacies. Another “Loth as I notoriously am,” continues 
of piffle, tosli or even haldordasli. dillicult situation had to bo faced in Mr. Bamhebgeu, “ to obtrude my 


Another interesting 
instance of up-to-cJat<i 
hyphen-music which 
will sliortly he lioard on 
all the dance haiuls of 
the metropolis is tlio 
Sousa -CnoriN Cake- 
walk, whicli is notliing 
else but our old friend 
tlie Funeral March 
purged of its n\elan- 
choly and invested with 
a gaiety which must 
bo hoard to bo believed. 
Tho rumour tliat Mr. 
Paul Kudknh is en- 
gaged on tfie huge 
task of converting 
Beethoven ' s Fidelio 
into a comic opera is, 
however, not well au- 
thenticated, thoiigli it 
may prove to bo an 
intelligent anticipation 



Assislani . ‘ A ountleman wants to know ip ouh wuui.lkn vksis siuunk 
Manager . 'Auk tukx too mo kou him?” 

Assistant . ‘Yps.“ Manager . “Then op course they wiTii..” 


--personality before the 
public, 1 feel tliat 1 owe 
it to my wife, to my 
throe dear children — 
Ihictlioven, Siegfried 
and JI u mperdinck 
Bamberger — and to my 
father-in-law, Sir Poin- 
pey Boldero, F.ll.G.S., 
to protest against this 
humiliating misreprd-* 
sentation.” Wo agree. 
Mr. Bamheiuikb’s in- 
dignation is natural as 
well as honourable. 
Tho matter is one of 
Imperial significance, 
and we trust that Mr. 
Dillon or some other 
patriotic M.P., jealous 
for the reputation of 
Gieat Britain, will soon 
bring it up at Question 
lime. 


of what will Archangel, where the GovEimoK be- 
ultiiiiately take phico, since Mr. Ruhens stowed on Mr. Bamheroeu tho remains niTP 

has a hereditary interest in the works of a mammoth wliich had recently been DUR LUlA)iN Llij?:). 

of old masters. . dug out of a glacier. Mr. Bamheiigeu IV. — Jamaica. 

had to dispose of it rapidly by lire, hut Bomewhehi: in tlio vicinity of the 
Tho rash statement made by a con- preserved tho skeleton, which ho sub- Americas is a string of islands known 
temporary, that the presentation to sequently presented to Sir Henry as the West Indies. Owing to an 
Ma dame Melba, at her recent concert Howoutu, in wdioso hack gaidon it is oversight, several of those do not belong 
in the Albert Hall, of a floral tribute in now a conspicuous ornament. At to Britain ; but at least we can con- 
the shape of a kangaroo, was an im- Krugersclorp Mr. Bamhehgeu’s grand gratulato ourselves on possessing the 
precedente<l incident in the annals of pianoforte was hauled from the station most picturesque, tho most West Indian 
adulation, ims elicited a dignified protest to tho concert-hall by forty ostriches, and the most interesting — Jamaica, 
from Mr. Max B.ambergeb. He points while at Seattle ho was serenaded by a It is also tho most intensely patriotic 
out that tho assertion is wholly un- baiid^of twenty-five tame seals. of all tho West Indies and very rarely 

1 )ardonahle in view of tho far more rebels. 

lonorifio presentations made to him So far wo have contented ourselves Jamaica is noted principally for its 
repeatedly during his career as a with a bald summary of Mr. Bam- plagues. There never was such a place 
travelling virtuoso. Tims, ^ on the oc- bebgeb’s manifesto, but the concluding for plagues. First of all it was rats, 
casion of his second visit to Lhasa, tho paragraph must be given in his own and the rneny rodents increased and 
^Dalax Lama presented him with a words: — “Could anything,” ho asks, multiplied at such a rate that the 
'magnificent ^sacred yak, which Mr. “ more convincingly expose the incom- prosperity of the country was in serious 
Bambebgeb trained to play duoia with petenco or the utter lack of all sense jeopardy. So they imported a few 
him, but which was unhappily of proportion shown by British musical cases of snakes, which were guaranteed 
killed by a rhinficeros given liim by critics than this ludicrous attempt to to exterminate rats. The contract was 
the Emperor Menklik. Again at regard the gift of a single ^oraZ fulfilled to the letter ; but in a very few 




81:1 


. punch , OB 1 OT OHARIVABl 


though ihm& tvw no rntg, there 
wae,il^ plague of euakee. So they im- 
pcuied a oaigo of inongooBes (or 
xuongeese), and in a very little while 
there were no snakes, but there was a 
plague of tnongeese (or mongooses). 
So they imported a few dozen cats, and 
very soon tnero were no mongooses (or 
mongeeso) but there was a plague of 
cats. So they imported some dogs — 
but why pursue tlie subject furtlior? 
Sullico to say that at present there is 
something of a plague of prosperity, 
and thSy are thinking of importing 
Mr. Lloyd Gborok. 

The inhabitants of Jamaica arc very 
sunburnt for the most part, and 
habitually dross in bright - coloured 

f )rint8 and large straw hats, Tlie 
adies wear very short skirts, and the 
gentlemen carry banjos. Witli the 
influence of the Southern States of 
America strong upon them, their man- 
ners are of the jiiost courtly, and 
ofl’enoes against etiquette are practically 
unknown. In this connection it is 
interesting to note tliat the people have 
been at a great disadvantage during the 
past few years, when compared witli 
their more fortunate brethren elsewhere. 
Bananas are the staple crop of the 
land ; but, as any for/n of shop ” is 
held to bo in the wot*st of taste, the 
inliabitants are debarred from the 
fascinating amusement of asking each 
other to have one. 

In the Bad Old Days, most of the 
inhabitants of Jamaica were slaves and 
had to work for nothing. When tliey 
were liberated, llieir former cmployei*s 
offered them three or four times as 
much, but they utterly refused to do any 
more toil. They maintained that tlioy 
liad seen the dignity of labour, and 
that Ijiey really did not think very 
much of it. Tims little work was done, 



and everybody w^as quite contented. 

The favourite pastimes in Jamaica 
are playing the baiijo and dancing. 
At night, wdien tlie Jieai of the day is 
past and the moon am shining, then 
the old buck nigger lie comes out and 
serenades liis little honey gal. Ho sits 
on a very blacft tree with very green 
foliage, and thrums aw'ay at the old 
banjo, wliile the little honey gal, clad 
in a wide-brimmed hat, a sljort, red- 
and-whito-striped skirt, and an expan- 
sive smile, joins in the chorus and 
does fancy steps. It is all very charm- 
ing and simple, and on the way liome 
the buck nigger can' always loot 
^mebody’s fowl-roost and so combine 
business with pleasure. 

Jamaica is noted for its ginger. It 

r ws in small clear glass bottles, and 
exjpensive. Other countries 
bUive tried to cultivate it, but Jamaica 
s^inds Bnpmm, That portion of 


Kimhhearled Ucntlenian, “Wjjat’h 'ihi', matti h wjtii vomi iuau?^* 

(iuitersnii>c. “Fahvcu.’' Kind hmt M (kntlamn. ‘ Wiikhi; ' w Voi a V 

(luitersnipe. “ ’OasriTAi..’* Kmd hmilfddin^dvinntt. ‘ i 

Ouliersiiijte, ’‘No, Muvvuu!’' 


the island which does 




uis origmally discov^iTied w 


ginger is given over to the eiiltival irni (jon Min's- If it lie 

of the banana and the cocoaiuit. TIk^ soukj land (juil.e close to it, so it 

last-named is so plentiful tliat at tli4^ 9inmiiiitK to the same thing. But, in 

local fairs plain wooden halls an^ put he pc’rfec.l) v canditl, wo oumdves kwO\V 

on the pegs, and you tlirow ciKJoanuU v(^) y little jihont Jamaka* Perhaps 

at them. As for the hana?ias, the fact you jiavcj noti(j«Hl it, 

that they are retailed in tlio sts-eets of ^nnsm 

Loudon at three a penny <;onve.v^ in a o..k K<.x T.rru- Lav!..« 

veiy striking fashion some idea of their i UmiUnm 

abundance in the land where they arc Adrt- in h'ckoA* 

grown. Indeed, most of the }MX)pJe of oak our pups, 

there have their shoos rouglnxl. Hearts (»f oak our hens.** 

The otlier products of the island are ^ 

suaar and rum. and these are usually “Tlwlum. «H=n!h.ry rta 4 twajity-fifth 

annual which was m 

grown Bide by aide in order to save m taHK l IlitONr ‘ HC - 

miKsh timb an possible. This is the redi ^ 

secret why 18 Biuih a happy They seem to have hlid a gobtl seasooiiiv. 


some land (juite cknc to it, BO it 
9inioiiiitK to the same thing. But, io 
he pi’rfocJiv candid, wo oumdves knO\V 
v(^)y little 9il)ont Janmka. Perhaps 


'Htjlifl (Uk Kox T«mt^ Pu|>piu><, Laying 
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THE TMITH ABOUT HOME RAILS. 

Imaoikb xie(, if you can, sitting ono on 
each side of the fire, I with my feet on 
the mantelpiece, Margery curled up in 
the blue arm-chair, both of us intent on 
the morning paper. To me, by good 
chance, has fallen the sporting page; 
to Margery the foreign, political and 
financial intelligence of the day. 

“What,” said Margery, “does it 

mean when it says ” She stopped 

and spelt it over to herself again. 

I put down my piece of the paper and 
prepared to explain. The desire for 
knowledge in the young cannot he too 
strongly encouraged, and I have always 
fiattei^ myself tliat I can explain in 
perfectly simple language anything 
which a child wants to know, lor 
instance, I once told Margoiy what 
“ Miniature Rifio Shooting ” meant ; it 
was a head -line which she had come 
across in her paper. Tlie explanation 
took some time, owing to Margery's pre- 
conceived idea that a bird entered into 
it somewhere; several times, when I 
thought the lesson was over, she said, 

Well, what about the bird? ” But 1 
think I made it plain to her in the end, 
though maybe she has forgotten about 
it now. 

“What,” said Margery, “does it 
mean whcni it says ‘ lloino Rails 
Firm*?” 

I took up my paper again. The 
Springboks, I was glad to see, were 
rapidly developing into a first-class 
team, and 

“ ‘ Home Rails Finn,' ” repeated 
Margery, and looked up at me. 

My mind worked rapidly, as it always 
does in a crisis. 

“What did you say?” I asked in 
surprise. 

“ What does * Home Rails Firm ’ 
mean ? ” 

* “ Where does it say that ? ” I wont 
on, still thinking at lightning speed. 

“There. It said it yesterday too,” 

^♦Ah, yes.” I made up my mind. 
“ Well, that,** I said — “ I think that is 
something you must ask your father.” 

“ I did ask liirn yesterday.” 

nWell, then ” 

“ He told me to ask Mummy.” 

Coward I 

“You can lie sure,” I said firnoily, 
“ that what Mummy told you would l)e 
right/* and I returned to my paper. 

Mummy told me to wait till you 

oame/' 

Really, these parents ! The way they 
Shi A thdr responsibilities nowadays is 
disgusting. 

“ ‘ Home RaSls Firm,* ** said Margery, 
and settled herself to listen. 

It 'is good tha^ children should be 
eucoura^ to take on interest in the 


affaim of the day, but I do think that a 
little girl might be taught by its father 
(or if more convenient, mother) which 
part of a newspaper to road. Had 
Margery asked me the difference 
between a Springbok and a Sanjak, 
had slio dt'mandod an explanation of 
“ultimatum" or “guillotine,” I could 
have donei something with it; but to let 
a child of six fill her head with ideas as 
to the firmness or otherwise of Home 
Rails is hardly nice. Ilowov^or, an 
explanation had to ho given. 

“ Well, it’s like this, Margery,” I said 
at last. “ Supposing — well, you see, 

supposing — that is to say, if T *' and 

then I stopped. I had a sort of feeling 
- intuition, they call it — that 1 was 
l>eglnhing in tlie wrong way. 

“ Go on,” said Margery. 

“ J^orhaps I had better put it this 

way. Supposing you were to Well, 

wo 'd better begin further hack tlian 

that. You know' what No, I don’t 

suppose you do know that. Well, if I 
— that is tosay,wdieiiariuin — you know', 
it’s ratlier difficult to exjdain' this, 
Margery.” 

“Are you explaining it now ? ” 

“ I 'm just going to begin.” 

“Thank you, uncle.” 

1 lit iny pipe slowly, while I con- 
sidered again how best to approach the 
matter. 

“ ‘ Home Rails Firm,* ” said Margery. 
“ Isn’t it n, funny thing to say? ” 

It A^as. It was a very silly thing to 
say. Whoever said it first might have 
known what it would lead to. 

“ Perhaps J can explain it best like 
tliis, Margery,” 1 said, beginning on a 
new tack. “ 1 suppose you know' wliat 
‘ tii’in ’ moans ? ” 

“ What does it mean ? ” 

“ Ah, well, if you don’t know thatf' 
I said, rather pleased, “ perhaps I liad 
I letter explain that first. ‘ Firm ’ 
means that- that is to say, 3 'ou call a 
thing firm if it — well, if it doesn’t — 
that is to feay, a thing is firm if it can’t 
move,'* 

“ Like a house.” 

“Well, something like that. This 
chair, for instance,” and I jiut my hand 
on her chair, “ is firm because you can’t 

shake it. You see, it ’s quite Hallo, 

what’s that? ” 

“ Oh, you had uncle, you’ve knocked 
the caktor off again,” cried Margery, 
greatly excited at tlie incident. 

“ This is too much,” I said bitterly. 
“ Even the furniture is against me.” 

“Go on explaining,” said Margery, 
rocking herself in the now wobbly chair. 

I decided to leave “ firm.” It is not 
an elBkSy word to explain at the best of 
times, and when everything you touch 
goes and breaks itself it becomes 
perfectly impossible. 


“Well, so much for that,” I said. 
“And now we come to ‘rails.* You 
know what rails are ? ” 

“ Like I *ve got in the nursery ? ” 

This was splendid. 1 had forgotten 
these for the moment. 

“ Exactly. The rails your train goes 
on. Well then, * Hcrmc Rails* would 
be rails at fiome." 

“ Well, 1 ’ve got them at homo,” said 
Margery in surprise. “ I couldn’t have 
them anywhere else.” 

“ Quite so. Then ‘ Home Bails Firm * 
would moan that ~ er - -home rails were 
— er — firm.” 

“ But mine aren’t, because they 
W'obble. You know they do.” 

“ Yes, but ” 

“ Well, why do they say ‘ Home 
Rails Firm ' when they mean ‘ Home 
Rails Wobble ’ ? ” 

“Ah, that’s just it. The point is 
that when they say ‘ Iloino Rails 
Firm,' they don’t mean that the rails 
Ihemselvcs are firm. In fact, they 
don’t mean at all what you think they 
moan. They moan something quite 
different.” 

“ What (Jo they mean ? ” 

“I arn just going to explain,” I said 
siiffl}'. 

‘'I* -jj- 

“ Or perhaps'I had bettor put it this 
way,” I said ton minutes later. “ Sup- 
posing Oil, Margery, it is difficult 

to explain.” 

“ 1 must know,” said Margtsiy. 

“ Why do you want to know so 
badly ? ” 

“ I want to know a inilliou million 
times more than anything else in the 
whole world.” 

“ Why ? ” 

“ So as I can toll Angola,” said 
Margery. . 

I plunged into my explanation again. 
Angela is three, and 1 can quite see 
how important it is that she should be 
sound on the question. A. A. M. 


RECOLLECTIONS. 

I KNEW very well that I had never 
seen him before. I am rather given to 
boasting that I never forget i£ face, and 
if I had only had enough faith to hold 
on to that 1 should have been all right. 
But when he came up to the motor 
which was to convey us both from the 
station to my uncle’s house some twelve 
miles distant, I Could see at oncC that j 
he was bent upon recognising me. I 
had been on the point of formally | 
introducing myself, according to a 
ful Teutonic custom that 1 learned as 
a student at Bonn, but he instantly 
swept all that aside, grasped my haita« 
and told me not to “ pull his leg — an; 
expression, by the way, that X strongtjr 





Horae J)caler {ivlu) has m vain prodV'C^d iiearly all hin st(>ch-in-tradii). “Taks 'im away* iIauk, a»u> kl'n ih am » n i.i. thk Mihhuh 
TO PUT THKl KKITLE ON; THW OKNT DON’t WANT AN '088, 'K. WANTS A CPP O' TEA.” 


object to, ” You neo<]n’t think 1 have 
forgotten you, Davidson,” lie remarked 
cheerily. Well, ho had got my name 
all right, and when he went on to ask 
if I remoml>orod him, of course I said 1 
did. C^no always does say that, if one 
has any pluck. 

He did most of the talking and ho 
gave me a clue right away -at least so 
I thought. He said he had at last 
made up Ins mind to give up playing 
for the old team at the end of tlie 
season. (Playing what? For wdiat 
team ?) I soon ^ot on to that, and it 
fitted in all right, for I too used to play 
Bugby for Blackheath. Naturally he 
went on to enlarge upon this common 
topic. Did 1 remember the match 
against the London Scottish when 
Waterhouse was hurt in the first five 
minutes and Hopkins had to play half ? 
No, I didn't remember anything at all 
about it, and furthermore — though 1 
dUn't tell him so — I didn’t remember 
either Waterhouse or Hopkins. He 
went on in the same strain. I was 
asked in turn to recall occasions when 
(against Oxford) the ground was as 
as a brick, and (against Cardiff) 


the referee thought it safer to get into , 
his cab on the inside of the touebline. 

I had not the faintest recollection of 
cither incident, I began indeed to suh- | 
peel that bo was “pulling my log,” to j 
use his own unpleasant expression. Put I 
lie seemed quite genuine and he was un- ! 
doubtodly cordial. There was no end , 
to his reminiscences. “You romojnbor 
a chap who used to play back for us 
—Balfour?" Well, 1 really <^ould 
not go on any longer meeting his 
friendly advances with a stony negative. 

1 was becoming a positive wet blanket. 
Conversation would soon have been 
impossible. Bo at last 1 said, Y^es, 1 did 
renieiiil>er. One always does come to 
that if one has any sense of decency. 

After that got on swiuuiiingly. 
Perhaps I throw myself into the thing 
with a little too much gusto, hut 1 felt 
that I had arrears to make up. Not 
only did I remember Balfour, bub 1 
had dined with him not long ago and 
he had told me that he was just sailing 
for Valparaiso. Then I recalled with 
him every detail of the remarkable 
dmner that had followed the Leicester 
matoh (at which, X need hardly say« X 


had not been presonl), and wo laughed 
lunirtily over the incident of the lost 
luggage, when the team visited Dublin 
I'nivei'wit} which it hud never done 
in my day. 

“ All the bailie," ho eunoluded with 
enthiiKiasm, “ the Dublin match was 
far and away the best game we had 
last y<nir, doii t you Uiiuk so?" 

LmhI year ! That ptilh+il me up pretty 
short, f(»r I had not playtHl for Black- 
heath since I9()(i. And ihoti 1 saw it. 
Tlie fellow had mistaken me for my 
In other (*olin I Thei o was an awkward 
pause, for i hogan to refleot that I bad 
got pretty deep in, and as wo wove to 
spend the week end in the same lioUsO 
tliore was no possibility of avoiding 
aw^kward explanations. And after all, 
how was i to blame? It was bo th$it 
was short'^sigliWd; it itMiS he that bad 
jumped at conclusions ; it was he that 
had insisUKl on talking nothing but 
footer shop ; andi l>esyes that, 1 have 
never booft ahlo to the slightest 
resemblance between Cblin and myselT, 
though Colin likes to Wieve there is. 
Anyhow, 1 inust ia^e the buU by the 
horn#. 




“ Do you know,” I roinarkod plea- 
santly, ^‘you have been mistaking ino 
for niy biotlier ? It ’y some years since 
1 played footer.” 

** ifes,” ho roydied, ** I did mistake 
you for your brother- just at first.” 

“ How do you mean -just at first? ” 

“ Well,” he said, smiling in rather 
an objectionable way, I thought, *• by 
the time \ had timiblod to it yon 
Boomed to bo getting so keen on my 
lilftle reminiscences that I thouglit it 
would bo a pity to spoil a good tiling, 
1 have never boon in Leicester or Dublin 
in my life I ” 

1 have made uyj my mind to take an 
early opportunity of telling Colin what 
1 think of his friends. 

“Knvpr Boy Turkoy’tf groalosl militiir)' 
loaiidcr.’ *• -- Krening News. 

f retreat liocomcs necessary, ho will 
able to lead the Tiu'kish troops 
aoroOB the Hellespont, 

**Of the Bonuui roniainH found the most 
imposing WAS the 80 -foot wtdd Btuircase . . . 
whore was also/ound the huge marble trunk of 
a Bufitdan statuo, lying headless and without 
arm or liinbs, which was in all probability 
that of Oaesar/*— ^.afesmait. 

It certainly looked exactly like Oaksab. 


A POLITE PEOTEST. 

(Dedicated respecifullu to the mrner 
of the animal next door.) 

DiiAtt Sir, when soveral weeks ago 
The perfect orb in heaven was hung 
Of Dian wandeiing to and fro 
Thessalian woods among. 

When fast by many a forest glade 
Tlioluuit was nji, and hounds obeyed 
Th e h orn “blast of i h o busk i n chI m ai d , 
1 did not weep when your decayed 
Old rag-bag too gave tongue, 

i Hung iny window casement wide : 

O’er Hood and fen, o’er field and bog 
1 seemed to see the liuntress stride, 

Her 8ilvei*y rout agog, 

Through beech and fir and pinc- 
wood stem, 

And though the time was 2 a.m, 

1 listed powerless to condemn 
A beast howe’er so slightly rem- 
iniscent of a dog, 

“ Poor cliap,” I thought, “ it well may be 
Some Bliadowy vision stirs within, 
Some memory of the uplands free 
And copses loud with din, 

Of sires w^ho from some moated 
grange 

Would ssJly forth the woods to 

Yttng^: 


He quests: there is a longing 
strange 

Enkindled undernoiiih the mango 
That pies liis odorous skin. 

Some strain perhaps of many strains 
That bids him bay the virgin moon, 
Some atavistic diciun loiiiains, 

He will b(5 silent soon : * 

His ardour is a sign of grace, 

J w^ill not masli that iqiturned face 
So filhjd with fever for the cliase.” 
These thoughts induced me to ro- 
])laco 

Tim bootjack in my sli(»on. 

Since then, through many midnights 
w I’apped ‘ 

In dark ness, when tlio Queen was dim, 
Your mouldy Jiybrid still has yapped, 
It makes no odds to him. 

It does to me. I am a bard, 

And so I send this little card 
To say your Ponto will be manned 
By something heavy, thrown quite 
liard, 

Unless you change his whim. 

Evoe. 


The adornment of the many widows, pAir- 
iioularly those on the north fiideof theohureh, 
wodvery beautiful 

However, we did not come to chord) 
for this. 
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OP PAHLIAMPMT i whether If a wil>c will 1)6 know about pim-autkuuivv ruoasUrefe 

restored to his seat of authority at taken hy Board of AurirulVure in view 
(Kxtiuctkp from tub Diarj ok Toby M.P.) ibon/' of foot and mouth iulmM 

Htvuse of Commwna, Monday, Oct. 7. (Bog pardon. On looking again at Tl)is and hatch of HuiiidonmnUiiry 
— There 's no getting round Lauuence the question find that, led astray hy CJuoHtions answeml hy Uunoimak^ a 
OiNNEiiL, Member for North West- familiar associations, misread a word, happy thought struck (i inn eou. 
jneath. If he never read anotlier paper o VVill the House allow me;* ho said, 


jneath. If he never read anotlier paper 
to the listening Senate he would live in 
Parliamentary history hy reason of the 
inancjouvre whero))y lie dominated the 
present House even hofore it was fully 
o<jui]>ped by election of Speaker. Mr. 
TjOWTHEu having lieen uominatod to 
the Chair, flio motion seconded amid 
acclaim, up gat Ginnell with volumin- 
ous notes in hand. IVoceeded to read 
denunciation of proposed Speaker in- 
asmuch as during previous parliaments 
he had, in spite of all temptation, never 
once caught Ins (GinnkiJj’s) eye. 

Crowded House agliast. Assendiled 
to do honour to one of the select among 
Speakers of modern times, here was a 
Member making personal attack upon 
him. Worst of it was Ginneul was 
master of tlie situation. There being 
no rnaco on the Table, no Speaker in the 
Chair, no Deputy appointed, authority 
to chock unruly Memhors was non- 
existent. Oil this the wily G. had 
counted, and fully enjoyed fruition of 
his foresight. Since the autumn nights 
when ho used to defend cattle-driving, 
to the dotrimont of gra/dng fanners in 



To Lho foro again,” 

(Mr. IjAUIIK.NCK filNNKT.L.) 

‘Onihon’* is tlio lioad cliief, 


the Irish Midlands and the do.spair of “onion.”) 


Chief Secuetauy, had never liad such 
a good time. 


“to ask the right honourable gentleman 
a (luestiyn I have asked him almnl) 

No ; the House drew the line at this 
indulgence, and Member for NtU’tb 
Wostnu'aUi slowly subMidtwh 
Otlmr business mterpOHcd, GiNKEUi 
forgotten, when familiar voice was 
lieard from below Gangway, and lo! 
there he was again with anotlier short 
paper, iliis time mail for the Uineht of 
St. Auoustine Hiuiikm., “le whom,** 
he remarked, “ 1 have givtm j»rivate 
notice of the tpiestion.'* 

Hem the wiliness of Westntoaih 
comes in. Ordinary Memhev desirtum 
of cross-examining a Minister Imtuls 
text of (jiie.stion to CUerk at ^Palile* .In 
(hie course it is printcHi. Hut it may 
not he mad aloud. Is itderiTRl to simply 
hy its niimher on the jiapiu, That 
waiuld not suit Mr. Ginneli/k book. 
By giving t>rivate notice one m privil- 
eged to read aloud ev(‘vy syUable of hia 
(jiiestion. ^J'his I j. G. remorselessly did* 
I Proceeding lengthened hy ililVicultieH 
with manuH(5ript,itH ajipavout iUegihility 
not re(|iiiring him onc.e or twice in hark 
hac^k to heginning of a sentenee 
lore Jiiisiness doiic, - I With Houses m- 


Questions on paper disposed of, there JiHHinrss (/euc. - I With Houh 
arose from quarter whore Irish Memhors assemble aftei Autumn I{ikm.»ss 
dw'oll together in unity a tall figure up- Lords having no husiness ou 


Little lumrd of him since. To-day, dw'oll together in unity a tall figure up- Lords having no husiness ou hand 
House rc-assomhling after brief recess, lifting countenance of funovoal gravity, adjourn in live minutes. Theilommons 
ho suddenly, unexpectedly, comes to In right hand it held sheaf of rnaim- discuss at length Lord Meuse report 
the) fore. A sort of Barliarnentary script. As lie proceeded to read from this, on dihaKllt^l^ 

Brer Kahhit, at a moment when cir- House recognised Ginnei.l, wanting lo Tuesday liianarkahle how warlike 
cumstances sooiikmI to presage s])nit suddenly developed hy 

his final discomfiture, he is dis- (iEneuae (* arson, K.(V, lias 


his final discomfiture, he is dis- \\ 

covered quietly, doggedly ^ 

dominant. ^ 

Only nineteen questions on // / \ \\ 

paper and Ginnei.e not num- I 

herod in the list. Charles 

Bathurst well to tlio front V 

with fouJTflj Hopelessly beaten 

hy the Mad Hatter, who lias 

five, representing piore than a 

25 per cent, of the curiosity of jKm 

assembled House, Actually his y 

several interrogations, 

subdivided under general bead- 

inga, number thirteen. House Jr 

with quickened interest obser\x»H ^ ^ a 

that duiing Eecess lie has j>ene- n t 1 J ; 

trated a new district, assumed ^ 

ohainpionship of fresh client. 

I^rticulars set forth in inquiry 

addressed to the languid Lulu, V _ 

desiring to know ** whether he 

has received a petition from 

Ifawibe, the onion or head chief 

of Ibon« in Southern Nigeria; Thi Mad Hattwii nusnro B 
whether any answer has been or Ibom xn Boutbxbh KxoaaiA^ 


cir- 1 House recognised GiNNKiUi, wanting lo i Tuesday liiMuarkahle how warlike 

s|)n d.^ HU(li|enly ^^(leve^ hy 

// / ineniH flames along the tnuiehes, 

I UHUBD^ Inspiration more partteularly 

f(dt among the youngei men. 
This afternoon, f^ord Koueut 

for t attaijk on Government. 

>1 JioHolution jvfleeting eout^vtt of 

^ B business. It proposed to give 

H f I j ^ proccxionco to Government 

— ^ -t— tcj Vm measurcH tu’ morrow and hViday, 

mw ^jjp Volock rule ^ an§ 

junction of mandaieH. Insisted 
Thi Mad Hattwii dusxko Beokss dzscovibs thk Omoi that questions ^muld lie pUt 


separately. 
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Noble Lord has not fully attained 
ilie inai-iial air natural to his learned 
friend the Chieftain. But he was smart 
and soldierly. Opposition quickly cau^d it 
on. An iniquitous (lovernment, anxiou.s 
to save public tim<% had hiinfied hvo 
proposals together in order lo dispose 
of tnein by one division. Jf they wore 
submitted as one Resolution delay in 
approaching business would be lialved. 
SrnAKKU consenting lo make two bites 
at the cherry. House divided, with re- 
sult tliat Ministeiial majority was run 
up to 149. 

Tills ratlier a damper ; hut at least 
there would he two more- divisions, 
Baniujuy having, so to speak, tasted 
blood, wanted “some more in a moog.’* 
Moved amendment restricting suspen- 
sion of elovcm- o’clock rule lo lo-day’s 
sitting, ^.riiis insisted npon would raise 
number of divisions to Miree'. Lloyi) 
Gkohok, in charge of alTairs in lejn|) 0 - 
rary aij.senee of 1*hkmiku, did a little 
sum in menial arithrnetie. If he re- 
sisted lUNjmiiYK amendment there 
would he a <li vision involving Joss of 
quarter-of-an-hour. If lie accejited it it 
would he necessary to-morrow to move 
a resolution Hu^])(’nding the rule. There 
would, of cours(‘, Hum he a division. 
]lut if he now provcnl oliduraU* a division 
was ineviiahh*. Thus the lialance was 
struck. Accordingly when BANiniitv, 
after impassioned a])f)eal, resumed his 
seat, Chancu^’j.IjOu, proiewting liirnself 
convinced, accepted ameiulment. 

ITouse roared witli ■ laughter at sight 
of BANnujiV’s look of amazement 
and disgust at this concession. 
Thouglit lie was opening a spi(‘y 
debate lliat jniglit last an Jiour 
and make an extra division. And 
hor<i he W'as getting all he’d asked 
for, patted on the hack, told to he a 
good hoy and go away and ]ihiy m 
the next strex't. 

Small inatlers tliese, pcMhajis 
liard of undhjslaiuling hy p('i)[i!e 
who suppose I’arliament is a 1 

in wliich to do Imsiness. Hul hoys ^ 
will ho boys, especially in tlieilouse 
of Commons. 

JJusnirss ihnir. - Having trilled 
away three-quiu't(?rs-of-an-h()ur at 
opening, sat u}> late with Scotch 
Temperance Bill. 

Thurndoff Benches crowded in 
response to Whip for division on 
Closure resolutions alTecting Plonie 
Rule Bill. Humour current that 
there w^ould be rows. Cenoral 
CabsON, K.C., entering from hehiud 
Speaker's Chair, whilst Questions were 
going forward, was eageily scanned. 
Had he biought with him Ins historical 
blackthorn ? As far as could bo seen he 
v^had not. Nervous Members breathed 
again. 



The happy omen justified through MAGDALEN MATTEB8. 
progress of sitting. PnBMtER moved ^ ^ r 

closure resolution in one of those brief (Frcm our Oxford [8treel’\ 

'argumentative speeches which act as Correspondeiit.) 

* Oxford is naturally interested in the 

coining of a British Prince who last 
'week wrote his name in the college 
. books. Those who only know Oxford 

from seeing Charley’s Aunl will 
scarcely realize the difficulties of the 
Prince’s advisors in determining just 
how far lie may enter into University 
life. The Prince will be treated as 
an ordinary commoner, like all other 
undergraduates except exhibitioners and . 
demies. (The demies, it is stated, will 
bo kept strictly in the background 
during the Prince’s stay, as it is not 
considered advisable that he should 
make acquaintance with the demies' 
monde). The difficult question of 
“soccer,’' as the Oxford lireakfast is 
called (from tlio fact that slippers being 
the rule there is a lilieral display of 
fancy socks), has been solved in tliis 
way. The Prince will not invite men 
' to “ soccer" in his own rooms, hut will 

meet them at “ bat tels " in the ordinary 
I way. If he plays billiards in a public 

I S^IAIIT AND SOLDIERLY. room before one or ten and is caught 

I (Lord IlouKRT C rcil.) in the act by the “scout" (a sort of 

[jets of cold water shot into a steam University delicti vo) ho will Jiave to go 
boiler. Honau Law had wound him- to “heddor" early for a week, just lik(J 
self up to pitch likely to satisfy Captain eveiy other Magdalen man. A good 
Cjukj and Mr. Moore, hut fell short of deal of nonsense has been written to 
measure of success achieved at IMeri- the olTect that the Prince will not he 
heim. Home bickering across Table allowed to indulge in the ordin.ary 
between I ho Winsome Winston and the college spoi-ts. As a matter of fact he 

will take up just such sports as 

rather liglit for a liclmsman, J 

“BoaBoodbov” signifying Merton College^!^ will 

,, „ 1 c- T ^ ' -D puzzle him till ho learns that a fa- 

inou boy-messengor of that name 
war-worn Genkuae came to nought, was once “ gated " in firat - class 
As early as eleven o’clock division honours (both ways^ in his first term, 
called. “ Wuggins " wiU strike him as a strange 

Biis^iness done . — Closure resolution name for Oriel till he learns that the 
cairiod by majority of ninety-one in a pious founder of the college bar© that 
House of five hundred and fifty-five appellation. He will learn to call his 
Members. tutor a “proggins/' the Univ^ity 


“ Be a good boy,’* 

he Chanckijou and Sir Furdkuick Banbury 
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Fan'. “Have von ( jiancie eou hat f a-boveuetiiN, lativEii?” 

Cahlnj. “Ciian(;e Foil 'aiif-a-hov. ! ” (Conjulcntialln) “Not if yfji was to 'iakl; 'Jjie hi.oomin' iov op is. mio , iivm \m,'. stxnd,* 


scnnoii a “ loK I um',” and will no doubt 
soon iiiiiko Ids lirsi* acquairilanco with 
the I’ainons ^lagdalo-n tippio known as 
‘Minnich ” — a fascinating.; ndxturo of 
beer and jnnich (lienee tlio name) served 
nightly in tho (jrcat llalJ, wJiicli is lit 
]jy caiullcs in tlu^ famous “sconces,” 
to which, each imdei|;iaduale has to 
contribute. 

Every effort will lie made to render 
tho stay of tho PuiNcr: at Oxford a 
pleasant one. 

Wherever he^^oes ho will ho vvohiomod 
and ac^aimed with tlio good old 
'Varsity (Universitv) cry of Viva! 
Viva 1 1 Vooi: ill 


THE DIAEY OE A DISCJELE. 

Monday , — Made the great resolve. 
Henceforth 1 dovoto my life to Culdsiu. 
1 arn not certain yet exactly what 
this involves, but fool sure it is all 
right, as the motto is: “Quite on tho 
square.” 

Tuesday . — Bought a T-squaro and 
practised the art of real landscape. Not 
veiy successful with this, so tried some 
subject pictures. At last have got going 
on a small canvas that looks like being 
successful. Think I shall call it “A 
Tunnel coming out of a Train.” Hlmll 
got to work again early to-morrow. 


Had cuh(^ sugar in my tea to-niglit- 
ovory little helps. 

Wednesday. — Am getting on well. 
Tlu; f '3 o of the onginc-di ivcr is, of coin sc, 
tho prodondnant foaturo and is jilaccul 
three millimetres North-cast by J^kisi, 
mejasuring from the centre of the canvas ; 
this seems just tlie right position. Am 
not certain yet whether 1 sliall ])ut in 
th(3 rest of tlio ongine-d l iver - salest h» 
leave him out, perhaps. Wish 1 km'w 
what A1 ATiBSK would do in such circum- 
stances. 

Thursday. — I leave woi ked a herring 
hone pattern into tho left-hand lowcs 
corner of the pictui-o, wliich is full of j 
meaning, and 1 fool sure 1 shall dis | 
cover wliat it does mean later on. Am | 
only a humble disciple and must lest' 
content witii the amount 1 have already ; 
accornjdislied, 1 liad to pass tlirougli j 
Oxford Circus tliis morning, and J deVvS' 
noticed before what a horrililc sjiot it 
is— nearly round! 1 felt quite ilk ho 
huniod on to Caveiidisli Hquar<', anti 
felt hotter. 

Friday, — Find I need a new hat. Is 
it possible to got a square bow lor ? Must 
try to induce my hatter to make mo 
one. Tho picture is nearly complete, i 
and after days of work 1 liavo done I 
what at first 1 dared not hope to' 


a('(*oinplj'^:h I Jiav(> v,hown holht'ndwof 
I he tiimu'l as well as the field of the 
engine and haclv of (hti guaid's van. 

Sat lO'dai/. 'I'ht^ hiay/iith) iyaiH is 
rmisht'd. Aeri'hS tho ttq) of t he picture 
m hloc,k lei Ins I havt^ in^4cl tied, “'j’nurd 
by Undeigiomid," and Ihi^ ofiee.t is 
marvellouM. M\ ilot'lor has ju’'t looketl 
m taui't iniiqpno wh\ ; I didn't wend 
for him ami the idiot says 1 must 
sloj) nil wnrK and go lo Ihighi, on for a 
month. Wind. mmsi'jMe! I am just 
gel 1 ing ini o in\ si i ide and ha\ e thong lit 
fuit a magmliiMml e»>in(iplion - a. pictuni 
that will mat'' I'Aimo hnvvssomojMi witli 
(‘n\ v. I shall ('all it “d'he (kmiele.” . . . 

I^riie J )ia.ry ends jthrnptly at tins point. | 


“(iPANh (H' 1 '.UA MOUHV'. 
ns SAO ilDAV 
HAN 1 ‘IN <1 (HH.N 

VViM. l\i r.i’ fim Amscni E Sia n aoFNn ’ 
j'Y J'>ui:sKiNn A 10 Has. S'lo .p: 
e t Heaii 

Noiu. .should mi^'i ihis uusea* '■pihio iiuUs ns 
the perforunouH' is oin lit* Is I » !*»* 

dd /.7 iH ' ,S 7 ai?r w(eT>f “ 

We arc not surprised lo r(‘itd in another 
part of this paper that “a heuolit luu' 
fonii.inc(3 will Ini given in aid of ihm 
I dug Chien on Monda\ ” 
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th£ modern play. 

Mobb Espbciai^lt as Published. 

{Some extraetB from an old friend, as 
it might appear if nritten to-day 
and isstied in volume form by 
Messrs, Sidowk’k and Jackson.) 

Box AND Cox. 

The scene represents a bed -si It imj -room 
in a loagi7uj - house of the hirer 
middle ’Class, The furniture and 
appointments are frankly hideous, 
hut utilitarian -’Or iroulA be, in an 
undamaged comhtion. There is 
one. door, which, when opened, dis- 
closes the head of a sonmehat dintty 
staircase, though it is a summer 
morning there is not too much light. 
The tvindow (which has not been 
cleaned for weeks) permits only a 
partial view of the upper floors and 
chimney ’pots of a n.w of drab 
houses, forming the opposite side of 
a mean .sireet. A typical Jiatlersea 
or Bermondsey vista. At present, 
however, even this cannot he observed , 
as thewindoio is in the fourth wall, 
and therefore out of sight of the 
audience. 

When the curtain rises, Mrs. Bouncor, 
a careworn and worried woman of \ 
forty-five, but looking older from 
want of albumen, is clearing away 
the breakfast things, 

Mrs. Bouncer. AnjiJiing furl her you 
require, Mr, Cox? 

Cox {rouses himself as from a reverie). 
Thank you. Nothing. Nothing. 

[Now that he has turned from the fire, 
before which he has been sitting 
lost in thought, you .see Henry Cox 
more clearly. A spar.se, middle-\ 
aged, and prematurely gri7zled\ 
man. A hatter, with oil a halier s 
emotionalism and character istic 
lack of balance kept in check by 
circum,statices. lie has the sallotv, 
brooding face of a man who will 
never grow up, because he has never 
been vdtoUy young. Something of 
a misogynist too, though this fact 
is not as yet fully apparent ; his 
manner, for e,tample, towards Mrs. 
Bouncer gives no clue to tt. CpU’ 
tin wing, lie says : 

Notlhng. Except, of course, the bolster, 
and the chimney smoking. And the 
man 

' Mrs. B. {quickly). The man? 

Cox. On the stairs. Jkit I ’m not un- 
reasonable. There are always men 

rouses himself again and goes 
mU, 

' Mrs. B. (looks after him a moment, 
then speaks dB timigh to hetself. N.B . — 
This means precisely the smne thing as 
Sol, hut sounds modem). Gone 1 If ho 
only knew bow 1 am getting double 


rent for my room. Well, well. One 
must " live. {This is her invariaMe 
formula, to excuse — to herself — any 
special one of the thousand petty ^nean- 
nesses of which her daily life is made 
up). Goodness knows it hard enough 
in those times. 

Box (outside). Mind your own busi- 
ness, Sir. 

[He conies in quickly. George Box is 
a printer, v'hieh 7neans nowadays 
a SocialisL He is a larger, 7norc 
assertive man than hisfelloiV’lodger. 
One. feels inslinctirely that in a 
higher social sphere he would spend 
his autumns in Northern Italy and 
contribute to The Saturday West- 
minster. A s it is, he goes to Margate, 
and considers Mr. CfiB:sTEiiTON 
well-meaning hut obscure. Gener- 
ally easy-tempered, he is capable of 
outbursts of jiassion. At present 
he is very angry indeed. Note. — 
The actor may find all this, es- 
pecially (he Chestkiiton jmrt, a 
little (lijiicult to e.Tprcss by make-up 
alone ; but it ca7i he done, 

]\frs, B. Dear mo. Mr. Box, I declare 
you 're quite pale in the face. 

Box. What colour w'ould you have a 
man bo who has been sotting up long 
loaders all night? Ijoadorsl But go 
away, Mrs. Bouncer. 

[She goes away. Box retires to pre- 
pare his breakfast. A fter a 7nomcnt 
the door opens, and Cox comes in 
quickly. 

dux (to himself). A holiday! My 
venerable emiployer {he pronounces the. 
word quietly ; though acutely class- 
conscious he is as yet without a trace 
of Syndicalism) has given mo a holiday 1 

[ktc., Etc. In the midst of his 
reflections, Box re-enters, and they 
meet. Mrs. Bouncer, being sum- 
moned, co7if esses her duplicity. “ One 
7nust live!” she .says, and, as 
7ieither of her victims is familiar 
with French, she is allowed to 
depart unanstcered. The two then 
settle doieii to discuss the situation, 
which they do at considerable 
length. 

Cox (half-an-hour later). But surely 
all this talk of Penelope Ann I If it 
should bo the same. What a coinci- 
doneo. 

Box. Coincidences in modern plays 
are the expected that never happens. 

as possibly the audience will 
be also, by the fact that this remark 
is singularly unlike the usual tone 
of Box, Cox glances at him sharply 
to he certain he is net being “ got 
at.” The other, however, i s entirely 
serious. 

Cox. It is the same. Shall we {with 
a sudden flash of the hatter) fight for 
her? Whoever loses, marries. 


Box, I suppose BO. (Tk^y tmmm 
Mrs. Bouncer.) Pbtols for two« 

Mrs. li. Yes, Sir. 

Cox. Is the little back second-floor 
room ready ? 

Mrs. B. (Imitates, then brazenly). I 
was coming to tell you, gentlemen, 
that I made a mistake. The little back 
second-floor room is already let to a 
couple of the name of Knox. 

Box. Knox? 

M7‘s. B. Yes, Sir. Penelope Ann is 
the lady's name. Was a Mrs. Wiggins. 
One must live, gentlemen. (She means 
by this that the Knoxes have offered 
her a higher rent than she would obtain 
from cither of the. others, ivho moreover 
I haiw. ah'eady paid in advance) 

Cox. She is coming to live lEiore? 

Mrs. B. Yes. [She goes out. 

Box. We shall be here too. Both of 
us. We shall bo meeting her constantly. 

Cox. We shall have to. 

Box. We shall liato cacli oilier, worse 
and worse. But there will be no escape. 
Never. 

Cox. No, there will bo no escape. 

Except {lie breaks off. For a 

moment there is a gleam in his face 
almost of insanity, the beginning per- 
haps of what years of boredom may 
develop.) 

Box. No. 

Cox. Yes. {He has fallen into apathy 
again) And this is my lioliday 1 

Box. Yes. {Very slowly he turns his 
head and looh,^ at the other. Their 
eyes meet. . Each at that moment is 
realizing the. full horror of what lies 
before thcin. He does not speak again, 
because there is, after all, nothing to 
say. And on the picture of them sitting 
thus the curtOAn falls.) 

The End. (Except for America.) 


A HOMELY HERO. 

It was not on the tented field, 

Where fierce the flag of battle flew, 

That, scorning all demands to yield, 
Darling, I proved my love for you 
Both staunch and true. 

Nor at some manly outdoor game 
My stand did I proceed to take, 

Crying (in honour of your name), 

“ Behold the duck's-egg that I break 
For Maisie's sake.” 

No! 'Twas at supper yesternight 
My heart continued unafraid 

When told that there for my deliglxt 
A pie would shortly be displayed 
That you had made. 

For love of you, dear, I ignored 
The pangs 1 teew Fate bad in store ; 

Alone of those around the board* 

Like Uttle Oliver of yore, 

I asked for more. 
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HOW THBt BEGAN* 

A raw series of autobiographical 
aketohes^ to be called **HowI B^an/' 
is to ton through T.P/i Weekly, An 
int^igent anticipation of certain of the 
contributions follows : — 

Mb. T. P. O’Connob, M.P. 

But surely I have told you all this 
before ? Yes ? Then here goes. [He 
tells it again.] 

•Mb. Oeobge Graves. 

I cannot remember any time when T 
was not an old man with a voice like 
Dan Lend. Even as a baby J W’ 0 \ild 
place one hand over iny eyes, lean 
against some one or something with 
the other, and make tlie nm*aery l ock 
with laughter. It was liorrible, hor- 
ril)le, in one so young ; hut I did it, 

Mr. J. S. Sargent, 11. A. 

I don’t usually talk much about 
myself, but who caji resist T.P. ? Even 
as a mere child I had a passion to 
paint port-raits. My first brusli was 
made of hair cut frojn a favourite 
puppy’s tail, my first paint was black- 
ing and cochineal, and my first sittor 
was Shi^m from the nursery Noah's ark. 

Mr. 0. K. CiiESTiaiTON. 

Your request that I should tell jou 
“ how 1 began ” is one of the most 
enormously pcrjdoxing and paralysing 
that I over received. Eor it })uis in 
the past tense an operation which is 
still in the })reseiit. It is like asking a 
man who has not yet eaten his first 
morsel of hors tVwuvre, how he liad 
liked his dinner; or asking a traveller 
just alighting at Calais from Dover for 
the first time, liow be Jiad enjoyed his 
trip in France : for I consider my be- 
ginning as much in front of mo as 



Country Customer (w)to has been dining sumptuously for one hour aiul fifty minutes, h 
astounded waiter), “ WAiTjiiji, if it’s not auainht itVLfcft, l*i) laKU xo back ab1> 

DO MY OTHER FORTY MINUTES AT BUPPER TIME.'^ 


behind me. To tell you how I began 
would be to write the whole history of 
my life, day by day and minute 1 y 
minute, down to this very moment. 
I hold that 1 shall bo l)eginning to the 
end. 

Mr. Harry Vardon, 

For some years I played no golf at 
all, certainly for three years. But 
although I did not play 1 thought 
about the game, and from my nurse’s 
arms and from the perambulator studied 
the frequenters of the Jersey links until 
I knew more of their form than they 
themselves did. Then, when tlie time 
was ripe, I one day seized a club myself 
and— began. 

Mb. Arnold Bennett. 

To tell you how I began would not 
only take too long and oe/mm too much 
of iny space, but it womd also be 
throwing away a lot of excellent 
material. But I have no objection to 


letting you know how I cliancod upon 
my present profession. 1 once let my 
house funiished and had an inventory 
of it made out. Glancing at the in- 
ventory, I exclaimed, “ Wliat an excel- 
lent ground plan for a novel I ” and 
straightway wrote it. 

Sir Henry Wood. 

Strange to say, I was unconscious of 
any musical talent until I won a good 
conduct prize at my preparatory bc1k»o1, 
and immediately rcaliseil that* 1 ^vas 
destined to be a good conductor. 

Mr. C. K. Shorter. 

I, a mei’e Cockney, even in thccnullo 
found no difficulty in MKREUiTTrs 
Shaving of Shagpat. Its intricacies 
(as other people call them) were indeed 
milk to me. Nor did I need a glossary 
when reading the moutorious poems 
of Bobrrt Burns, while Chaucer, 
although so archaic to many eyes, to 


mine, little Cockney tltough 1 was, was 
so sim|)lc3 and lucid as to ituike him my 
favoinito sougstor. *Tlum nurtured on 
the best, and finding it ho easy, how 
could 1 liclp hut become an omnivorous 
reader and collector ami a cr tic of 
universal i anger/ 

From a Stores OatalOfUe. 

"Tho War>p aiMl I1y TiuM* Ko. 1. Dull 

For the fiy, anyway. 

'* Bo far was ilanta Rule froKU IxyiiiaRt iko 
Irttp that the vuhI majority of ftadkmt candid 
datcis had juirirfuny taken it out of tW peek 
and hidden it. If eny ohance hmwgiit it 
to the surftK*^!, tlu>y dcMlt^rout^lv and 

hurriedly pl&yed aiiotlin cani. * 

T^aiJy Teiegrtiphi 

They are poor card players, tWo 
liadicals. When once wo nave got a 
card safely out of II fo pack ijpe defy any 
chance cut to bring it* to thii surftvce. 
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THE SAFETY VALVE. 

Dheam of my yearning soul. Elaine. 

Mv rhymes surge out to the© ; 

Biclily m$|)irod. my burning brain 
Exults in jKJosy ; 

Unoheokod, untramiTieilled, as frcirn out 
A roly-poly pudding spout 
Pure stroams of jam when sliced in 
twain, 

So leaps iny song from mo. 

Thine eyes are like the stars that ghuiin 
On purple seas hy night ; 

Look into mine, and 1 sliould seem 
Intoxicate (or tight). 

Thy cheeks are like the skins* doc^p flush 
In Southern sunsets (wlion tlioy hlush, 

I Otherwise they restimblo ert^am 
Viewed in a pinkish light). 

Thy sweet white throat, tljy sloiulcr 
I aniiB — 

I But, no, forgive me, dear; 

1 I will not catalogue thy charms 
Like some dull auctionoer. 

Perfect art thou from crown to too, 
i Words cannot paint thee, though one? 
grow 

Emphatic, like to lire alarms, 

Or burst in foam like beer. 

lost in nothingness! 
dissolved in mist 1 
O bands unclasped in my caix^ss ! 

0 lips by me unkissed I 

0 grammar sivcrifictn.! to moot 
Exigencies of pin-fect foot — 

Mikity is truth ; 1 must confess, 

Elaine, thou cion’t exist. 

Phantom thou art, un hod iod child 
Of music in my breast. 

1 was impassioned, Muso-boguilod, 
Almost I felt oppiossod 

With a vast swelling storm of song. 
With rapturous thouglits, a crowding 
throng — 

I loosed these linos, ecstatic, W'ild, 

To get it off my cliest. 


AT THE PLAY. 

“ Doormats.*’ 

No dramatist w rites dialogue quite so 
simply and naturally as Mr. H. 11. 
Daviks, and with such pleasant results. 
His cliaracters are always Jmman, and 
because they are so Iiuinau they are ot 
their owui accord humorous, Vnclc 
liufus is not given funn\ tilings to say ; 
he merely says tho things tluit your 
Uncle Ell f us or my Uncle Enfus would 
say; we j:ecognise them with delighted 
laughter. Noel and Leila* and Aunt 
^oaephme wo know too ; they speak as 

3 ur own Noel and Ijoila and Aunt 
osephino would speak. It is voiy 
jolly to see all our* relations in a play. 
All this for two Acts, and then 


Captain Harding gets going; and we 
find that we don't know Captain 
liardtng. He makes love to Leila, and 
w^e begin to think that we don’t know 
Jjcila, They decide to run away to- 
gether — this, we feel, is something out- 
side our own life. Noel refuses to divorce 
lior, but offere to let Leila (Wvovoq him ; 
we begin to look about us uncom- 
fortably. Those are not our friends at 
all; w'lio are they? Have we come 
into the wrong lioii.se by mistake? 

It w'as unwise of Mr. Davies to deal, 
in a light-hearted play and in his light- 
handed manner, with the deoj) emotions. 
There are dramatists who can he amus- 
ing about infidelity, but ho is not one 
of tliem — for which let him be thank- 
ful. Mr. Davtks know^s perfectly well 
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“Of course, 1 hate making love to another I 
man’s wife, but in those days of c-ompotitit)n ^ 
you know 

hexJa,. .. .. Mis.s Mauik T^oifii. 

Cni tain Hard nifj .. Mr. Dawson Mn.wAiiD. 

that in real life husband, wife and lovt?r ! 
don’t beliave as do Noel, Leila aiidj 
Harding in the Third Act of Doormats. 
Another dramatist iiiight protest that 
his jieoplo were not meant to ho real 
people, but Mr. Daviks has not that 
excuse. Ho started out to make thorn 
real and to make us interested in them. 
Ifo could not, afterwards, turn Lliem 
hack into puppets. 

Mr. Aiii’iiKii Bishop and Mi.ss Nina 
BoiJ(3iCAiTi/r played perfectly as tlio 
Undo and Aunt. Mr. (iKEAhD du 
Maurvur as Noel was heltor than I 
liave ever seen him ; for once, it was not 
the part which fitted him, but Im w^ho 
fitted tho part. Miss Lfinu was Leila, 
and how else she could have playefi 
Leila I do not know. It was to her 
creilit as an actress in tho first two Acts 
that she showed up the Third Act so 
badly. Mr. Dawson Milwaud did not 
belong to the pUiy at all, but as an 
imaginary Captain Harding he was 
magnificent. M. 


With the war comes a very epidemic 
of alphabets, no paper being complete 
without its ** A.B.C. of the Struggle ; '* 
or, “ Who’s Who in tho Balkan busi- 
ness ; " or, “ This Way to the Personal 
Facts.” Mr, Punch does not propose to 
enlighten his readers as to the ins and 
outs of this conflict, partly because ho 
does not know' them ; but to come out 
without an A.B.C. of some kind seems 
to him so pusillanimous that.iat great 
expenditure of force and patience, ho 
lias compiled one. TlfC war itself being 
barred, he has devot^ his alphaliet to 
its backwash in our own countiy, 

Albany, The. — Bosidonce of the I 
Albanians in Ijondon. j 

Bennett, Arnold. — Prime Minister 
of the Black Country, and remotely con- 
nected with Mr. Bennett Burleigh. 

Cinema. — Tho invention w'hicli has 
brought tho scent of tho battlefield over 
tho j)ianist. It provides the most 
gentlemanly way yet devised of partak- 
ing in slaughter. 

Decisive. — Word useful for applying 
to battles, whatever their result. , 

Evening. - A time of day starting at 
about 9.30 a.m., at wliich tlie more 
interesting w ar nows begins to bo avail- 
able to those w'lio liave Jialf-ponco to 
spare for it. 

Grev (Sir Edward).— The man who, 
had he only cared, could have prevented 
tho w'ar by merely raising his little 
linger. But such is his cynical indiffer- 
ence and supineness . . . [Vide The 
Nation and The Daily News for tho 
rest.] 

Money.- See Opportunity. 

Opportunity. ---That wdiich is being 
enjoyed by all journalists who ever had 
tlio luck or misfortune or prescience to 
spend any time in the Balkan States. 

Private Wire. — One of tlie busiest 
soldiers in tlie world, and indisj[)onsable 
at times such as these. 

Stocks. Tilings in tlio City tliat go 

uj) or down, but usually down, in con- 
sequence of wars. 

War Correspondent. — A gentleman 
with a pair of field-glasses and a writing- 
pad, but for whoso activities, w'horover 
exercised, no one knows wdiat w^o should 
know. 

y^EAii. — Tho quality showm by sub- 
editors, demon cyclists and newsboys 
in getting the evening papers sold. 

From the Eules of the Seabam Har- 
bour Golf Club 

“ All cDinplaiuts should bo made in writing 
to the Secretary, iji order that tliey may be 
submitted to tho Committee, and none shall 
be attended to." 

We thought it was a custom rather 
than a rule. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch* $ Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

With The Book of Saints and Heroes, written by Mrs. 
I/ANCi and edited ty Andrew Land (Longmans), there 
cnnies an end, I suppo.Ho, to the j'ay and fascinating series 
of volumes tliatliave delighted us year by year fis the winter 
approached, Twenty-four of them there have been, beau- 
tiful books dealing with elves and fairies and men and 
w'onien and magicians ; and this last book, for hor share 
in which Mrs. Lang must again bo lioartily thanked, is 
woHJiy of the company of those that went before. 

Fro^ and sleet and the gloom of the shortoned days will 
he loss tolerable now that Anorkw Lano is gone. So fresh 
and various and joyful was his activity that wo could not 


ledge to his imlers. No man's mm ever chaBed and 
charmed with half the lightness of Andiuow Imno's. And 
to all these gifts he added a prou<l and sensitive inanlimsss, 
a devotion to thixigH that aix) nobio and Hinenre in life and 
: art, and a sympathy wdiich gave him a stut' aimveoiation of 
' greatness. I speak of him as a critic, essayist, iilstorian, and 
folk-lori.st, now serious, now playful, and always delightful, 
but 1 cannot forget who could? that ho was a pmd a 
poet without a trace of aflSictation and with an exquisite 
sense of foi*ni and roticenco. There was tn bis voroe not 
! only a fastidious rofmoinont of [)lira«o and eadimoe, but a 
peculiarly intimate kind of tenderness atnl frieod^hip that 
liauntod the mind. You cannot read his (hws of Par* 
nassus w'ithout finding an attection for the writer; but ihia 
may truly be said of all tliai be wu’ote, whether in vorao 




An Auttht’s Modkl wuitks : “ Puesknting cups to 

C’llICKETEKS 18 A LI, IlKIllT — 

tliink of doatli, or indeed of ago and Andrew Lang togothor. 
Wo miglit liiivo said to him in his ow'n words : 

, “ And you onen morn may voya^ i through 
Tbo foiostrt that of old wo know, 

Tho fairy forests doej) in dow, 

Whoro you, rosuiTiiiig ehildisli tUiiig-i, 

Bhall Jiston when the Blue, Jhrd sing.s, 

And sil. at feast with fairy Kings, 

And tiisie Uii‘ir wine, ore :ill h i dona, 

And f.ie(» nioro welcome shail 1 »j nono 
Among the giiost.s of Oberoii. 

Ay, .,f Jh .it fe.ist shall talcs hi told, 

The miir\els of that ^^ol■ld of gold, 

'J’o ehildivn young, when you arc old. 

When son are old ! Ah, dateless ‘ when,’ 

P^>r >ontli shall perish anion;? men, 

And Spring horsclf lie ancient 11 ion ! ” 

What greater man of lottors than Andrew Lang have \vo 
knowm in our time? llo had learning enough to fit him to 
ho a pedant, but podaiitry w^as abhorrent to him. llitj style 
rippled and spai klod in tlio liglit of his sano and joyous 
humour; ho pricked pnjtonsion and tlie bubble was dis- 
solved in laughter. Ho was a fine and exacting scholar, 
and oven in the things ho waoto, to all appearance, without 
Caro, there was a grace wdiich only a scholar could liave 
obnforred. Ho was a man deeply veised in strange ioi*o, 
but he illumined tho dark places of his investigations with 
his insight, his liumanity and the prodigal and allusive 
bl'illiancy of the English in which he convoyed his know- 



UUT I don’t 1101. n wmi ITIKHM IIKHE KliVlNU MEW IUVXNQ 


or in prose. To read his jioKtlMunously published History 
of Hmjlish Literature, for instance, is to enjoy a feast of 
pleasant converse and exuberant vitality. Notlung Is dull 
and heavy, and oven when you begin to dittagrce you are 
quickly charmed into agroemeiit. I have no snace to say 
more, but I sliould have performed my dvity ill if, having 
this opportunity, I had failed to add my tribatary pebldo id 
Andrew Lang’h memorial cairn. 


What is “that conllict wliieh miikos the overlasling 
antagonism h(5iv\(fOM men and vvoinnu ” ? If yoii can guess 
the amswer you w'ill, 1 suppose, nudisstaiul, wliich is more 
than 1 do, why Mr. L. 'J'emi’LE TiH’Un'ion calls his book 
The Aulagoiusis ((hiACM\N and IIalj,)^ As for me \ give 
it 11 ]). Jhit then I am only a mum And {d propos of The 
Oriijni nj Sfmiea) Mr. 'rumtsTON hdls me, that Darwin 
means notiiing lo any w'oman ; for within her very essonce, 
lie revealed all the seen^ts that he found, lie hidilcn ail tlio 
secrets that no man will over know " signets, 1 juotuuiH\ 
even more mysterious than ilio ^irico of ludteH’ hats or the 
uses of the common hairpin. Hut Mr. TiiruHTON, unlike 
tho rest of his sex, as lie sees ihti^n, appeals lo kiuov tlmm 1 
all. Ho is for over goneralising about llie, fofjliugs of ^ 
women with a confidence which \ should think pro- I 
sumptuous if 1 were describing the habits of the domestic 
cat. The antagonists of his story arc mb a and a 
woman, but a pair of boy and girl lovors. The lioy (of 
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seventeen) X tespcet to say, a past. Before he was and to others. Howard Lul^^W* vvas 

t^elye he had faUqn m love first with his own motlier and first flush of youth he promised a reve^eml wookan that 
thin with a disappointed woman of twenty-five. And when he would never marry while eh© lived. Then, of coueSe, as 
I s4y ^‘l^dten in tove*^ I mean, and Mr. Thurston means, years passed by he forgot all about her and fell in love with 
what I say; A boy of nine has got in him all tliat a a very delightful girl. Before, however, be could marry 
Woman wants in a man,** It is the mother who says this; her the revengeful one appeared again, and oomplioatione 
it is the woman of twenty nino who acts upon it. Which naturally sot in with some violence. ^ I cannot help being 
> to me not only uaploasant but silly. It is a pity more than a little sorry for the heroine, who had already 

“ suffered enough from her father. This man was so extra* 

ordinarily callous and Inhuman that the first part of the 
book is literally devoted to the sudden flights of his family. 
At last, indeed, ho seems to have become so accustom^ 
to this form of dissipation that when Jio discovered his, 
daugliter flitting in the middle of the night he said, “ Go to 
your room, and leave in the morning when you please. 
I shall not stop you.” Look at him as you will, he was a 
most in-italing parent, but, as he lived in the eighteenth 
Mr, Eden Puillpotts in Tha Lovrrs (Ward, Tx)ck) h.as century, I woulci not have him judged by modem patemsj 
gone back to his old friends the American prisoners of the standards. Miss Fox has written a pleasing min ipoe, and 


that Mr. Thurston lots his mind run riot on this ** ever- 
lasting antagonism '* between men and women which is 
commonly cfidled passion. He tells his story well and there 
are good points about it. But tlie general effect to my 
Iharitan mind is unhealthy. Some of the prettiest of 
hedgerow flowers hear poisonous lioiries. And they are 
not always the kind that blush unseen. 


mismanaged War 
Prison of Pnnee Town 
on his beloved Dart- 
moor, at the beginning 
of the last century. 
The romance is of a 
fuller flavour; two 
splendid gentlemen of I 
the road. Shadrach' 
Blachadder^ son of a 
clergyman, descendant, 
of togs* philosophor- 
and cynical 
will Workman kuul the 
diversification of their 
attmclive personalities 
and devious exploits to 
the romantic goings on 
and the adveuiiirous 
comings out of the 
great prison. Miranda, 
daughter of the Ameri- 
can-iiating local mag- 
nate, Sir Archer Oodol- 
phin, falls iri love with 
American Captain 
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TJie VktHre-Framer, “Thkub’s your pictuue, Bib. I *ai> to cut it down a 

TX)T, AND J MAY TEUL YOU I TOOK A DKAI. OF TBOUBl.E TO GET THAT TOWBR PLUMB.” 


if during The Bountiful 
Hour 1 have smiled 
occasionally where 
solemnity was de- 
manded, 1 am still in 
her debt for creating 
complications and 
solving them with 
sound judgment and 
taste. 

Among those books 
which roview.s leave 
exactly where they 
were, I should place 
very high Mr. James 
Stephens’ Crock of 
(raid (Macmillan). 
His last prose work to 
bo noticed on this page 
was a homely and 
faithful story of Irish 
life, called llie Char- 
woman's Daughter, This 
new book is, a fairy 
fantasy, elvish, gro- 


Burgeyne, as does Ghariitj, daughter of the ultra-insular tesque, realistic, allegorical, humorous, satirical, idealistic 
farmer Caunterf with boatswain Benjamin Gunn ; whHo and poetical by turns. It is disconnected, mad, absui'd, 


Felix Godolphin, son and lieir of the blustering Knight 
and a premature liadical and worse (according to Sir 
Archer), impatiently joins the firm of Blackadder d Co.-and 
nearly comes to a slvocking bad end. It is all very jolly 
and exciting, but I do not think iliat an artist of Mr. 
Phillpotts’ standing should indulge himself so freely in 
the matter of devices and cx^incidences for pulling his heroes 
out of infinitely tight corners and putting his blackguards 
into deep holes. Quit© a good deal of the best of the fun 
of this sort of romance goes if the author won't, so to speak, 


slirewd, bewildering, and — very beautiful. And there, 
labouring under no delusion that this is a review, 
1 leave it. 


A PKOTEST. 

n 

Sir, — Eoseuert, at Peebles last week, said “George III. 

Is suppose^ to have said that Shakspoare ,was * sad stuff/ 

... 1 am inclined to think no one but a crowned Sovereign*' 

on the Throne would have had the courage to make it,'* I* 

1-./* VL 1 VI 11 * claim Eosbbkry’s admiration (unless, as is quite possible; I 

plavfwr. lorthmKarao has its rules, like «vc.ry other game j ^ 

jmd asm most oUiers, the luodern standard is more exacting SHAKSPBi^B than ever Gbobob III. had wit or^plu* 

nf- »n i*' Tf ^ «‘^y- 1 not dosii^, on this occasion, to boast, i^d I 

iT ?f ^i' ^ ^ themfore give only my initials as signature to this letter, 

mere slackness and let down a talented writer into a class si, . j 

in which he has no possible business. This blemish, how- ^ “y -t. n P « 

evev, doesn't affect the skilful cliaraoierisation of a half-a- ' ' * « ^ 

doisen full-lengtlis and a dozen or bo vignettes, 

“ The Gie.iks, in particular, arc likely to bo dissatisfied, as they aro 

that to be a member of a family which makes rash promises 

and ke(^ them must be sadly meonvepieint botii to yottmi^ You can never really count on a fixe to Update i 





OE OHAEITAJII. 


.charivari*. r^r jLSr*; o* thm wa«. 

^VfO wrfajiees wena ati«ic;ked by cmwds November under the title of Winier'e (% ^bo* MlliUry tit perk) 

last week aA WelBh football mattihes. Pie.** It will, we are mire, bo a go<i>d Ai^aet from any llu^ war nuiy 
Tlio regrettable inoidexits were ftaiil to | plump pudding. have upon the peaeo^ol MmtilHv and the 

tedueto a dearth of Sxiffragettes in the wale of lunvspapet^w, )nihiii% gtiidod 

neighbourhood. Several battles in the Ball^ans are by expe'rt opinion^ will lUnl it 

reported*to have lasted for juore than ostiiig hi watch the iuiliHnK>o of (he 
Stamps said to bo woi tb ovoj eight hours. We understand that the fighting in tho *Hii!kanH upuu stiuteg) 
£2fA000 wereonviowatthoexliihition matter is to be taken up hy the local and I act ids* 


Awet from any olYiHdi llu^ war nuiy 
liave upon the poaco^ol hlmoiHv and the 
sale of newspapers, Urn piihlie, gtiidod 








of the Junior Philatelic Society. It is, Labour Paiiy Possibly tlio eotdention of ^ettihu 

however, extremely difficult to estimato ^ tlieovisiH I hat (lie IxitilcH of the futui'O 

the Vidue of stamps. At one tiirio, for We are snriuised, hy the by, iliat so must h(* fought at long range wdll 
instance, it h’as asserteal that certain | little has 'cen made of a singh'-handcil firoved, hul at thi» Kanin t imo It must 
fompeiiny stamps of ours were , not h(‘ foigolton that tilKtanw is 

worth ninopenco, but this is ja ivlalivc lortn. a hit I, which in 

proving to he a delusion. illuHtratcil liy 4lir papular 

- ^ ^ Kiuing, “So near and \nt ko 

oFoJirne\Ypeiiny postagest.ainps, dl jiro* 

nMuavked that she wa.s not sur- hahl\ form a, ]moIouimII> mstruo 

])iise(l to find that the lion which ^ 4 fcalmo of th(^ ojuMtitions. 

iigwreHl on the foniier issue had QuiUi poK^inlv lht‘^i(^ machinOH 

passed away as lie had never ^**rohil ionise wai lure, hut, 

looked veu*y w'ed I . . lh<^ (d lu-r hand, it r^quully 

A ])icturo postcard posted at t iloiihledly their iitilily Inni htxm 

Jhistol in 1905 was delivered at ^ | ^ firoved in pciu^cdul mana uvrCE* 

Jvenriingtoii this week. It is niusj. lunu' in upnd that 

supposed to have been rolease<l _■ If. ^ thes<^ inanoMivri's are noti (ought 

hy an official ayIio is breaking mJ' under war conditions. In the 

u]> his collection. ill 

The Trans ■’P'yrcnean Tunnel IIpiEm} know i('dge than at jiroMout. 

was pierced last week, and, when - imKm I j m '|[T/*ji|n i|UostiuM of nioehniiical 

the ITencli and Spanish work- | [ j|| |/|j j I / |fj| j Iraelmn is also one on which 

men who had been wTirking ‘ IT vfllf ‘ conHideiahle light hhmdtl be 

muk'.r Mount Somport found jsS^- W) I* - |j| ij thrown. Jn the ease of motor- 
lliemselvos face to face at Can- // h ill lorries (hero is, of emirsc, (he 

IVauc, they fell into one anotlier's |/|||l han<li(‘a[) Unit petrol or other 

ai’ms and kissed. According to ^ ‘ l fuel nnist he obtained hefoie tho 

the gruesome story wliicli "- frl TOTOfr , W 11 engines wdl run. At (li(» wauie 

riNichos ns they did not even W'ait ^i 1 iuK.* we must not lose sight of 

to wasli. ^ <-ountei*neeeHHity for jw- 

‘ 'T' — tail ing l‘oo< I of some <le.Mcnpt ion 

At the dinner given hy the for traeiion horses. 

(^aty Corporation to their Austro- - . ., , „., I h^fort^ peivriMs proclaimed the 

unganan guests it was men- i * prohleniH of tlu^ war wdl iirovitle 

i; 1 J ■ -J. Jii iH idt, “WKLn, YKU HONOCIl, 'tIS KlTUEIt A\ HAT XI ti S A 1 1 . Ol; ' . . • ^ it ii . 4 i.l 

tioned that tlie visit of the Cor- oi i'cn^i^w »» niah'i ial for inanv other artudes 

poration to Pnigue Jiatl boen'-, ’ sucli as Uus. 

commemorated hy naming a thorough- jact of lieroism reported hy The Hxj)ret>s , Mean while the great fact to keep in 

faix) “London Street.” It is now in the following head-lines : - 'mind at (he ]U'eBfMd time is (hat war 

})rupoaed that hy wjjby of return corn- CAPTURKl) lllU^ TIT^VIWKKN has act nally commenced, and the writer 

pliment the name of our Jennyii By Gubtavk Skon. may )>e pardoned for pointing out that 

Street might be changetl to Austrian as tar hack as i9()H he remarki^} in 

Street. “Cowless milk,” we roa<l, “ inailc m these, eolumns, “ IJnlcsH tlie 4bpui^ 

a niachino in Germany is being lesttul in ' can he smoothed viv<jr, it is <jinl0 oH the 
According to Professor Fihhich, of London.” Jt lias l)een found, wo under ( ards that irouhlo hi the B^kiVttM may 

Yale University, by the year 4,rK)() tlie stand, not to contain a single oow 'of (wentually onHiu^” 

average span of liuinan life will be about | any sort, 

^50 yeaps. People will then, wc , , 

imagine, be more nciwous than over of A Chinew^ bank-note more Mian 500 | issue oi j/ie > 

manning. ... years old has just come into the pos ; : 

^ rii session of the Sub-Treasury at New' * ^h* Juhn fidjon, ^l l^, h»i iHoLriw.^u 

Wo Jte, tu»o™ o( tho (om,.tio., ol York. . Itt fooo «au. » ..kl' to bo poly ..ir 

a Society Humorous Artists. At about sixpence*^. After knocking about UKxrt iwriugc duMfH fhuinj.: 0i«' lavit day 
l^t,. apparently, the Post - IinpreK- the world for such a long time it woiild or two.” 

Hionieto are"roalised to be dangerous indeed be a miraefe if it ha<l I'etainoil F<m bedroonm perinit of a loiig eiil^ria^ 

rivals^ its good looks, f* drive, alas ! 


worth ninepeneo, but this is 
proving to ho a delusion. 

An old lady, on examining one 
oF oJirne\Y penny postage* stamps, 
r(Mnavke<l that she wa.s not sur- 
])i isod to find that the lion which 
iigwreHl on the former issue had 
passed away as lie had never 
looked veu*y wedl. 

A ])icturo postcard posted at 
Jh istol in 1905 was delivered at 
Jvenriingtoii this week. It is 
supposed to have been release<l 
hy an oHicial wlio is breaking 
11 ] > his collection. 

The Trans -P'yrcnean Tunnel 
was pierced last week, and, when 
(ho French and Spanish work- 
men who had been w'orking 
imd(*.r Mount Somport found 
lliemselvos face to face at Can- 
IVauc, they fell into oneanotlier's 
aims and kissed. According to 
the gruesome story wliicli 
n^achos ns t hey did not even wait 
to wasli. 


At the dinner given hy the 

(^aty Corporation to their Austro- , «.• 

i. i ^ lailor. “ Tiix; 1»IG j?OT w'KhhI Wjxat s ihf iu'.ahon ? ’ 

unganan guests it was men- , 

1 J ■ -J. Jii iH idt, “ WeLE, YEU HONOeil, 'iTS KlTUElt A\ H AT H E S A 1 1 . Ol; 

tioned that tl.e visit of the Cor- q,..j,s 3 ;xoj,..’. 

})oration to Pnigue liail boen'-, 

commemorated hy naming a thorough- jact of lieroism reported hy The h'xj)re,sN 
faTO “ London Street.” It is now in the following head-lines : - 




})ropoaed that by wjf.y of return com- 
pliment the name of our Jennyii 
Street might be changed to Austrian 
Street. 


CAPT13RK1) TU^VPAKKN 

By Gubtavk SkoaN. 


one issue of !/7u* .Mnm^h< n/t t 
(iuni'diun : - • 

itohu flillon, M i^, h»i;i ho 

that h« will loavttUlB fooiH iu iuliX) or . . 

“ Mt. Johii Bilkm ha-» boi n aJflH (wa Mki,’ 
Muirt carriuigc diivcs ihuinj.*: Uio la^t day 


¥01*. Ol^4lY. 
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THE PARTING QUEST. 

When nice people ank me to their 
houBes for the ^eek-end I reply that. I 
shall be delighted to come, but that 
pressure of work \^rjll prevent rny stay- 
ing beyond Tuesday, ftonietirntjs, in 
spite of this, they try to kick rnc out 
on the Monday ; and jfJ find that tlioy 
are serious about it 1 may* possibly 
consent tp go by an evening train. In 
any case, it always seorns to me a pity 
to have to leave a house just as you 
are beginning to know your way to the 
bathroom. 

** Is the 9.25 too early for you ? ” 
said Cliarlet^ on Sunday night d projioa 
of nothing, ^hat / harl said. 

'* Not if it 's in th(3 evening,” 1 
answered. 

It ’s in the morning.” 

“Then it's much too early. 1 never 
travel before breakfast. Jlut why do 
you ask ? ” 

“ Well, I 'vo got to ) idc ovei‘ to 

Npwtown to-morrow ” 

To-niorrow V ” I said in surprise. 
“ Aren’t we talking about Tuesday V ” 

It appeared that we weren't, ft also 
came out that Charles and his wife, not 
anticipating the pleasure of my com- 
pany beyond Monday, had arrangcvl to 
ride over the downs to Newtown to 
inspect a horse. They would not he 
back until the evening. 

“But that’s all right, Charles,” I 
said, ‘.‘If , you have a spare hoj*s(^, a 
steady one jvhich doesn’t wobble when 
it paptora, 1 will ride with you,” 

There's only the old iKmy,” said 
Clio-rlos, “and he will he wanted to 
drive you to the station.” 

“ Not until Tuesday,” 1 })oinied out, 

Charles igtiored lliis remark alto- 
gotlior. y 

“ You couldn’t ride Jo.sejih, anyway,” 
ho said. 

“ Then I might run beside you, 
holding on to your stirrup. My an- 
cestors always used to go into battle 
like tUtft. ’ We are still good runners.” 

Cliarles turno(f over some more ])a.ges 
of his time-table. 

“ There is a 10.41,'' he announced. 

“Just when J shall be getting to like 
you,” I sigluni, 

“ Molly at id I liave to bo off by ten. 
If you caught., the 10.41, you would 
want to leave hero by a <juarter-pasi.” 

“I Bhouldn’l wtmi to leave,” I said 
reproachfully; “1 should go with the 
greatest regret.” 

“ The 9.26, of course, gets you up to 
town much earlier.” 

“ Some such idea, no doubt, would 
account fofr its starting befon^ the 10.41. 
What have you at about 4.80? ” 

“If you den’t mind changing at 
Plimton, there ’» a 10.6- ” 


I got up and lit my candle. 

“ Jjot ’s w’ait till to-morrow and see 
what the weather's like,” I said sleepily. 
“ I am not a proud man, but after what 
you’ve said, and if it’s at all wet, I 
may actually be glad to catch an early 
train.” And I inarched upstairs to bed. 

However, a wonderful blue sky next 
morning made any talk pf London 
utterly offensive. My host and hostess 
had finished breakfast by the time I 
got down, and 1 was just beginning 
my own when the sound of tlie horses 
on tlio gravel brought mo out. 

“ I 'in sorr)' wo 've got to dash off 
like this,” said Mrs. Charles, smiling at 
me from the back of Poinpey. “ Don’t 
you be in any liurry to go. There are 
plenty of trains.” 

“Thank you. Tt would he a shame 
to leave the country on a morning like 
this, wouldn't it? I shall take a stroll 
ov er the liilJs before lunch, and sit about 
in the garden in the afternoon. There 's 
a train at fiv-^e, 1 think.” 

“ Wg shan't be back by then, I 'in 
afraid, so this will be good-byte.” 

I made my farewells, and Ponipoy, 
who was rather fresli, went off sideways 
down tlio drive. This left me alone 
with Charles. 

“ Good-bye, Charles, ” I said, patting 
him witli one hand and his horse with 
the other. “ Don’t you bother about 
me. I shall he quite happy by myself.” 

He looked at me with a curious 
smile and was apparently about to say 
somothi ng, when Caesar suddenly caught 
sight of my stockings. Those, tliough 
in reality jierfectly tasteful, might well 
come as a siirpi'iso to a young horse, 
and Ciesar holttul down the drive to toll 
Pornpey about it. I waved to them all 
from tlio distance and returned to iny 
breakfast. 

After breakfast I lit a pipe and 
strolled outside. As I stood at the 
door drinking in the beauty of the 
morning [ was the victim of a curious 
illnsion. It secMned to me that outside 
the front (ioor was the pony-cart — 
.losepli in the shafts, the gardener’s boy 
holding the nuns, and by the side of 
the hoy my bag ! 

“ We’ll only just have time, Sir,” said 
the boy. 

“But — but I’m going )»y the five 
train,” I staminored. 

^ Well, Sir, I shall he over at New- 
town this afternoon — with the cart.” 

I did not like to ask him why, but I 
iliougbt I knew. It was, I told myself 
sarcastically, to fetch hack the horse 
which Charles was going over to inspect, 
tlie horse to w hich 1 had to give up my 
room that night, 

“ Verj^ well,” I said. “ Take the bag 
now and leave it ip the cloak-room. 
I T1 walk in later.” What the etiquette 


was when your host gave you a hint 
by sending your hag to the station and 

f oing i^ay hipiself, I did not know, 
tut however many bags he packed and 
however , many horses he inspected, I 
was not to be moved till th^-five o'clock 
train. . 

Half-an-hour after my bag was gone 
I made a discovery. . It- was"^that, 
when I started walking tO’ the five 
o’clock train, I should Imve .lo start in 
pumps. ... ; 

if * 

“ My dear Charles,” T wrote that 
night, “it was delightful to see you 
this week-end, and 1 only wish I could 
have stayed with you longer, but, as 
you know, I bad to dash up to town 
by the .five trajju to inspect a mule. 
I am sorry to say tliat a sHghi accident 
liappened just l>efore I left you. In 
the general way, when I catch an after- 
nr)on train, I like to {>ack iriy bag over- 
night, hut on this occasion I did not 
begin until nine in the hiorning. . This 
only left me eiglit hours,'' and tiie4*esult 
was that in iriy Tmrry d paetked my 
shoes by mistake, anddiadio borrow a 
pair of yours in which.* to walk to the 
station. I will hrimj thrm down with 
meiioTl time I co7ue.'* 

I may say iliat they are unusually 
good shoes, and if Charles doesn’t want 
me he must at least want them.* * 8o 1 
am expecting another in vitartibn hyovery 
post. ^VJien itarrivos 1 shall reply that 
I shall he delighted to come, biit that, 
alas ! pressure Of work, will prev ent my 
staying beyond Tuesday. 'A, A. M. 

At a recent conflagration at Cardiff 
the fire-engine went on fire. The fire- 
men, however, resciuni eacli. other with 
great heroism, and the blazing engine 
was at’ last got under." When are we 
going to get that Non-lnflammahle 
Piro-Kngino Act jiassed? 

“It mavy bo thavt aibout iho tiniotliat fcjholloy 
Now Zoiiiandcr comoR to Rketch tho ruinti of 
Bt. Puiil’s tho PaliijEfoniiin irivoHtigaitor will go 
to Austrailia .” — Daily IS/cws. 

The Patagonian investigator had much 
better come to Lor. don and witness tho 
liistoric meeting betweeiu Macaulav’s 
N ow' ZealaiKior and Shku.ky’s. 

“ Thoy roHolvod that «i)C RtaitloTiK ought to 
bo baUt and ought to ho built and ought to bo 
built as soon us 2)osRiblo.“ 

Manchester Guardian. 

Personally we prefer to leave out “ as 
soon as possible,” and sing it to tho 
time of “ Nuts and May.” 

“SISTER AVIS, brown mare, 7 years, a 
good hunter and very fast, up to 13 stone, hm 

carried Mrs. hunting, but she finds her 

too big. ' ’ — Adxd. in ‘ ‘ Field. * * 

Sister Avis might have put this more 
delicately* 
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Munmuf. ‘ l)i-:\ii, i)r\Ti! JIwm T comk homi: 'io a j.irni-i 

Nur^C. “ UhMilA, J'IaMA^I, 1 don T know what T.) JK) WITIC IMiKS JVlAHl'fi. HmK 8 HM N \ ) lU 'MK>I IH.K.SOMI, M.I 'IIH 
i»()N, AND ^0\V KHK hWS TK hlfK C'AN’t HWJ, CAKK iSKl'unK lIKJt JHIKAJ). \ND HUTl Kit hlfK'll. «.() ()N ID M i 1. U HTltl M I ! ” 


THE VANISHED HAND. 

Whkn'k'kh 1 look iifion Uial. little sliolf 

That staiulH iimith? lh(^ hathioom near tlu^ do*)/, 
Ik‘rnai’d, I simjily (‘luuiot stop myself; 

1 weep; there rises up from memory’s store 
The image of a face, a soft, sweet elf 
Wlio comes jio more. 

'Tis not the value only of our works 

Tliat makes them dear, hut love and labour long; 
People who did not know the attendant circs 
Might siinjilv say, “ That shelf is far from 
strong ; ” * 

People wlio never saw young Albert Peik ; 

Might judge him wrong; 

Might deem liim careless, looking at the fruits 
And not the faitli ; but w^o who hailed his ring, 
Whb spread browm paper for bis fairy boots, 

As one might spread a carpet for a king, 
who heard him give Jemima chaste salutes, 

We love that thing. 

We know that never yet in Gothic fane 
O’or window *8 tracery or arch’.s span 
Was spent such fever. Time and time again 
He skrt^ on the job and changed his plan, 

Btill mindful ajU his motives to explain 
To Martha Ann. 


Ho said tho wall was ioMdh , h(^ c.ould dwndl 

Much u])on walls, }ind wh> such walls v\cro hudt, 
Sirangt^ amjcdoti^s of jomiiu!: he would toll, 

And air his \ uhvh on ])ohtir.s and lilt 
lightly at Asc,u'l'rn, or ('xpouiul quito woM 
lii.ovo (InomiK's guilt. 

Ho grow a kiiul of gu(*st within (lio Hal, 

A doar familiar pitisonco, it was lum 
H’o think wo nu\or mon^ should st'c Ins hat 
(When at long last ho loft) nor Ikhu’ his huiiu 
And HOW' ~ w hat alien plastoi does ho jiatV 
Wliat woodwoik thunih/ 

I know not, hut 1 know ho is imt laao, 

Thoro is a silonco and tho ]i(»urtr is still ; 

And when 1 soi' that shelf 1 shod a tear, 

For, B(U*nanl, though ilio job was iloiio so iU 
Tho hour!j thut Albert spout witli iis wore dear , 

Tiiei‘0 is liis hill. XIvok. 

“STKAMl^lU COLIJDHB JN F(Hi. 

Tho Ktoanior ^)aoa, of C!brii»iiatiia, into at UoU** (Uy 
with her bows daniagml tia tho roftult of a ivoUiHioit with ati umK'Uowii 
FOOTI iAUi AT VVOOLWICU AND FUMIAM." 

The skipper's pluck, after his first eellisimi, in jffitrsuing 
the ofiending football right up ttie fog-bound rivAi* is no 
less remarkable than his bad luck in rumiftig into ft again 
at Fulham. 
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THE PEARL AND THE SWINE. 

I LEANT on the counter, pre^piired foi* 
a chat. The gold-ami ‘HilvcrnmiUi on 
the other Hide of it was an old friend of 
mine and had juHt taken a lot of money 
off mo, BO I felt entitled to waste a little 
of his time. 

“ What f want to know,” Kai<lrl, “ is, 
why sliouldn't 1 have pocketed an odd 
diamond or two when you wenaTt 
looking just now ? 

If you would put your question in 
another form, Sir,” he said, smiling, “ it 
would be less awkward to answer. If 
you mean, wliy wasn't I looking just 
now, my reply is tliat wo trust our 
cuBtomers.” 

I took off my liat. to him. “ And 
now,” I continued, 

“ seeing that you have 
known mo since i was 
ahoy and I havcjbougiit 
allmycingagninent rings 
olT you, drop tho Jium- 
l)ug and tell mo the 
plain truth.” 

“Wo trust our cub- 
tomors, Sir,” ho ]*e- 
poatcicL 

“ Come I Honest 
Injun V “ 

“ Honest Indian, Sir. 

I oonfesB that wo have 
been swindled . . . 

“ There I ” I cried 
triuiiiplianUy. 

** . . . but more es- 
pecdalJy by tlio cus- 
tointars wo did not trust, 
and 


tlio juice and agreed to pay £800, after fire, I wrote and informed Mr. Van 
a liaggle.” Brillen that I had it and would be glad 

“ And you let him take it without if ho would give me a call.” 
getting liis money first ? ” “ Well ? ” said I. 

“ No, Sir. Ho sat down and wrote a Mr. Van Brillen wrote that mine of 
checjue then and tlioro.” the 6th inst. was to hand and, while he 

“ Wiiy, of course 1 The cheque was thanked nio for it, he regretted that he 
■ • • •” * could not see his way to buy. His wife 

“Again, no. T ri‘taine(i the j)earl till had changed lior mind and no longer 
tho chetpio was cloaml and cashed required a pair of pearls. Indeed (‘and 


beyond a doul)t.” 

“Tlien,” saifl I, “ I don’t see wliere 
the dodge was, unlciss the Bank was in 
league witli him and gave you bad 
money for your checpie.” 

The whitchaired goldsmith laughed. 


you know wliat women are,' he repeated) 
she had cea.sed to require ovon one 
pearl, so that ho had been compelled 
to part with tho one he had already 
purchased off me. He had therefore 
instructed fhs agent, a man in whom 


most especially by 
Mr. Van BriJleri, whom 
wo mistrusted with a 
pertinacity as meticu- 
lous as it was vain.” 

Your better-class 
goldsmith does Ills business in leaps and 1 “Once more, Sir, no. if 1 had had 
bounds dui'ing the impulsive moments | that other 1 should have been even more 


‘ A we<^k later he in and said he expei ienco luid led him to place implicit 

wanted another just like it.” confidence, to sell it for what ho could 

“ And this time you did trust lim ? ’ get. ‘ And thereby,’ concluded Mr. Van 

Brillen, ‘Jiangs a tale, 
j Koi- that agent of mine, 
' , - : j)er]iay)s adventitiously, 

( I' p(s*haps “from informa- 

tion received,” got in 
touch w'ith another 
ag(Mit wJio, oddly 
enough, w’as on the 
I look out for just such an 
article. That agent, a 
111 an (if 1 am not 
I mistaken) in whom ex- 
I perienc,(‘, lias led you to 
})lac() implicit confi- 
i (hmeo, declared that tho 
' pearl was not worth a 
penny more than £()()(). 
On being told of that I 
) confess that I was a 
I little hurt, hut all my 
I f)ld feelings of affection 




- fTf- 


you woio restored 


of tile plutocracy. Jhit even pluto- cautious 


when your agent yielded 
to the persuasion of my 
agent and consented, 
in the extreiility of his 
longing for it, to give 
£1,000. . . , And so, if we never meet 
again, at least we part as friends, for 
* My wife,’ he said, ‘ is so you luive your dear old pearl, ] my little 


TUK KXCUSK 1MA(;1NATLVK. 

Fanatic. “Why uidn’t you turn up pori golf on Saturday ?“ 
fhlettanlc. “ Vfuy sniiuv, odd chap; 1 was cdfanjng thu canauv’b cagf 

WIIKN TUM l.ITTUF lUlUTK KICICFD MK. SuCH A gUlKT JliUD TOO, AS A 11UDF.“ 


mo 


crats liave lucid intervals, and the i pleased with tho pearl that she wires jirolit, and both of us our agents, in 
goldsmith liis times, accordingly, w'lien ' " ^ ^ 

nothing ia doing. This was one of 
them. 

“ Toll mo all about it,” said I 


from Baris to get another near whom to place our implicit confidencos.’ 
enough in shape to form a jiair of ear- “ In my anxiety,” concluded the tjold- 


Money is no object, hut time smith, “ to get rid oh it, I sold that pearl 

■ ^ ■ ' I will for five hundred pounds, wliich was live 

lumdrotl shillings loss than what 1 first 
gave for it.” 


j rings 

I (you know what women are) is. 

“ Wo don’t often deal in pearls,” said I pay you whatever price you have to 
he, but once we did have a black one | give for it, for which 1 will accept your 
whose shape was said to he unique, word, plus twenty guineas for your 
Tho mere fact that Mr. Van lirillen, trouble.’” 

upon his first apynMirance in the shop, Then lie tinsted vou,” said I. 

expressed his determination to have it, And 1 was to ho protected in 

put me on my guaid from the start.” parting with tho second just as I had 
“ Ho asked to see soma silver tooth- jlioen in parting with the first. I con- 
picks, and made off with the pearl f ess that I could not see tlie catch.” 
when your back was ^ turned ? ” 1 Nor could I, but I did not confess, 

suggested. “Having with some difficulty, but 

“No, Sir, The pooi'l was in a patent j with lass difficulty than I had atitici- 
ca.se, fitted with patent locks and j jiated, come by an exact replica of tho wisli to buy one from you.” 
clamped to the counter. Besides, my i black pearl, I fxiught it for £1,000, and, There!'” 1 crowed. “I knew you 
back was not turned. No, lie asked! having insun>d it against burglary and I didn't really trust me.” 


I asked him why lie did not prosecute 
Van Brillen, but he explained that he 
could think of nothing to jirosecute him 
for. So 1 rose to go my way, hut 
paused at the exit. 

“ You liaveri’t, by tlie by,” I asked, 
“ a unique black pearl you would like 
to sell me ? ” 

He smiled with a touch of melan- 
choly. “ No, Sir,” ho said, “ nor do I 






Short-siyhkd and Loud-voict'd Old Lady {at Servants' Ueyistrff Office), “ Mv 1 don’t mko tjh'. i,o()K i)V TUidWH; at all* 

^V(,^u^N’T J.KT ’MM INBIDM MY i)o<)j{,” JVt^'cc. ‘‘Ojr, ursTf, Aontik! Those AKt'. IHM MTBTnMHhOh.’* 


tici \ '\’'o 'I \r i 4 'VPi \ \T finilioi instill nioii o of tlio piu’t'lisxso 

LSSAIS IN EXPLANATION. vvill pot the 

heijnoldHS NowH^Hiper is authorised luatter in the liiinds of their solicitor. 
l)y Mr. JjLOYD OnojtiiK to say Unit tlio Put how can .1 do that wheTi the Pjume 
postponement of his liund Campaign is 1\1 t\istku is sulTerijig from a local 
entirely due to the state of att'airs in swelling’/ 

the Near East. On the biisis of this healthfully yours, .Iaijez Dir.Ks, 

announcement, wo venture to ajipond ' " 

a few specimen h^ttiM’s, which m;iv Ixi Jo (Oiy rtanevv. 

found useful to persons suddenly call(‘d i>KAJt Anokjuna, It is my pjtim 

on to ('\})lain their conduct in ))ro- inform \ou that, alter 

dicameiits liable to censorious inter- pi’ofouiid and careful thought, 1 have 
j, rotation.* come to th<^ conclusion that the (',on- 

rjT ^7 1/ rn ^ i> } I I j I f'ititiance of otii- engiigtuuent during th(', 

Jt) tha Manuiirr uf JUin s Bunk, Lid, i . , i • Tn • T i 

. . ! ])resent upluiaval 111 China can onlv he 

Dkak Siu -J have received your 1 to i 

letter of the zlst lust,, callmg att ention t:nQi^v that you may have heai’d j umours 
to tho fact that my account is ovei- to the elVoct that luy action is dictates! 
drawn and that until the dohoit is made |,y to contract a man iage with a 

good you vvj] bo unable to lionour my rich widow, who has thivatiaied me 
cheques J hope you will consent to with a breach of promi.se suit, l)ut this is 
reconsider tins deci^umi in view ol the ^ cruel calumny. My svmjiathy with 
pci-turbed state <j[ Mexico. My syin- Yuan Shih-Kai in las painful position 
patlnes with the insuigents have quite ,„y sole motive in ilMiiilin- to release 
unhinged my eqiiannmty and iciulored It you f,.o,n your engagement, 
impossible for mo to attend to business with sincere goclwill, I remain, 
or tho last throe nionlhs J trust. Your lieurt-hroken Enu itv. 

Jiowever, that about tho Now Year 1 

shall be able to resume work and hi ft former ConfUiiiicni^, 

reduce iny deficit. Meantime, let me Dkau Siu Jonah, — v\s I see that 
iafenn you for your consolation that crronexius statements liave been cir- 
you are not alone in suffering from this culated as to the reasons why I accepted 
untoward condition of events in the a Peerage I take the ojjportunity of 
New World. I liave only this morning informing you, as Prosident of tlio 
re^jeived a letter from Messrs. Sprookett, BlaokclieBtei* Lil>eral Association, that 
agepte for the Casanova Hiotor-car my decision was in no way govenie<l by 
Oompsiny, ,to ^ay that unless I forward I any desire fot sooial distinction ot any 


wonkoning of my al li\t»,hmnnt to Oemo- 
(‘-ralic piiiiciples, hut was simply and 
soI(‘ly due lo the c(jnliimed umeiat in 
I he llinleiiiind of Monxieo. TtUHiitig 
that you will give IhiH ^datemeut llto 
ii('(*essarv puhhcity, 

I am, ^'ourn faithfiilh , 

dm DMUiK OF HIjM'M MJ'.ISTFK, 

To Mr, \i(i Ihntal Smycon. 

Dk'Vh Siu, With regard to ynur 
i’eimnd(M tha.l my \isil. to >t‘U in inoix' 
lluin diM‘, i regret to have to iiilonn you 
that, th(* uiiHel th»(| condition of aflairs in 
IIIsUm', where my wife’s family iwldrs, 
reml(M4 it impossihie for me to comply 
w ith \oiir reipU'st. 

I'aithfidly Nour., Owmn doooHON. 

Ttt Mrs, Lro ILniUo, 

Dkah Muh. l{eN'ii:»<, It isquttoinio 
'that I promised to diiKMvith \ou on 
■ the ‘Jtllh and that I did not pui in an 
j appearamw*. J certainly Ought to have 
I let you know sooner; hut Imw could I 
I come Ol* write wlum tho pa|MU H Wtao 
still disc,iisbing the Australian aceusa- 
t ions against J a>andei / 

Yours sincerely, IhN.vn Rovmf. 


" H^frchh)IlcutH^vrr«^m^^ 'de<l ia ituaiy 
Hail, and side by siidc with 
hovic'Hof Hradford'H U^iuty tuirhl Ix^m'^muoU- 
muni hg hull) BandwiiTicM.’’ tin^dfot^ Aujmi 

Grace Ixiforo meat wo tnuw, and grace 
after meat, hut tliiw all thmugh 

the meal arc utust uaut^ual. 
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OUB COLONIES. 

V . — NwWlf*OUKt)IiAND. 

This larpe and patriotic island lies 
a little this side of Canada, and has 
a very curious history. Originally 
discovered by riuxuiician wlialers 
somewhere in the n.c. poriod, if. was 
inadvertently mislaid, and ilie jnost 
diligent search failed to reveal its 
W'horeabouts. However, towards tlu^ six- 
ioontli century - spea-ki rtf' roughly from 
lueniory— a daring adventurer nairuvl 
Cahot siuinbled across it again, and 
the event was duly cbroiiieled in all 
ilio periodicals of the day. Lxtiaordi- 
nary' thougli H may S(aMn, ])ractic}illy 
nothing was heard of the island again 
till it was re-discoYorod hy 'rhr Daih/ 
Mail, since when, of course, it has l)eon 
constantly in the limelight. We do not 
think tlie island is liktdy to he mislaid 
a tinrd time, hut wo confess wo hHV(^ 

I made a careful uotn of its latitude and 
longitude on ila^ ofT-cdiancj^ tliat our 
liol() will ho wanted one of tiuwo days. 

^J’he clima(i(' of Newfoundland is 
foggy, and the whole place is con- 
stantly envelojx'd in si dense mist. 
This may account for f-lie remsirkahhi 
lustory of the ishuid. However, W(^ 
have no douht tlial> this will all he 
altovctl in a few years now. 

Newfoundhincl boasts the largest 
paper factory in the world. It ke(?pH 
on boasting it. I\iper of the most 
RUp(M‘fino nature is distilled from the 
carefully conserved falls of sona^ mighty 
river, and tlie al)solute purity of the 
article thus obtained fits it admirably 
for use in modern journalistic enter- 
prise. Tlie only oilier industry of 
importance is catijhing lisli and ex- 
tracting tlioir livers in order to add yet 
anotlier burden to tlio lot of the rising 
gonoraiion. 

Fishing is, indeed, tlie most im- 
portant industry of the inliabitaiits, 
though in saying tliis wo mean no 
disresj>ect to the paper factory. All 
the people in the island are enthusiastic 
anglers, and the wdiole coastline is 
occupied by men, women and cliildreri 
eagerly plying the rod. In Newfound- 
land, to spare the rod is indeed to spoil 
the child, for in no other manner can 
the succulent cod liver ho obtained. 

Though the average person does not 
know it, the scenery of Newfoundland 
magnificent, and, as half the inha- 
bitants ai’e occupied round the coast, 
there is plenty of room Jor hunting 
caribou. 

The great difficulty with wdiich New- 
foundland has to grapple is that even 
people who* rather want to go there 
almost invariably get carried past it to 
Canada. WheJn they ivy to hark 
back they eventually arrive in England 


again, and so see nothing of the de- 
lightful island. It is a groat pity, for 
wdiat with its gi*aiid forests, its magni- 
ficent waterfalls, its rolling plains, its 
broad lakes, and its paper factory, New- 
foundland is well wortli a visit. 

The islanders arc a very hardy race, 
and ihoir favourite amusement is to go 
out in small boats and dodge the 
Atlantic liners. They protend they are 
going fishing, and then .sail right to 
tlio famous Newfoundland hanks, where 
tlicy know pisfectly well they will en- 
counter Atlantic liners. Frohalily some 
law would he made to prevent this, 
hut it has been discovered that a liner 
ex})erieiices ])raci.ically no shock when 
striking one of the fishing boats, so 
tlic authorities don’t worry about it. 
Arrived at the hanks, ilie boats spread 
out, and wait till ilie^ hear the siren 
of ail approaching steamer. The fog 
makes this sound very deceptive, aneJ, 
as tlie sl,('amer is probably trav^elling 
at somoLhing like thirty miles an hour, 
it can readily lie imagined that the 
sport is romai kahly exhilarating. 

N(‘wfoundland is quite an important 
island, liaving its own jiarliamont, its 
own Kishor) Act, and its own variety 
of jiostage stamp, in addition to tlio 
paper factoi y. In the past its progress 
has necessarily Ixurn retarded by its 
unfortunate habit of getting lost, hut, 
now that it appears to have definitely 
overcome this weakness, there should 
Ix) a groat future for the island. Tn- 
cidentally, the climate is held to bo 
matchless for the complexion. 

Mention of Now'fonndland recalls 
another ]h*itish Colony to mind, and 
it Avould indeed he invidious to close 
this record without some word as to 
Thk Fai.kl.and Isles 
which are situate somewhere to the 
North-East of Ca])e Horn, and will he 
treated in the next article. 

[Tliis series must now cca.so.] - 


HOUJiLE PAINS. 

Ey a Gambling Tiuo. 

1 AM one of the most pitiable men 
on earth. For wdiy? The hoi’se I 
backed has won the Cesarcwitch. But 
that surely ought to make you hapjiy, 
you say : the unhapjiy people are tliose 
whoso horses lose races; and so forth. 
True — ordinarily ; but not true in my 
case, bocauso I have been gambling 
on a double. 1 get no money unless 
a certain other four-legged creature 
succeeds in coining in first for the 
Cambridgeshire. I wdll not tell you 
its name, hut the odds against this 
combination winning being very heavy 
1 stand to be several huudrcHl pounds 
the richer after the Cambridgeshire has 
been run ; and that is no small sum to 


me and would make it possible to do 
all kinds of things I want to do. 

If only Warlingham had not won the 
Gesarewitch I should be, in one sense, 
all right ; for all my worries w^ould lie 
over. I should have lost my ten pounds, 
it is time, hut what peace would be 
mine compared with this fever. For 
there are two terrible things connected 
wdth my doiilile. One is, it is my first, 
for though I had hoard of such things 
before vaguely I liad never ventured 
into the perilous wmters of turf commis- 
sions, and naturally I find the oxporionco 
exciting; and tlio oilier is, the Cain- 
bridgesliiro is not run until October 80, 
and how I am to get througli tlie in- 
tervening days and, worse, intervening 
nights, is a bitkr problem. 

My life is already an agony and will 
become more so. 1 sliall search the 
jiafiers for news of my horse : his 
gallops and canters, his “easy miles," 
his “useful furlongs," liis “steady 
1| miles." How^ the lieadiii^, “Ijatest 
scratcliings,’ is going to turn my blood 
cold I how his plac.o in the latest 
London betting, and lal-est Mancliester 
hotting, whetlior according to 
Sportsman or The Sporlnuj Life, is 
going to disturb me! And, worse 
pevliaps than all, the conversation one 
is hound to hear! The men who toll 
eacli othiM’ and me the “dead sniiis" 
and never allude to my poor choice; 
the harbors who wdiisper the very 
latest into rny ear, for whom so far 
as winning tfio Camhridgesliiro is con- 
cerned my horse might nevoj‘ liavo boon 
foaled. And the articles in the jiapors, 
too, by the Major and tlie Scout and 
the Colonel and tlie Head Lad and 
Captain C(>e and Robin Goodkellow 
and lIoTHPUK and all the other pro- 
found students of form wliosiy advice it 
is so dangerous to take, yet who have 
such a way of seeming to ho wise. 
What a terrible thing if they agree to 
favour my horse ! 

But, any w^ay, I am in torment, and 
no more “ doubles " for me -at any 
rate until the Lincolnshire and Grand 
National. , 


The Begimental Pet. 

“ (Ttnionil VukoticH, with his stag, visited 
tlu‘ Sorviiui mon^lstorv^ “ 

Jiristol Krenlng Times, 


“At Hochsttiin Hall on Friday there is a 
violin recital by Mr. Vivian Burrows, who will 
play a * Koinance ’ by himself during the 
programme. ’ ’ — Daily Chronicle. 

Voice from the Stalls : “ Look at Mr. 
Burrow'h playing all by himself! " 


“Without a word of warning the cows 
dashed out,” — Motor Cycling. 

They might at least have managed 
a friendly “ Hi 1 




MOKH “JMriUESSlONS.” 

(7'his time, h^ituf panHiujos fntni I he 
works of E. Jiuinhlo Burstoii, colleeteil 
and arrantjed hij “ VV()llbottle.”) 

* WOMKN. 


Tlio other day 1 hought for a small 
nepliew a box of puzzles. “J)o )ou 
know what this is? ” 1 asked the sho))- 
keeper. IJo did not know. “It is 
Life/’ I said. — 27ie Watchwork Papers. 


]I()\v ht^iudiful /.jardeUH would he wor© 
it. not for slu^rs and lly and 

worms. 77(e (Greatest Pish jH the l^ea. 

(huLimr.N. 

Without tiu^ tiiMir eldlihot^ wben^ 


There are some things tlnit womtMi 
can see with tlioir eyes shut and men 
not even w'itli a microscope. — d Pitp 
ii \s‘ Terrible Nonsense. 

Few women can draw' a perfect circle, 
as Giotto could. Yet liow many can 
ar^uo in one! Sarah Prehendarip 

The traf^edy of woman ivS that she is 
not a man. — Theilreaiesl Fish in the Sea. 

When a wTunan laughs prepare for 
trouble. — Porri dije. 

Women are always sorry when they 
luivG so angered a man that lie ndusos 
thorn a new' hat. — A Pitij it's Terrible 
Nonsense. 

“What w’ould a man he without 
manliness, Courtot ? *' 

“ True," ho replied, “ and yot radishes 
arc forkecl too." — Porridge. 

Music. 

Music has different effects on different 
people. — Sarah Prebendary. 


Omniuosks. 

They are the Dreadnoughts of Lon- 1 
don, men-of-war of the lino; while 
the taxi is the gunboat and often 11 le 
destroyer and the Carter ratersons lua 
the ocean tramps . — A Pity it 's Terrible 
Nonsense. 

Potatoes. 

Tliero is soinotliing ))eculiarly at- 
tractive in a potato baked in its jackijt. i 
— llie Jlewlntion of Catherine Weal, i 


Indecision. 


The tragedy of life is indecision. ; 
That is why suicides were Imiie,! at 
cross roads . — A Pity it *s Terrible 
Nonsense. : 

GllANDMOTHEUS. | 

“A man may not luaiTV his grand- j 
mother, Courtot ; or so says the table 
of affinity in the Churcli." " ! 

“ Although Ecclesiastical, it is right," i 
sJiid Courtot. — Porridge. I 


would tliM world he? In lite process 
of yvAvvH it would cease. -The (Ireatesi 
I'nli ni the Sea 

Chiwihh, 

It was a Jiohh' Stilton,"’ .1 Pity it*s 
Tei nfde Nonsense. 

Fatukus. 

A fallwT with a souse of hutnour 1$ 
:u) impossihln thought. Nor ivould such 
SI monster over maintain discipline or 
])ropeily thrash his little -^ The 

ii rente Fish in the Sea. 

LitlAHNINCj. • 

A little learning is \i litvngenum thing. 
No one wdy? has done a mathematical 
j)rt)hlem can (3ver do anything |>ractioal. 
-The JievoUiiton (f i'athenm Hoe/. 

« 

Yoi^TlU • 

The wTjnderful thing al>out youth is 
its adoleficonce. Oii^ time harm 

this.— ^4 Pity it Terrible Nmseme. 





THE BIRTHDAY. 

SwERTiiKAH’r, nil Uin il;uu*ln^ jovs compel o 

Take now your choice; Ihc world is at your fcc't, 

All turned into a gay and shining })l(‘asanco, 

And every lace has snnlcs lo gitnit your presrmce. 
Treading on air, 

Yourself you look more fair; 

And the dear Ihrthday -elves uns(’(aj cons]>ir(' 

To flush your cheeks and set }o;n e\cs on tire. 

Mayluip th(‘A whispoj* what a l)irthday means 
That sots you spinning through your pretty tmis. 

A sliin-grown shape adonuul with golden shimmcjs 
Of tossing hair that streams and wa\es and glimmers, 
Lo, how you run 
In nun’c exeess of fun, 

Or change to silence as you stand and hear 
Some kind old tale that moves \ou to a tear. 

And, since tliis is yonr own lu'iglit' day, my deal', 

Of all the days that geiTi the sparkling year, 

Sen, we have picked as well as wo were able 
And set your gifts uppn yoin- ow Ji small table : 

A knife from .lohn, 

Who straightway thereupon. 

Lest yyu should cut your friendship for the 
lieceives a halfpenny and departs with joy. 

The biirnisjied inkstand was your motlier’s choice; ' 
For six now handkerchiefs J gave my voice, 


Having in view your tender little nose’s 
Soft comfort ; and the agates pen is Jlosic’r* ; 

The torcli is Peg’s, 

(luido for your eriaiit legs 
When ways are dajk, and, last, behold with th(;s(3 
A peiieil from your faithful rekinese ! 

And now the mysteries are all revealed 
That wore so long, so ardently concealed 
All save the cake which still is in tlie making, 

I^ot yet smooth-iced and iiiipreparetl foi* taking 
The thirteen flames 
That start llie noisy games 
Of tea-time, when my hap})y little maid 
Thrones it triiunphant, teened and unafraid. 

Ho tliroiigli tlio changing yeai s may all delight 
Live in your face and make your being bright. 

May the good sprites and busy fays befriend yon, 
Arui cheerful thoughts and innocent defend you; 
And, far away 
From this most joyous day, 

When in the chambers of your mind you see 
Those who have loved you, then remember m 

11. 0. L. 

“ Noreoirtj laiigh \Km as blithe as a bird’s.^* 

** W4(kly Story, 

He. ** Listen to the laughing japkass.*’ 

Sy. ‘‘ Hush, dear, it ’s only Noreen/^ ^ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extractjbd from thk Diart of Tonr, M,r. 



Dyiiics OF BiiADFoiir) wiUi liis diit'kon and 


House of Lords, Mondoij, October 14. 
— Kletcheu Moulton, disguisod in a 
scarlot gown, ro-nainod Lord Moulton 
OF Hank (Lid.), oniin-od iliis morning, 
took oath and straightway got to work 
on appeal eoming l)efore tlioir Lordships 
in their judicial capacity. Somocuriosity 
as to particular Ihink with which the 
now Peer has associated Ids poi*Honality 
and Ids title. Anyhow sure to bo a 
sound institution. 

Fletcher Moui/roN will ho a valued, 
muoh-noedcil accession to strength of 
Ministerialists in ^his Chandxjr. ITap- 
]ions by chance that, whilst in the 
Commons suproinacy of Treasury Hunch 
over Front Opposition Hench in debate 
is overwhelming, ri^verse is, in degvee, 
the case in Lords Lord Moui/I’on oe 
Bank (Ltd.) will, of course, not sit on 
Ministerial Bench, but will bo at hand 
when wanted. 

One of curiosities of Parliamentary 
life that a man of such wide experience, 
such accumulated store of knowledge, 
such felicity of phrasing did not meet 
full recognition in the Commons. 
Parallel to be found in Parliamentary 
career of that eqiially great lawyer, 
Horace Davby. Probably never open- 


ing his mouth in court under Ic^ss 
piu’SLiasion than lurks hoi dud a hie of 
a hundred guineas, when lie rose in the 
Commons prelude to his spo(*ch usually 
emptied House in space of ton minuttis. 
Former Member for Jjaunoeston almost 
er|ually efl’ective in that diniction. 
Happily qualities that do not glitter in 
the Commons fre^quently shine in the 
Lords. Baron Moulton of Hank ( Ijtd.) 
will proHontly discover that witli his 
new title ho has found his right place. 

Welcome to him saddened by re- 
flection upon occasion of Ids cliange of 
estate. He comes to Ids Lordship of 
Appeal with a scat in IIou.se of Lf>r(ls 
in succession to Lord lionsoN, ordy 
temporarily, everyone hopes, fallen on 
bold of battle with harness on bis hack. 
Still in tlie prime of life as yeafs me 
counted for public men, reaching clie 
height of a steadily growing reputation, 
Bonbon was suddenly sndtten down, 
forced to relinquish recently-acquired 
position on the Bench. 

This one of the penalties men of 
supreme intellectual capacity, with 
physical organisation too delicate to 
keep up the pace, pay for privilege 
of serving the State. It liappen^ 


during tc-nu of lioimoN’s Attorney* 
(icnoralshif) rircumstaiu’-es e»unhined 
('xcf^)>tionally to burden Ids oIVkm^ In 
adilition to its special dulii's lie was 
rall(;d upon to undertake (tthoi'H ox- 
I nuKHuis to its range. Came lo iMJCUpy 
in the Admirdstration position akin to 
tliat of miuil-of all work in domeniic 
households. He nuido c«nnplaint, 
Hi’oincd delights, li\ed lalioriouB days 
and in due com.se entered a haven t)f 
t'.oiiiparative rest 

One of tht< lavst drhateis of Ids time 
in the Commons, his transference to 
Miidsterial Hench in the Lords pro- 1 
iidsed appreciable measure of reilrcsHof 
the balance of ine<|uality alliwied to. It 
was matter foriemark among Ids Poem 
that the brilliant ox-Attorncy General 
habitually abstained from rtefcate. The 
Memtieu poh Sauk explains. BmsoA 
incredible if forthcoming upon less in- 
fallible authority. He aifinus I hut one 
of the honeStif noiamialde prtqudicosof 
the ex-Lokd Ckan(’ellou wm dmicUKl 
against custom of a Memlier of tlm 
Judicial Bench (othei titan the IjOrd 
Chanctdlorl taking part h\ political 
debate. This was wilji engaglug’frank- 
ness made known to ItonHON, who witii 
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cluiractormtio lack of pushfulnm ro* 
inairied a silent onlooker. 

Unhampered by lb b fantasy, rostorml 
in liealth, roliovod from juilicitil dutios, 
he may presently wn for hiiimclf lnf?li 
place in debate. 

BmiMSH (lone,- AhoY for 

thirty-eight minuhs ))y WostininsUu' 
Clock adjouriK^d till next Monday. 

Ihmsc of Commons, Tuesday . — Since 
the remote period when rt'feroncK! lo 
“the fil/ory of grouse in tlio gun- 
room ” thrilled liuinan curiosity there 
has been no outburst sucli as that, 
wliich followed ujion Bylks or Bkao- 
fouo’h allusion to-night to “the 
problem of thd chicken and tlie egg.” 
Uarlier in the sitting, emotion luwl 
stirred by IlAiioja) Bakku’h nujlhod 
of answering fjiiostions. Jn ahsenw of 
llNOKn-SKOKKTAUV FOR InDIA, tl hll])py 
man who, leaving us to diseuKs Home 
Rule with Welsh Church Estahlishment 
to follow, is at this moment sleaming 
over simlii seas on his way to visit tiu' 
C RKAT Mooun, KKu w as ])ut u|) to road 

Depai tiriental answers to Questions. 
Four in succession on the pajicr. First 
related to petty appointment to some 
oniec in India. I inpressed with gravity 
of liis task, Bakku unconsciously fell 
into intonation reminiscent of the 
pulpit. At the end of tirst live minutes 
this suggested to irreverent M(uiih(‘r 
opposite the fervent ejaculat ion “Amen!” 

But Bakku hadn’t jinished yet. As 
he continuerl, volleys of ironical cheers 
accompanied his recitation, reaching 
climax in hurst of applause wlien at 
length he nniched the end. 

Nothing 1 louse enjoys more than 
little joke of tliis kin<l, all (d its own 
invention, 'riuice more J^akiui rose to 
read a short paper. the cheering 

recommenced and was i‘ontinned. On 
linally resuming his seat, Bakicu sal 
puzzled, womlering what it was all 
about. Never had lu^ rcH^c'ived such 
ovation since in collc^ge davs he won 
the Gaisford Brize. 

“ And this,” said TrLLiMAiiniNK 
testily, “is the man who brought in a 
Bill to abolish Blural Voting! If he 
would cut down his answers instead of 
other })oopl(*/s franchise it would he 
more agreeable,” 

It was just bt^fore tlic gnillotine fell 
for tlio first time that Bylfs of Bk.vd- 
FCtt'J turned up with his cliiekon and 
‘the egg. House in Commitbie dis- 
cussing S.ANDVS’ amendnuait to Clause 
II. of Home Rule Bill, limiting legis- 
lative |>ower of Irish Barliamont to 
sptKiific objects, 

“ The problem,” said B ylks of Bbao- 
FOtiD with .ihat air of authority that 
tames even the Ulster Meird^ers, “ is the 
ancient one known as the problem of 
the cliickeii and the egg.” 


And there lie provokingly stopped. 

What chicken? Which egg? Mbm- 
hors asked each other and Echo forlornly 
answ^ered What ? and Which ? 

Incidentally, undesignediy, episode 
had useful cObet for Govornment 
purpose. Members so absorbed in 
hunt for clues to the probleiti that they 
went out f|uito quietly for giiillotino 
divisions, even forgetting to cry “ Gag ” 
W'hon they were called on. 

hiisinc.sH (lone. — In Committee on 
Home Rule Bill. Guillotine steadily 
at w’ork. 

Friday. - Reading Life of Tiord 
Woi.viuiHAMJ^TON, wTittcu by Mrs. 


“[i|E ||enoon” 

(oLMR 




(WvKS riirr.DoM to tiii: mxk at rj.wNtj 
lyrKirriNcis, 

Hamilton, a garland laid on a father’s 
grave woven tenderly yet witli diiicrim- 
i nation. Subject of jnomoir hotter 
know j] as Hknjiy Fowlkjl His career, 
lengtlumcd and honourable throughout, 
shows afiesh how open is the race for 
the Barliamentary Stakes. It was a 
cherished saying in Napolko.n’h time 
that every rwruit to the army carried 
in his knapsack the baton of a Field 
Marshal, At Itnist equally true that 
evci 7 new Mombei' taking his seat in 
the Ilouse of Commons conceals about 
his person the seals of a Secretary of 
State. Hknuy Fowleu stopped into the 
arena with the preliminary disadvan- 
tage of age. It is I’are’ indeed for a 
man who enters this unique assembly 
at the ago of fifty to achieve distinction. 
The rule of oompaiative youth is 
established io the cases of Pitt, Pai;.* 
MEusTOM, Diseaeli and Qi*austonb, 


Eeturnofl as Member for Wolver- 
hampton Henity Fowt.BE took his i^at 
below Gangway among the Radicals. 
Constitutionally he was more nearly a 
W^hig than a Radical. As years aocurau- 
latod, bringing higher position and fresh 
lionours, lie fiiilher mollowod in that 
direction. Early made hLs mark as one 
of the best debaters in the House. He 
never aroused enkhusiasm ; invariably 
convinced by argument. The supromest 
effort was liis spoocli on Indian Cotton 
Duties, which averted vvliat threatened 
to ho disastrous defe^it of the Govern- 
ment, establishing in its place decisive 
triumph in Hie Division Lobby. 

Less commonly appreciated, hut not 
less striking, was liis conduct of the 
Parish Councils Ibll in the Session 
of 1893-4. Having at his back a 
nominal majority of forty disheartened 
by action of ilie Loids in frustrating 
long labour on ih(3 Home Rule Bill, he 
carried this intricate measure through 
all its stages witliout once^ii-ilvoking 
the ("losure. The arduous task brought 
into play his peculiar charact(?ristics of 
I patience and persuasion. INcoeded in 
brilliancy i)y some of Iiis colleagues on i 
the Treasury Bench , 1 ve w as the onl y man 
wlio could liave achieved tliis endeavour. I 
As llATuniniiT, a keen and interested i 
looker-on, wu^ote to him, “ You are the 
skilful sportsman who lias brought 
your game to the hag.” 

* Whilst yet with us in the Commons 
Henhv FowiiKrt did conspicuous service 
(o his Party and conjunction that does 
not necessarily follow— to liis counlry. 
Jlis place has not yet been filled. 

Jiusiness done. Debate on foot-and- 
moutli dis(‘ase in Ireland. 

OllR AWAKFNKHH. 

(Vide Fii'cntnij Papers Passim.) 

Mjl Otis 1^. I’hrustlh, who gave the 
aftcrnooirs address at the rnlofnational 
Hustlers’ Congress on last Thursday 
afternoon, is tlio founder of the School 
(d Business- Booming at Buffalo, and 
also of Thruster’s Vim Bchool in 
Ijondon. 

The basic law s of Business- Booming, 
Mr. Thruster observed, are four in | 
nunihcr : — 

(1) Do yourself justice. 

(2) Do the other follow. 

(3) Get til ere first, 

(4) Get on or get out. 

As regards (1), Mr. Thruster ob- 
seiTed til at no one could do himsolf 
justice who did not do himsolf well, 
No one could expect to have a mens 
corjme mnuni, as the Roman poet 
PnoTAiiCH put it, if he continuously dis- 
obeyed the law of physical well-being 
and failed to stoke the human engine , 
properly. There were tho^aaiids of; 
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Candid Frinul (to M,F.1L). “I don't think wucii ojj’ tour our huntkhh, ,’Uoii 

M.F.H. “TllKir’jiK VKRY UBKFUL HORSKB; you HKK, WK can KI'MCER UIDU ’ifiM oil i,AT 'km,** 


businesH ujcn wlio only spiMil/ 9(1. on 
their luncheon and then complained of 
brain fag. 

As for (2), competition the law 
of life, ^riu) real brainy man of busi- 
ness looked his opjmnent straight in 
the eye and did liini in it. The weaker 
went to tfhe wall l)ecause he neecIcMl 
something to lean up against. Jt was a 
merciful compensation and involved no 
hardship. The strong man, unlike tlK3 
actor, needed no props. Jlo stood up 
on his own ten toes and looked the 
whole world in the face, a boomster 
and a man. 

The third law was j)erhaps the most 
important of all. *As Ei.la Wiiioulku 
Wilcox had remarked in one of Jicr 
most inspired lyrics : — 

You must quiokon your paco if in ruiuong 
life’s race 

Y'ou intend to attain the first flight ; 

For the inun who gets left is by fortune 
iHil'oft, 

And seldom or never goes right.” 

In busitftss there wore no second 
prizes. It was a case of Et tic Ccesar 
aut nihil fit, 

Finally they were confronted with 
the law of Kearyism, “ Get on or got 
out.*' In other words, if a boomster 
ceased to boom he ought to quit in- 
stead of blocking the way for others. 


THE BliEBSKD IiAW OF 
(X)MPEN8ATION. 

[“1 nevi^r luwir a nursery rlivine <ir an f>ld 
saying hut it comes to me, in tins age that 
trade and politics have made so sordid, like 
a little cool bree/.e into a stilling town out of 
some far quint hills.” - fjoid Unnsany in 
“ Tfui Nvw Itevicir .''} 

The times are out of joint aJid - cursed 
spite I — 

Do what I will 1 cannot think them 
right. 

If J look out into the jnarket place, 
Alas 1 1 hurriedly avert iny face 

Lost what I see, above or underneath, 
8o sordid, shall on edge set all my teeth. 
Yet, when my soul despairs of every- 
thing, 

If I but hear .some prattling infant- 
sing— 

Uickory, Dickory, dock. 

The mouse ran up the clock,* 

T feel upon my fevered brow a hreezi’ 
From some far quiet hill, blown for my 
ease. 

It ’s just as bad to watch the knavish 
tricks 

Of those who play the game of politics. 
Men in the highest oltieos of State 
Lie, shufBe, limehouse, twist, equivo- 
cate. 

The Opposition, to their lifelong sharn^, 


Play just the same disgustingly low 
game. 

V'(}t liarK ! Amid the pinty lunly burly 

1'hero sings a little child (lU hair all 
curly) 

Ihiby, ft, thy lUintiny, 

Fnihct ijonc u- huntniy, 
done to ifci a labhd skin 
Tit ichijt Ihr Itahy IlitnitHy hi. 

My ilrooping wiltiul houI revives again 

Lik(3 some poor Howeni^t after 

rain. 

Ha.J‘d is the jioet’s lot who Imih to sing 

I'liese preseMil daw» ol sordid Imekster- 

ing- 

Siul is his soul oiiserviiig with a sigh 

The sights that greet his tweptioth-' 
erintuiy 

The Sho])man and the Htat^osman, both 
of I heso 

As lik(^ in douhUmlealing as two 

And yet - and yet Hometimei'^ a still 
small voice 

Is heard that makes the poopK heart 
i<\)oice 

Stwj a sioiii of htj pence, 

A pvckidftU of n/e. 

Four^atid iwmiiij hUicklnrdi^ ^ 
Baked in a pie 

Ah, yes ! however out joint tho iiin<34i 

There's over help at hand in - ^ur»ory 
lUiymtml 
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[OoTpBlii jiS, IS 


AT THE PI AY I made hiwlmbdomadal reappearance with and a bittock pnd posipg beforo iiar 

m of giving her agricultural liiuta landlady (clever Misa Hb^kn Hayb) m 

A Tail^x^ Blu^. for the management ot her crops and the mother of herBolf. Here siho meets 

It began with a sad piece live-stock. Ho stoo<l at a considerable one of tlje “ boys/' who lias only seen 

of frivolity by Mr, BnitNAni) Shaw, distance and their relations (taken very her hitherto in her war-paint, and (this 
The scene was a sofa at a K(‘a])ort. seriously) were of a pundy platonic being a play) he fails to recognise lier. 
First it acoommodaled a man and order. * Finally t fie dull lover, his To him she reveals l>er secret, well kept 
somebody elso's wife; tlum tlu^ man's suspicions removed, secured the* iieart j from the audience till within a few 
wife And the somebody else ; and con- ■ of the lady (charmingly played by Miss j seconds of its disclosiiro. Then comes 
eluded, fiTun sheer oxhaustioTi, a\tor an 1 Mahgkuy Maudk), and the last "of the' a telegram from her manager recalling 
ensemble (tlie ladies seated, the men | ghost was seen through the wall, about J her to the stage; the dormant passion 
standing) very tedious and tonrmenU. 'to vanish — none know whither— on a | revives; and a swift readjustment of her- 
From platitudes we passed to para- 1 whili^ mare. The best thing in the I self at the toilet-table restores her to 
doxas in the- old manner, with here and I play was the wind, which whistled j tlie twenties. 

, there a good thing. Tliere was a little ' very well indeed. i There is the old blending of tears and 


,thore a good thing. Tliere was a little ' very well indeed, 
fun about a mutual revelation on 
the part of the first couple that 
each was already married. f 
I'ecallthis diversion from a twenty - 
year-old page of FUcijcndo liUdivr 
bin vor he irate, i !'* Icli 
amhF There was s<unc inoj o fiui, 
on a lovvor^ plane, about a man's 
promise to his dead mother ; and 
there was one of those dc^plorahki 
banalities to which Mr. Shaw 
occasionally descends --a joke 
about il/ns. //wh«/a‘ C hristian name 
of ]hit the most typical 

part of the humour was of a more 
ohsciiro pattern, as wlien Mr. 

Sihthorjw Juno said (unless my 
poor head failed mo from diz/i- 
noHs), *'l don’t object to ])eo[)le 
saying T have dope wrong; hut 
1 do object lo their saying tiuit 
what 1 luive done was wrong.” E® 

J daresay this sort of thing is j^L 

well enough on ])aper when you 

can worry it out; hut the si, age, 

as Mr. Shaw knows w(‘ll and 

rejoices in his knowliMlge, is no 

place for the bandying of such 

dark pleasantries. “Stop fool- 

ling,” said somebody, “and let’s ^ 

get to dinner; ” ami this was llu? 

, best thing said. Miss Irknk VANimirciu 





As for movement, the actors, ond (hford). “Thank Hn 


Miss Irknk VANimirciTi {to Mr. T)onald CAi/ninor, Eton 


laughter wliicli we luivo come to 
exj)ect from Mr. BAimiK ; the 
sudden fall from jialluM t()batho.s. 
Jhit ho touclies nothing which 
lie does not adorn with Jiis own 
jierennial freshness, and his play 
just saved the evening from being 
a fiasco. O. S. 


NOTES ON FCJRNlf^illNC. 

Of course if yon are nob in 
tlio “movement” it becomes a 
simple matter. You merely walk 
into What 's-hLs-narne's or the 
Thoroughbred Fiirnisliing Co. 
(after slinking jiast ilie corps of 
geriilemcn-at-arms guarding ilio 
jiurlal), prostralo yoiirtself before 
the iinmaculatoly-diessed Peer of 
the licalm who is lying in wait 
for you bchiiul the third roll of 
cork lino on the left, and buy as 
you arc hid. 

]hit remember one thing — 
wlien l)uying that sadillehag suite 
for the dining room don’t 1)9 i)Ut 
off with imitation ])lushclte; in- 
sist on the real thing— there are 
no jiist-as-goods. . 

And so to Brixlon. 

Put let us suppose you are in 


clition.s. 

bridgf.” 


uro truo to stugo tni- the movement, right in. 


of course, had no cliance; and th(>. ^ afraid you unglit ho Harrow and Cam- Xootingen is no longer for you. 

performance had the air of an ‘ Chelsea has eaten into your soul, 

amateur drawing-room entertainment. The piece was received with the Hampstead is thine, and the Garden 
The piece wa.s received with the polite tolerance due to Sir Arthuk Cities of the plain. Painted milking- 
polite tolerance due to Mr. Shaw’s Pinkro’s repute. stools and bamboo (jasols liavo become 

repute. Then,at last, there came Mr. Paruik’s an abomination. Yours shall be the 

Followed The Widow of Wasdalc Eosaltnd, with Miss Irenf Vaniuhtoh House Beautiful. 

Head, by Sir Arthur Pinkro, a roman- to play it exquisitelv. 11. contained — The painters and paporhangers have 
tic costume “ fantasy ” of an amazing what the other trines had omitted — departed, leaving nothing to remind 
futility, Looking back, I cannot think the illustration of an actual idea. Not you of their odoious reign but a copy 
how I contrived to sit it out. The perlidps a very iiew' one, since the of last night’s “ 2nd extra.” All is now 
•young and comely w'idow, who kept an advanced ago of some of our ever- read3^ Forward the fumed oak for the 
inn, was suspected by an admirer of gi-een actresses lias always been dining-room. How well it looks. No 
secretly entertaining, every Friday night recognised by everybody except them- deep red paper on the walk to fur the 
at 10 P.M., an amorous visitor. With solves and their very young adorers, tongue and retard digestion, but a cool 
mighty rumblings the local mountain But Mr. Babrik, as usual, brought a harmony in green and white. To the 
(Wasdale Head^ ga%’e promise of an nice novelty to the presentment of his north and south may be — there 
arresting pa&turition, but it was the theme. the famous actress, probably are — more desirable havens, 

most ridiculous of mice that emerged, is “ resting ” at an obscure lodging, but so far as east and west are con- 
It was just the stolid ghost of her dressed in sloppy clothes, luigging the cerned-— well, hame is beat, at least 
husband, who, at the blast of a horn, rare delight of filing her full a^(*Horty sA^cordii^ to the motto inseribsdoh tbd 
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ba^m the You have 

done yoar duty, tod less. Do nob lose 
yout tempier with the oaseitient that 
wiU DOt open. Summer is coming next 
yoar, and the wood will shrink. Wait 
and see. 

While waiting, come to the drawing- 
room, and it ’s no ! for tho white wall- 
paper with tho vioux-roBe spolw, and for 
the pea-green carpet and tho i»ink silk 
curtains. How admirably tho polished 
mahogany Rtands out; uiul tho silver 
cup that Uncle Jainrs won at the 
Pod bur/ Fat Stock Show scorns 1o 
have an added value against tlte dark 
rosewood ovormantel. Tho ])rinls in 
their arcliaic frames, tlio old Slu5niton 
writing-table you picked iiji, aro not 
genuine; nover mind, you tiiink tlioy 
aro, and they give tho liglit feeling, 
and feeling is everything. 

Wo are now in the bedrooms. Yes, 
wooden bedstcjids are much })leasantoi 
to tho eyo than brass and iion ones, 
thougTi ..hoy possess none of Ihrso nice 
big cool knobs to suck of a jnoniing 
after a nigbt of pain. To cl< s i tho 
bottom drawer of tbo inlaid drt'ssing 
ebest, lie on ) 0 ur back and us(i botli 
foot. It is much more eiroclive than 
tho wiggle- wogglo action with tl)(' 
liands, and lolunea tbo feoiings. 

Don't, worry about the kitchen. Tho 
maids aren’t iirtb(3 movement, an} liow\ 


TWIN CAKEkUIS. 

fBciiig Jill attempt by a dupriiHstMl Tiinv- 
htudent, after reading very earefully ibrougli 
Ills examination papc'r ;uid roaliKing Iiih in- 
capacity to solve any of the problems ])ut to 
him, to evolve tho life stones of A. and B. 
who are named as tin? principal actors in all 
the irnudents descrihed in thcvscveral questions 
and are invariably the designing or snHering 
iiidividnalH rcferriMl to in the h\pothetical 
circumstmiuujs set. forth.] 

Of all the men I never knew 
Atul ]»oj )0 that I may nev<M’ meet 
The Alessicurs A. and 13. aie two 
Whoso goings-on were hard to boat.. 
Tn complex quarrelsome affairs, 

Were ever lives so rich as theirs ? 

A. stiu’ted as an infant; 13., 

A tailor, claimed of him to pay 
His bill for clotlies (a hixurv ?), 

Which natiiiully nettled A., 

Who thereupfm procured a knih^ 

AuU called on B. and took his lile. 

Vc minimis non curat lex, 

And B. was soon alive again 
And, in a new and gentler sex, 

Alleging loss and mental pain 
From breach of promise. A. it wa 
Of whom tho damage was becaust^ 

B. chose that moment (why ?) to drow n, 

, And A„ who happened thereabout, 
Although he didn't push B. down, 

capful not to pull B. out, 




, 





Coinmlsiiiowi'u ti {to old Uulij who has btrji 

J^DY, AND ski: Tlllii MOST MA11VEL.LOUH ” 

Old Lady. ‘*Oii, auk tiikhk mouk inkuu ? 

MOVING KNOUfill FOK MK, YOU KNOW.’* 


xaiuiniinj all B/r ^duccirdAi). 

\Vi ij., wM.e, 1 'luiNit THiisr Atvic gt nr. 


And Uianked his stars and said, “ ( hu>d- 
bye ! " 

But B. w^as such as do not die. 

When A., supposing twice for all 
He’d ended B., as well ho might, 
Proceeded then to build a wall , 

And block a very ancient light 
(A most expensive form of sport) - 
You guess wdio sued tlio wreUli in tort. 

Trustee, employer, mortgagor, 
Debenture-holder, agent - ilirso 
Capacities and many more 
A. tried, but there were always B.'s 
Who crossed his path and always 
Scored, . . ‘ 

A* died itotestate, bankiupt— bored; 


And di(‘d for good, and 13. W'sw left 
1 1 is t(‘nant (ininy!) in tail, 
Whos(‘ arson, bigamy and theft 
Did for 11 little while pwvaib 
Till, hv a stroke of rightcoai* bite, 
B. cauK' to liar Ins own entilbx 


From a local pap n* : - 


“Tlio inontldy nmotiitg of t,b«* 
BoU^uica) licHsieiy wii* bold at lb.* library 
on ^lomlay whoa Ihv mu iuIhuh; ki aa 

inUimstiag ipjoauiH of tho life lostory 

Ktmriarc uf Brifinh by Mv. 'faaaw 

Mai'tliidalo, of HuiVidv ‘ » 

But it takes a higget and W<ler man 
than Afr. jAMitsw MAUiilftoAiiF, of 
Siavely, to fathom th“ii^ nun#». 
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A CALL TO ARMS. 

I?VKB »ino6 the paetting of the Finance 
(1909-1910) Act, 1910 ; I liavo boon 
exercising myself to discovor a moans 
of humiliating its authors and avenging 
the unhappy faces and Jives of my 
friends. IVo ' yearn I liavo given to 
the task — years of sueJi nttoi- dovotion 
to thought that my J)row is still s<»dden, 
like a wfoherwonuin'H fingers, from Uie 
constant application of cloths, an<l to 
this day I cannot approach a cup of 
blatsk coffee without trembling. 1 ain 
now able to announce that my scheme 
is perfected. I take this opportunity of 
thanking many unknown friends who 
have awaited the result of my laboui's 
with such patient interest, and with 
their kindly syn»paihy cheered mo in 
my moments of djirkness, at times when 
a loss powerful intellect would have 
broken down completely under the con- 
tinuous strain. 

There is one tliijig further I should 
like to say. In puhlisliing rny discovery 
now for the first time, I think 1 can 
fairly claim that the credit is entirely 
my own. If merit is over going to ho 
rewarded, th(3 least 1 can ox])ect, when 
the Consoi'vatives come again into 
power, is the refusal of a peerage ; yet, 
if there is nothing else for it, 1 would 
accept two seats in the Oahinei, for 
myself and a friend. One other thing. 
Josephine particularly asked mo to 
mention that she, for her part, has 
j decided upon the post of female as.sossor 
jto the Divorce Division of the High 
jOourt of Justice, whicli no dotibt could 
I bo arranged; and tliat her young 
brother, Algernon, rather than hang 
about homo after leaving school, would 
prefer a stake in the country as Junior 
Lord of the Treasury -oi* was it the 
Admiralty? 1 fi^rget; 1 believe she 
said Admiralty, because of tlie gnjator 
likelihood of there being money in it, 
with the Conservatives in office again. 
I think that is all, unless I put in a 
good word for a cousin on my mother’s 
side, who as Inspector to the Hoard of 
Agriculture and Fisheries could find 
more opportunities for sport tluiu in 
his presont employment. 

Now to begin at tiio beginning J 
propose to take you back to last summer, 
/.c., August, 1911, when I was lodging 
with Mi'S. Jones at a place by the sea. 
Berhaps you don’t know Mrs. Jones. 
But if you do and have evt>r roiited 
her rooms, you will probably have 
heard from her own moutle a remark- 
able epic, the Oilyssoy of her late 
liusband : how, after a brief but singu- 
larly crowded, matrimonial career, he 
left sundry small pledges on the hands 
'of Ilia widow, thoiiph considerably more 
In the hands of iTis pawnbimkor; how 


none of the former possesses any re- 
deeming feature worth mentioning, 
evil being transmissible through the 
male line only ; and how the buffetings’ 
of fate have reduced her from compara- 
tive affluence to the letting of lodgings 
to handsome young gentlemen at a 
place by the sea. Little clid she dfearn, 
as she was bringing in breakfast one 
morning, surrounded by several small 
demons, somovvliat like those that’ 
appear in the Bacchanal procession on 
the front page of tliis issue, only dirtier,' 
that the eye of the twentieth century 
would soon be fastened upon her. For 
it was then the idea first entered my 
Imad, and led me to w'ondor how much 
there was in it. Did I say breakfast? 
I should have said tea, because I 
remember now that that afternoon it 
was raining. 

Fvory father, of course, will recall 
that j)assage in the Act where it says, 1 
think, that, for purposes of income-tax, 
all j)ersons wdth sixteen children shall 
ho entitled to claim a rebate of £160, 
those again with fifty, a rebate of* £500, 
and so on and so on. Very well; now 
here is the master-stroke, hero is whore 
int(illect tells. I propose that all un- 
married Conservatives — say, roughly, 
six million — should hind tliomselves 
solemnly by covenant to marry the six 
miUio7\ widow's with the largest families, 
before tlio close of the current financial 
year. . . . Friends, in response to your 
repeated and generous cal Is of “ Author ! ” 

1 beg to tluink you for your kind 
applause. Yes, tliat w'ould he a nasty 
one for the Coveriiment, indeed 1 I 
leave you to imagine the cliaos, the 
panic, the utter disruption of forces, that 
such concerted action must surely entail. 
But help is urgently needed. Who will 
help ? One man cannot do it alone. 
As pionefir of the movement, I would 
most gladly, nay proudly, have led off 
the first w idows ; hut JoH(3phine lias put 
her foot dowm upon tliat. Hlio contends, 
I admit wdth some reason, tliat my 
foremost duty, both to myself and my 
party, is to remain unfettered, un- 
liamper^Kl, for the groat work that now 
lies before ino. Does anyone know of 
a bachelor who is prepared to throw 
himself heart and soul into the cause ? 
If so, let liiiu ccmimunicato wdth me at 
once, as it is most important. One 
word tinore. 1 need scarcely remind 
you that in all intrigues of such magni- 
tude little expouBOS mount up so rapidly 
that a sovereign is gone almost before 
the change has had time to get warm. 
It is a delicate matter, and I will leave 
it at that. If there should he a surplus, 
I thought of ‘'applying it to the cost 
of inserting announcements of the 
weddings in the Liberal papers. But 
what a revenge I 


THE WATEB-OOLODR. 

It might have helped to fiU a space 
On some relallon’s spare-room wall ; 
It might have shone in pride of place 
Upon a missionary stall, 

Where Charity — that covers sin — 

Or Hospitality had shed 
The laurels that you yearn to win ^ - 
But, no ! you sent it me instead. 

And, as I scan this curious view, 

It “ furiously gives to think ; ” 

The upper-half is mainly blue^ 

The lower —various shades of pink; 
And none, I ween, should ever name 
' The purport of these mystic tones. 
Wore it not printed on the frame: 

“An Eastern Landscape — Doris 
Jones.” , ; ' 

Bui I, whoso fate it is to know 
The drabness of a desert land, 

Wlio look from out my bungalow 
Across infimties of sand, 

Could wish that you had sojj^it a 
* theme 

. In brae and burn, in tree and turf. 

Or fixed an exile’s fading dream 

Of cloud-swept down, of wind-swept 

For one who’s seen a tropic sky 

And knows by heart its sickening hue 
Must needs admit it ’s white and dry, 
But, Doris, never liquid blue ; 

And as for sand, the beastly stuff 
That gets into your eyes and nose, 

It may be yellow, white or huff, 

But never this ethereal rose. 

And yet I’m glad you didn’t send 
This symbol of a maiden art 
To any caustic critic-friend 

Who boasts a less romantic heart ; 
For he ’d have scanned it with a frown 
And placed it in a bottom -di;awor, 
While I -I '11 hang it upside down 
And call it “ Bunriso off the Nore.” 

J. M. B. 

The Chameleon. 

From a serial in Ihme Chat : — 

“ With » bound tho little Marchosa sprang 
to hor foot. Dashing her cigarotto into tho 
fendor, and gathering her white silk wrap 
about hor, sho stood there, her brown eyes 
growing higgor and biggor. . . . 

“A mist of tears swam in the Marchoea'a 
child-liko blue oyos. . . , 

Should tho Marchesa make any further 
change of eye in the next instalment 
we will announce it to our readers, 

“Cardiff people, who have grown accus- 
tomed to seeing tho Springboks strolling about, 
have boon greatly improssod by their physique, ' 
though they probably do not know that the 
eight forwards who played amnst Monmouth- 
shire on SaturdfW weighed two and a-half 
tons." — Western Mail. 

Eight forwards of 50 stone apiece oould 
impress almo^ anybody. 
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Firsi Worhmmi {<Hsg.usM), “Tiikm hi.tnkin’ fchhinebs comes a Vidnobbin’ wjv hb m tiim 'roous anb 'bt’mws an»>, MimmW, 

THEY CITS TO TOllK ilENOLISll VKHY NIGH AS GOOD AS ME AND YOU, BiM. ; NOT 'AUF, THEY DON’tI" 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

In 'Phe Royal Visit to India (MacjmiijLAn) tho Hem. »Tohn 
Foutnscuk ^ives an animated account of tho expedition of 
Kino (ieoiujk and Qunkn Maky to tho greatest depondemey 
of the Crown. Mr. FonTJ-iKcniK has earned and is still 
earning great renown as the historian of tlie British army, 
and liis Aianativo of the Indian visit is, if a fault maybe 
h intend, nnekdy coloured l>y ])rejndicos engendered by the 
studies in which he has for so long been lionourahiy en- 
gaged. O (/lie faime Ics niilttnires miglit he his motto, for 
he Joses no op})ortunity of exalting tho Indiiin soklieratthe 
expense of the Indian civilian. Ills views, in fact, are 
those of a military autocrat of a Homowluit rigorous ty}) 0 . 
He charges Lord WjiiiavM JkoNTiNCK with having “injured 
tho discipline of the Sepoys still more by abolishing the 
punishment of tho lash in native regiments, in the faco*of 
unanimous advice to the contrary both from Fiuropeans 
and Indian ollicei’s." I seem to I'cmembor that when 
flogging was abolished in tho Jh itish Army military men 
were almost unanimously op])()sod to tlie change. Would 
any of them caro to revert to tlio old arnl brutal system 
now? 

In regard to English liistory as a subject of education 
for Indians, Mr. Foktmscuk evidently regrets tliat he was 
born too late tjp modify the events of the past. “ The most 
eloquent passages in English history and oratory,” he says, 
*‘are those devoted to conflict with Royal authority, the 
dethronement of Kings, and the conquest of what is called 
civil and religious li^tiy ... In any case the classical 
faiciderits of English history do not furnish sound models 
for good citizenship in India.'* Mr. Fobtescuk must have 


heon studying 'The Pious Editor's ('reed in The HtqUm) 
Papers. He sooniH to think that “ libbaty 's a hintl o' thing 
ihet don't agree with” Indians, lu fact they must 
even road about it. May 1 suggest, by tho wa>,’ that it wft#^ 
tho war of tlio Austrian, not, as Mr. Foktuhcuk wiateH,,of 
Spanish, Succession which is rtMiumibeied for tho iMtUies rrf 
Ilottingcn, Fontenoy, t'tc. ? With this slip of his pen my 
faultfindings cease and 1 may conclude by o,ongmtwlating 
Mr. Foutkscuv: heartily on having written a veiv brilliant 
and entertaining record of a nu'inorablo expeiiition and a 
great ceremonial. 

The odd thing about Mr. W. H. MAXWKun is that he 
appears to ])f)ss(^SH two entirely dtslinitt litemry porsimab 
ities. Tiiere is tlie, telliH' of biisk lah-s, not loo probable, 
with pkmty of hustle ami a happy ending, liki> for 

example. Thoni is alsD tho writer who Hpecialiv^cH in clever 
and quite mcMciless ex[)osun‘ <»f ci'rtsm abnormal iVlM^s of 
cluiratiter. Well, in (ieneral Malliud's Shadow fUuTinUN- 
son), both these gifh‘(l authors appi^ar to have co)livborat*ed, 
with a result, as >ou miglit suppose, brilliant hut a little 
disconcerting. I hav(} an impression indtwd of Mt. Max- 
WKLO, tho nflnd-dissector, bursting in upon thn iiih^r one. 
“ My dear follow ,” sfiys he, “ 1 'vo just Uu)ught <»{ a splendid 
idea! Wliat ahrmt an old general, brcdicn and disgraced 
after some incident in a frontier war, living in lonaly 
retirement, and hrootling over it? ' h>oin being a man with 
a grievance he would slowly dex^^lop uionomauia, and thua 
gradually bocoine insane. I5h ? How does that strike ymi 
for a novel, my boy ? ’* Rotten 1 ” Hays the olher^ “ ; 

of course, you could manage to work in a bappf eudmil*"* 
“ I might,” the first answers, “ if you wouWn’t imr^ writing 
that part.” So they set to work, aii4 imned ow(t a hcfcot 
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that for thw50-<iuarter*5 of it is as liauntingly clever and charged with electricity. Yet, fox myeolf, I wiotald never 
(lepreseing as iw i-otkm Wool^ and for the remaining have believed that bo cdininon a mamf«Wltation of weather 
quarter ckmdops into a perfect riot of felicity and senii- oould have such a devasiating effect on the moral character 
ment. But of course it took sorno doing. When the as occui*w iii the case of her Clover Feildhuj. Here is a girl 
Htrikes began at the locnil niiues, atul we were told that the whoso reconl of solf-respi^^ting independence and virginal 
men “ahow^od an ugly IcMuper,” 1 first began to suspect the aloofness has been established over a matter of some J50 
presence of Mr. Virien jMaxwiim., Later, wlien ho took pages; yet suddenly, under the influence of an electric 
Holc command 1 1 conh'ss I gjive myself to his guidance wHh disturbance, following upon an eerie experience of marsh* 
delight, and enjoyed Jiis happy tiaiisforination - scenes to land mists, she returns the passion of a nuiii whom she 
the fullest. In shoi t, a story, y'm/ohsorve, to suit all tastes, does not love, and in the very house of another man whom 

1 adores. J liave a suspicion, possibly unfair to lier, that 

So< UATJCH, the friend and enemy <.)f my youth, was the Mrs, Byno has had certain exceptional traits and tempera- 
very last person f expected to mee^t in a modern novel. Jf jment^ under ohsorvation, and that in transplanting them 
1 liad over conceived the possibility of the m/rnnfrr, it was into other types and environments she lias overlooked 
to liopo tliat it w'ould never occur, since the? atmosphere he jibe change of conditions. But the lest of her characters 
carried with him would necessarily ho so full of hitter are drawn with great piobability, always excoptiug the 
niemorioH as to spoil tlie iiov<»l. Mr. II. or Vrur Htac- \w\ckcA\ Mrs. whose lurid conversation clearly lies (as 

rooiiR has shown me my mistake in 'riui Street nf the FUiir is only juoper) beyond the pale of the author’s experience. 
Player (Miuuiay), the action of w hich takes place in the Headers of Barriers must not be put otT by .the author’s 
year of the first production oC The Froys. 1 have now come leisurely method, relieved by one solitary epmode and its 
to the conclusion that the hrilliaiit and gay, splendid and active results. One is conscious of the enjoyment she takes 

inconsequent (irceks of , _ _ _ in an increased facility 

the classical period must ; n i i « of expression, traversing* 

have been the best fcdlovvs I retraversing the old 

and the most deliglitful I [ VI M | ground wdth a^»T?ni e of 

company in the world. ': ! ■ * ~ * <kdight in her medium. 

'I’o liave attended a little I | ) 1 VLJbHh^ / Her feeling for the beauty 

more at rchool aiul tOj ' i- i marshland that 

have made their pioperl I * / lies between the low tide 

acciuaintiince, when op* ' ! I / and the Norfolk coast 

portunity ofleird, must I B B|| f j has lost nothing of its 

have been to get a mucli I former freshness. It is 

moreaccuvalo idea of the' great pity that a hook 

relative importance of ^^dl of intelligence 

art and commerce, husi* ' C ‘ and quick understanding 

ness jukI pleasure, and to — " ~HW-^ . ^ -r- should he marred by the 

learn to live in the glori- most ({('.solatingyunctua- 

ons present without ^ X i ‘ !: Bor this tlu^ puh- 

W'orrying ov<'r the pin- ^ lisher's reafier must be 

cariouiii' future. But the ^ ^ ^ ... allowed a l>eavy share of 

book is JUJt only a WOllJ J) S WOJIXI.RS, my piMlantic indignation, 

lesson it is a storv (‘f ^ iioscrr.uu.K lUT cahtioi h Pujlatklist rnitMrniXL} \ DisnNouisHr.D . . . _ 

» V . ' . ' loniiv.K’.N rni.l.KrTOit TIIK l»HlVlCK<iK OF OLANCINO AT IIIS I'AMOCS FiTK CCXT 


in an increased facility 
of expre^Ksion, traversing* 
I and retraversing th(* old 
ground wdth e of 

delight in her medium. 
Her feeling for the beauty 
of the marshland that 
lies between the low tide 
and the Norfolk coast 
has lost nothing of its 
former freshness. It is 
a great pity that a hook 
ho full of intel]igenc(J 
and quick understanding 
should he marred l)y the 
most d(',solati ng yu nctua- 
tion. Bor this tlu^ pub- 
lisher's reafier must be 
allowed a l>eavy share of 
my piMlantic indignation. 

Since, for so long a 
time now, not to know 


book is JUJt only a I WOllJ J) S WOJIXBRS. my piMlantic indignation, 

lesson it is a storv ('f' ^ iioscrr.uu.K lUT cahtioi h Pujlatklist rnitMrniXL} \ DisnNouisHr.D . . . _ 

^ ' FOUKK.N COlXliJCTOit TIIK l‘BlVmK<iK OF OLANCINO AT Ills I'AMOCS FlTK Cr.XT f . } 

incident and love, and yalck .t>l 4 , 000 .^ 

the romance of J)iome(l ’ - time now, not to know 

and Niktis is all the more cluirining because one is made to | Mrs. Alkc Twkkdik has been to argue oneself unknown, it is 
feel that in days wlien everyone was inspire<l and none j hardly suqirising that she should have been tempted into a 
plodded it must have been so much more worth while to love t volume of reminiscences. Ixit it he said at once that many 
and be loved. The dialogue is a little disappointing in parts, I greater names have been put to less rcaflable books. Mrs. 
which J attribute to the authors liaving failf^l to catch j Twuuodik’s is called Thirteen Years of a Busy Wonmi Life 
always th <5 spirit of contemporary lumiour. 1 do not caie; (»1 ohn Lanr), and the title has the merit of exactly describing 
to think tiiat old Athens was nuwie to laugh so easily as he j the contents. The notable persons vvlio are at least inen- 
would have mo at times believe. itioned fill nine pages of index, and al>out many of thorn the 


1 w ritor lias some quaint fu' characteristic story. One thing 

The lion, Mrs. Juman Byno, who luis emerged from hcr!y#u w ill note about Mrs. Twrrdik’s lions ;'sliestieinH to have 
mask and puWished a now novel, Barriius (Holdkn and i found them, those of whom she gives personal recollections^ 
IIaudingham), under her ow'n name, oirght to know more jin an amiability which speaks volumes for the chaim of 
about soldiers than I do. Yet I hope that, if I Jiad lost a leg the tamer. Even Whib^tlkh, for example, and W. S. 
ill tlie service of my country, I should he more inclined to (iiLURUT, those formidable monsters, roar jou in thoee 
wave the other one aliout in the ojien than to* shun human pages as gently as any sucking dove. 

SKiciety (my old legiment in particular) and become a But, after all, the chief interest of the book lies not so 
morbidly inti'OHpeetive recluse like her ]\evOf Sonthminstet . much in the great people and events that the xvriter 
One expects a soldier to accept these chancels as part of tlie • encountered as in the revelation it gives of a brave* and 
great game and not develop the hitter cynicism whicli energetic w oman cutting her w ay to success in the face of 
might be excusable in a nuui w hosfMiature had Ixieii wai'jied obstafdes. That lends it a dignity of its owui, and fet 
by a trick of Fate at his birth, or an accident in which his that at least it deserves to l>e read with consideration and 
honour was^^iot copcerued. On another point, too, 1 can respect. Every page of Mrs. Alko Twrbpie’s reooUcctipns 
only very grudgingly how to Mrs, Byno’s judgment. Bbe breathes the content of one who has '‘arrived/* throogli. 
prohtibly knows moio than I do aliout the effect of thunder- her own exertions, and doesn't mind shoAving tllai »tie 
ou the nei-ves of a Avoman whoBe system is highly J appreciates tlie fact. . . , ; > 



fmon, OB THE '/’■■If':; 

r^i 4 Aiiii\^AntA would not; become a Tho proBontatiou of odom to lliiia 

uniwiVAnifi. thQ House of Commons for anything in Islington National lto»nrvists in 1%**^ 

Tub Dutch Go^mment, it is an- the world,” says Miss CHm8tA]iJ&];4 biuy Park on tlio llHh \mt was not 
nouncad fijom tlie Hagu^ has decided Pankhukst. This show of consideration such a success as U wa« IjojiHul H would 
to observe strict neutrality during the for the niembera of that institution is a bo, owing to the fact iluit when Uie 
Balkan war, and an official declaration clover move, and is said to have gained men paraded it was disiw^vered that 
to that effect will be published shortly, for her not a few supporters. the nag Itad been mlslauh Bui for 

This should dispose of the fear that the • this hitch, tho function» We Uudersttuifl 

troops of any of the combatant Powers Mr. G. K. Chesterton has itjferred wont off very nicely, 


CHARIVARI A. 


the nag liod been mlslauh Bui for 
this hitch, tho function» We Uudersttuifl 


Mr. G. K. Chesterton has itjferred wont off very nicely, 
Fleet Street as thfl.t nlorionfl ntreet * 


would be allowed to ambush its enemy to Fleet Street as ** that glorious street 
in Holland, & which leads to Paradise.” Ainusindv 


Holland, which leads to Paradise.” Amusingly What ’s in a name? fiometbmg, 

^ both the Strand and Ludgate Circus apparently, for the auemtloii of the 

The newspaper whicii published a aretakingto themselves the compliment, pianos supplied to the Guildhujl School 


page of photographs tho other , 
day, entitled " The Horrors | 
of War,” caused some offence 
locally by including among 
them the portrait of a dis- 
tinguished Balkan statesman. 

* >;« 

* 

Even graver was the mis- 
take in a provincial journal 
which, in an article on 
Montenegro, referred to the 
“Crown i\* 7 ce Daiilono.” 

lit 

Close upon tho heels of a 
statement in Thi Tailor and 
CutUir, to the effect that tho 
Montenegrins favour tho wear- 
ing of white spats, comes an 
annouuceinerjtin The Evening 
Ncivh that many Oxford and 
Cambridge men are keen to 
go out to the war as dressers 
at a salary of £2 a week. 

*1- 

“I suppose you have a 
camera with you ? ” remarked 
Kino Nicholas to a British 
war correspondent to wliom 
lie had granted an audience ; 
and, on being answered in the 
allirmative, Ins Majesty said, i 
with a he^ii’ty laugh, “Fire 
away!” King Nicholas, who, 
to his regret, was not allowed 
to go to the front, apparently 
thought this was better than 
not being shot at at all. 



of Music was mitotl a 
meotiim of the Court of Oom* 
mon Comuul by CoundiW 
J)ori5;e. Meanwhile we arc 
curious to know wlieiher be 
has the support of colleagoeii 
nanuHl Mifa, Holla, and Ceedo, 

4 ' ^ 

The haml of tho 1st Bat*- 
talion Worcestorshiie Begh 
merit jdaycal lo tho iK)UvidU 
in tho grounds of iNrrklmint 
1 bison the otlmr' Htternoou, 
It is hoped later <m to 
a series of dances with laay 
convietH. 

i'f ^ 

Colonel Keene numtious 
jin a letter to 
I that a friend of his, during a 
' visit to Germany, v\as invited 
to insfiect one of tho local 
National schools, lie asked 
one of tlio hoys w hat he was 
griing to do W'lien he grnsv u]!). 
Without the slightoiit hesr- 
tation the answer omne, ” .1 
liope to help to win Uindem 
foi' the Emperor.” Bufcsumly 
this has hapjictuwl already. 
Unless appearances arc 
deo/optivo in tlio City, the 
average British merehiiiut iu 
now a Gennan. 


_ A (xintemporaiy mentions 

not being shot at at all. I street Vefidor (to lady IobI in dense fog), “ Map of London, Lidy ?** floating ci nematoglraph 

‘ theatix) in Nothorlandn Har- 

One of the rules issued by a certain which each looks upon as a tardy act hour, Capetown, as being Homeihing 
Balkan Power for t^e guidance of war of justice. i of a novelty, hut a coiuj^iany promotov 

correspondents says that such persons ‘ informs us that it is nothing of thesiirt* 

“ may be suspended at will.” Not, we Mr. Harry Lauder, who was to have . jiici.iire palaces Iniing floated in England 
trust, from the nearest tree? played Hamlet next month, stated re- every day. ,, ^ 

IK - * . . _ 


contly that he had never seen or read | 

The traffic problem is becoming more the play. We understand he was most I Mr. L. C. Dookew Ima lieon seleotiKl 
difficult every day. Miss Winifred interests when he heard it was* by as the Unionist candidate for Htrtitford* 
Graham is now recommending persons Shakspbabb, ^ on-Avon. Mr, DooiCF4i was a famous 

who wish to keep fit to revert to tlio i cricketer in his day ami has |)layed iov 

hoop of their childhood, A dramatic journal advertises for sale | IX^rhyshire apd Warwickshii'C. Tins 

the original manuscript of a famous should mean an easy viotcMy for him in 


who wish to keep fit to revert to tlio 
hoop of their childhood. 


We Wt sure that the statement that play by Mr. G. B. Bhaw at £2,000. * a leg-bye-eleotion, 
Mr, Asquith had in a telegram deli- 1 The figure seems a bit high when orie l 
betately refeirM to **My Government ” I reflects that it would probably be pos- 
Wouldj^ve toboiiicori^. The slight sible to purchase for the same sum 


The Kew Arnir • 


Anesugm. sime m purcuase lor ®ne same sum ^ 

to Mr. would have \mn too ongmal, manuscripts of 100 quite fresh *^0 auttanc© oi ^ 

merk^. , plays that have not yet been produced. Ihiiy ^ 
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THE WORKING MIDDLE-CLASSES. 

[With, a word of fcUcitation to tho Faculty on the C^hancklIjOb's 
offer, now being conBiderod by the British Miidioal AHHociation, of an 
additional half-crown, making a grand totul of 8.s. rKit.] 

Wk always saicl his heart was ri^lit ; 

That ho who sworo ho would not flinch 
From tho pro-prolotariato fig^lit 

While there 's a landlord loft to pinch- - 
That, onco you roused# his f^enerous ra^^o, 

Once tho liif^di task was fairly tackled, ho 
Could not refuse a living wage, 

Not even to the Faculty. 

Long time — for it was lioro a case 
Of public money, not his own-- 
Long time ho wore a grudging face, 

Tnen took the following lavish tone: — 

What, sliall our sclieines incur a hitch 
(Like ships, witli gallant tars to man 'em, 

That nist in port through lack of pitch) 

For half-a-crown per (uinuvi ? 

“Is oight-and -sixpence (not),” lie cries, 

“Too large and round a } early lump 
To pay the leech whoso art defies 
Tne pip, tho measle and tho mump ; 

Who wuostles witli bacillus-broods 
Through auimners parolied and blight of chill 
Yules * 

(Tho eight-and-flix. of course, includes 
Two bob, wo 'll say, for pilules) V ” 

Such was his gracious tone, and yet 
It must have cost his lieart a pang 
To bid the expense be bio wed and lot 
A further two-and-six go bang ! 

Would' be have named a sum so tall 
Had not his spies, concealed in ditches, 
Boported on the wherewithal 
Lurking in landlords’ breeches ? 

Hut you, ye Docs., be well rejoiced. 

Not for this paltry extra pelf, 

• But that your lowly craft is hoist 
• Level witli 1 jaboiir’s noble self ; 

Think what it moans, what cause for swank 
(Fill up and clink your medicine glasses ! )-— 
This minim wage, this riglit to rank 

Among the “ working ” classes. O. S. 

La Basse Finance. 

[U in reported thati a Socialist Bank has boon started in the United 
States with Soc^ialiHt dirocitors, ofliciaJs and chent^le,] 

“Tlie People’s Anti -Capitalist Corporation ” is about to 
be floated with a capital of fifty millions. It is promoted 
with tlio object of exterminating capitalists, abolishing divi- 
dends, absorbing unearned increments, appropriating un- 
developed land, and for other largely altruistic purposes. 

Disorder prevailed yesterday at tlio statutpry meeting of 
the “ BroUierliood of Commercial Honesty.’^ The assets 
wwe divided after a severe rn^ih'e. 

Metropolitan Coppers remained idle. 

*« BlBMl NO flAM ARCHTTKCTUKK. 

Views of Loud Mayor.” 

4 Daily Mail, 

The whole* object of urban architecture, as wo understand 
it, is that th©r© sliould be a good view of the Mayor 
from every window. 


JANE EUPHEMIA. 

“ Fhancesca,*' I said, we live in stirring times." 

“ Now I wonder," said Francesca, “ whether I have ever 
heard or read that remark before. Somehow, do you know, 
it seems just faintly familiar. Perhaps it was in Milton or 
Chaucer. Yes, I think it must have been in Chaucer.'’ 

“ Francespa,” I said, “you are pleased to bo light-hearted. 
But I r(?peat it: wo live in stirring times.” 

“ Well,” said Francesca, “ I admit they do stir. I 'vo 
noticed it myself.” 

“ 1 was speaking,” I said, “of tlio war in Turkey,” 

“And I,” said Francesca, “was speaking of the house- 
maid. She has given warning.” * 

“Given warning?” I said. “Now why has she done 
that ? ” 

“It was a desire to bettor herself tliat led her to tho 
dreadful step.” 

“Bettor liorsclf!” 1 said with scorn. “Bettering is of 
the .spirit; but she desires more money. The woman is a 
base materialist.” 

“And,” said Francesca, “tho worst of it is she doesn’t 
know it.’' 

“ But she ought to know it,” I said. 

“ Well, you go and tell her. Bhe will, of courg^ protend 
not to understand you, or she will say she ’s got to make 
her living ‘*same as everybody else, and if she don’t look 
after herself nobody else will, and then whore 'll she bo? " 

“ And this,” I said, “ is what England is coming to I " 

“ Pooh,” said Francesca, “ do you suppose this is the 
only country wlioro housemaids leave their places? They 're 
doing it in FVanco and Germany at tho rate of a hundred a 
minute, and as for America, it is just one gigantic universal 
warning, only, of course, they call it something glse and 
pronounce it much better. Anyhow your sacred comfort 
won't be disturbed. You won’t notice the change. I’ll 
undertake to say you don’t even know tho housemaid’s 
name.” 

“Oh, Francesca,” I cried, “how you wrong mo! Not 
know the housemaid’s name ? IJor name, of course, is Jane.” 
“ Her name,” said Francesca, “is Euphomia.” 

“No, no,” I continued with growing enthusiasm, “her 
name is not Euphomia. No liousemaid’s name w^as ever 
Euphomia. ” 

We shortened it to Eflic, ” said Francesca. 

“Nonsense,” 1 said, “ you shortened it to Jennie." 

“ No," said Francesca; “ wo lengthened it to EflF. " 

“ Your levity," I said, “ does not excuse your ignojanco. 
Talk to mo about housemaids j indeed I Wliy, whenever I 
go to my dressing-room in the course of the morning to 
fetch a handkerchief, I And a housemaid there. " 

“ And how do you deal with the intruder ? ’’ 

“ In the only way, '’ t said. “ 1 smile pleasantly and say 
“ Don't move. 1 have only come for a hoot.’ ’* 

“ A handkerchief,’^ suggested Francesca. 

“ It is sometimes a boot," I said. “ At any rate I say 
‘ Don’t move. I have only come for’ — whatever it may be." 

“ It might ho a guitar or a suit of armour. You do open 
up possibilities." 

“But," I went on, “before the words are out of my 
mouth or the smile is off my face she has always vanislioci, 
leaving behind her a duster, a brush arid a dust-pan." 

“And," said Fraricesca, “if you would only put your 
hoots on when you dress, and remember your handker- 
ohief " 

“It is because I rememhor my handkerchief," I inter- 
rupted, “that I meet her." 

“If you would only forget to leave your handkerchief 
upstairs, these contredemps would not happen." 
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THE SPLIT. 

Tiiuldhttf SuO'iaqeitc, “1 hav, riUHSt” (with intensitu), “ aiiu you a rKTH oii a Tank?" 


“No coni) etc nip I said, “ could possibly bo sbortcr.” 

“ i3iit ilio work is iniorrupted ; and if your room weren’t 
proper^ tidied who would be blamed? " 

“Not you, J^rtincesca,” I said \varmly. “ Never you. 1 
should mention the inatt-or to you and you would mention 
it to Jane, and Jane would then remember where she had 
loft her duster, her brush and her dust-pan. There would 
1)0 no blaming of anyone,” 

“ And that, ” said Francesca, “ would bo very unjust, for 
tho whole fault was yours.” 

“ Francesca,” I said, “ I do not like this readiness to 
accuse. It is utilike your frank and generous nature.” 

“ And you call that argument,” said Francesca. 

“ No, Francesca, I do not, and 1 should scorn to do it. 
Let me, however, continue my life-story of a housemaid. 
Francesca, why do housemaids frequent passages? I 
swear to you that 1 have never gone along a passage any- 
where without finding a housemaid in it on Jior knees. 
Once, when I went on a deputation to the Homk Secretahv, 
I saw one in that attitude in tho Home Office. It was a 
pret^ little touch of nature in a Govormnont department.” 

“ Government departments,” said Francesca, “ want as 
much cleaning as everything else.” 

“ Much more ; they are more important places, and they 
attract moite dust. But after what I have said, dare you 
accuse me again of being ignorant of iiousemaids ? 

“ No/* said Francesca, “I dare not ; and what is more* I 


entrust you from this niomcuit \Mth I he imnuigenient atul 
control of all housiunaids in this lious(\” 

“Francesca,” I declared, “this is too uuu'.h ” 

“ No, dearest,” said Fmnc(w*a, “ it is n<it enough ; but 
such as it i.s 1 olTor it to you. 1 am now going out. 

Ell p hernia ” 

“ Jane,” I said iirndy. 

“ JaneEuphemia wiil ho liere in two minutes lo settle hef 
affairs. I leave her to you ; ” and with this nhe actually 
went out at the door. 

“I shall raise htu’ wages,” I shouted after her. 

But on second thoughts 1 went out tlirough Iho gaitlou 
window. I do not know what happened tt> Jane, C. L. 

Matrimonial Happinesa. 

“ Bi'iTs can fly very fiiHt, and for a lunjii tiiiio, without taknifl any ro»t, 
Thoy can Ktn; a preat diHLancc, and when lluiy are away Imm their 
wivoM they fly iij' in ilm air, and look lor tho dirootionof tlndr habita- 
tions,” — Wexford VcopU. * 

Even after tl inner they can haidly boar to wait a moment j 
before joining Ibe ladies. ^ 

First Steps to Fan*Athtrism. 

“ With him, as with no nmny otliorrt who have for 

jihiloaophera in their day, U pnmur *»« . 

Ariiclfi on IlouBsean 4n “ 'J7u« JW.'* 

Once you got ovor the segstivc» you can 
anything. * 
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FROM MY BALKANY. 

By WiTiUAM Thk Tuukx. 

(A li&markahh AriicU of Intimate and 
Excltmve Knowledije,) 

It i» exooe<linp;ly fortuiuito for iny 
good friends, the news-Joving I^nglisli 
public, that 1 have so much time 
in the Balkan KtaU^s. 1 mig^nt so 
easily fiave gone some vs hero else. IjcjI 
me, as concisely as possible consonantly 
with the acquisition of a living wage as 
a journalist, tell you some 
(althougli l)y no means all) 
of the things 1 know. For 
to tell all would bo to be- 
tray the coniuience of very 
august persons. 

It is not within the 
scope of the prestuit arti(‘!c 
to (liflisuss the vc^xed (|ueH- 
tion of MiKjedonia, a quer- 
tinn which the King ( f 
MoN'rKNKOHO once do- j 
dared to ujo ba(l only he hi 
properly taindeintoixl l)y 
one Englishman the late 
Mr. (ita\i)HTONn. I doubt 
if tlicro is now, beyond 
ruysolf, a living diplomat 
in tiui whole world who 
has coniplehdy grasptxl tlu’ 
question. On oru^ of the 
many visits I have paid to 
the Balkans 1 waseharg('(l 
bv the Fonngrj (Mlice to 
have audience witli the 
various rulers and endea- 
vour to obtain from them 
their piirsonal views ujion 
the best sottloinont of the 
Macedonian trouble. I 
asked the King of Montic- 
NKciuo if he would allow 
his son, Prince Miuko, to 
become nilor of Macc 
donia, but Uis Majesty 
.gave a flat refusal, obsoi*v- 
ing in epigrammatic verse : (i 


bywH)rd there. “Peter Pan/’ I call him, I need hardly that I have respected 
and he calls me his “Truex” Bill. If his wishes, for Old Christmas Carol, aS 
you visit Belgrade under the wing of a I call him, is a find fellow. Kino pKn-i 
diplomat ^or, bettor still, a diplomat’s dinand, or “Twodn-the-Bush.” as J 
charming wdfe— you will soon be in a call liim when we are alone, is not sej 
veritable vortex of gaiety, for all tire popular as ho might be ; but personally 
legations entertain lavislily. When I find him very affable and as an ento-| 
the war is finished Hervia will he mologist he is above reproacir. i 

a popular countr y for tourists, and But I suppose that my dearest friend 
Ribarska, a health resort, will rival among these warring inonarchs ii^ 

I Biarritz, the King of which, by the Nicholas of Montenegro (or Black 


way, is <mo of my oldest friends, as 8ir Mountain). J shall never forget my 
hiDWAun (iuKY will tell you any day first ten minutes in Cettinje. 1 arrived 

after dark at the primitive 



Jones {inspecting hdginffs). “Of course there’s a batu?“ 


little hotel, and had do*^ 
livored some official dis-j 
patefiofl I had brought 
from home to tiie British 
Minister, when, wliile re- 
moving the dust of travel 
in my room, a loud knocl^ 
cajuo at the door, and there 
entered a genitleman in 
scarlet coat embroidered 
with gold, l)hiOi^>roeches; 
white felt gaiters, and d 
perfect arsenal of weapons 
in his l)elt. lie saluted 
gravely and liado me wel- 
come in Montenegro id, a 
language which fortun- 
ai('iy 1 know pcu’fectly. 
Neeci I add that it was 
the King ? Since when 
we have hetm like brothers, 
and lie lots me call him 
Nikki-Tikki with impun- 
ity. Still 1 must confess 
that now and then 1 have 
found his tendency to drop 
into verse in my praise a 
little trying. l*rose is best, 
as tiie Kmporor Mi;nklik 
once remarked to me at 
Addis Abeba. 

{To be discontinued in 
oiir next.) 

“ Scjccerhas iiuiob to rocom- 


“ Mihko miuhing iimlloc'lu) Landlcu 

t)t«Har do bollo (4alhco.’’ 

King, Pkteu of Servia and Kino 
Fkudinand of Bulgaria both suggested 
the appointment of an Fiiiglish Prince, 
whose identity I must not disclose. 
.But when the personage in question 
was approacheil he polittdy declined 
to rule over such a disturbed and dis- 
tixussod state, a diplomatic secret which, 
I believe, has never before been pub- 
lished, and which show^s how Great 
Britain has constantly endeavoured 
to establish peace in what has wittily 
been called tlie “ powder-magazine of 
Europe.” 

Btrt to couio to the States themselves. 
Servia, I think, n ost interests me, and 
my intimacy with King Peter is a 


iy. “On, NO, Sir; tain’t an ’ydro, Siu.“ 

you like to ask him. King Pktbu 
informe<i mo that he had visited every 
Spa in Europe without finding relief, 
but on trying Eibarska lie was imme- 
diately cured. 1 may add that I hold 
an honorary commission in the Kibarska 
Spalii^i. The uniform is superb. 

Now for Roumania. in my ignor- 
ance when I first visited that country 
] classexl it as a Balkan state imtil 
King Cakol of Bouinania, as I sat 
with him one day on the horse-hair 
sofa in his private cabinet in Bucharest 
with my arm round his neck, rebuked 
me, saying : “ Please do not ever refer 
to us as lining a Balkan people. We 
have nothing in common with them.” 


mend it. EBBoiitiaUy a game 
of speed and skill, it does not 
require unusual wcMght and Rirength , like rugby , 
thus being o^)eu to any fairly gexxi Bwimmor; 
it also tends to develop good watermanship 
and endurance.” — Chicago Daily News. 

The rains of September have been 
exaggerated in America. 

“A strange visitor to our shoes has boon 
found ... ill the Hha|>e of a huge basking 
shark.” — Glasgow Evening CitUem. 

W’e would not be in the writer’s shoes 
for a good deal. 

" Important Notice. — M supplies 

all ClaaBOR of Domestic Servants witi^ood per- 
sonal characters.” — Advt. in “ The Times.'* 

We wondered where some of them got 
their good characters from. 
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Misircss {to new butler). “ Oir, Jamkr, I found this bowd cmrrKD and ciuckkd in tjih pantuv rms afteunoON/* 
“T am not tiik cumuT, Madam; 1 AEFA’ii chips nor cracks. Whrn 1 nnRAKs I fmabiieb VTTKUbY .^' 


STILL ARMED. 

OK, A LITTLK WARM NO TO ONE LATELY BKTROTllKD. 

\ou say tJuit vi'iij^oanco is a swoofc carouse, 

And 1 was ruLhless over my a Hair, 

Harpififj on Tliesl^lis (io-day my spouse). 

Then come on, IMiomas, squat in tluit arm-chair; 
Take out your pipe ; 

Iloro are the matches ; tell me what’s her type? 

Blue eyes or dark ? and where you met her hrst, 

And how your ituho acquaintance swelled to love; 
When did the manly declaration hurst 

Forth from ypur hps ? The gown she wore was dove, 
The moment dawn ? 

Charming (a sigh, a sigh, Tom, not a yawn !). 

I wall remember liow 1 bored you stilf 
Night after night amid the smoke-cloud’s whirl 
With my young raptures. It was on a cliff, 

Was it, when you said “ Dearest,” to tlic girl? 

She seamed in doubt ; 

You pressed your vantage and put fears to rout. 

There's my brave Thomas! Do I know her name? 

Simpson. Yes, it is a heavenly sound. 

Your life seems different since this sreat thing came. 
Yon the pavements like enchant^ ground. 

, Wfeen^s it to be ? 

Not s^ed just at present ? Deary me. 


Ij(it ilio slow liands droop roinul the clock to I'J; 

I am your servant, heljiless iu my pew ; 

Deep in the pockets of yom bonom delve, 

J-)rag out her })hot()grnpb, which does not do I 

.Tustieo, of com HO, I 

To one so lovely , h't your voice grow IioiUmC, i 

But get it over, gei it off* your chest, 

In one long sitting; if you c.omc again, 

You shall not find me vanquished aiul supprossevl^ 
IVopping my weary (lyelids op(3 with pain ; 

T shall kIiow fight, 

1 shall indeed; the matrimoniH,! plight 

Is not defenceless , listen to my words. - 
You might su]>pi)He tins mimgre httl(‘. fiat 
I No hotter than a seore wliere I iomk in herds; 
j But oh, how wrongly I When you crosseil the that 

You ent(M’('.<l plumh 
Into the hJest realms of J'ilysiunu 

Bother yo!ir old Miss Sinqisou ; nay, resume; 

Hut, if you come again, upon my lif<\ 

You shall hear all about our drawing-room ; 

You sliall ht? shown tho larder by my wdfi' ; 

Thomas, by Jove, ^ 

1 shall expound to you the kitchen Ht»>vel EvoK* 

“ Wc want an BngliKh toaebnr to live in the ll<aeu from 

I to p.m. *^— iyiRsnos Aires JSllmuiard. * 

The appointment is not sufficiently pemmij^^nt to t^pt m 
acixws the Atlantic. 
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NEWS FROM THE FRONT 

[As WO drink it in through our daily paper] . 

CHEAT TUEKXSH VICTORY. 
100,000 Servians Captcued. 

Turkish Dklioht. 

(From our Special Correapomleni at 
the Back.) 

' I 

CoNHTANi'iNoiMJ’;, Mouilay. 

A GREAT Turkish victory at Tsz^kuv 
is oftlcially announced luiro. 10(\000 
Servians aro repoited to luivi^ tmon 
captured. Tiie town is rejoicing at the 
news. , \ 

Some idea of the iiiagnitudo of the 
conflict in progress may ho gjithered 
from, the thlegrain wliich wo print 
above from onr special coiT-ospondont. 
It seorns that no less tlian 100,(100 
Servians have been coinpelle<l to lay 
down their arms. To view' ihis in its 
proper perspective tlio nnidor should 
study the following list of 

HISTORIC SITRKENDKRS. 


Tuffkuv 100,000 Servians. 

Plevna (1877) 44,000 Turks. 

Sedan (1870) 83,000 French. 

X71m (1805) 83,000 Austrians. 

It is apparent at once that the 
Servians have ' sulTercd a disaster of 
tlie first magnitude. 

CiREAT SERVIAN VUTOUV. 

100,000 Tithks Cai'tukeo. 

Servian Rejoicing. 

(From our Special Correspondent at 
the Jiack.) 

Beiajradk, Monday, 

A groat Servian victory at Tszgkuv 
is officially announced here. 1(X),000 
Turks aro ro])oi’ted to liave h(‘on cap- 
tured. The town is i-ejoicing at tlie 
news. _ 

Some idea of the innnonsity of the 
strife in progress iiuiy he gathered from 
the important tek^gram w hioli we print 
above from our owm correspondent. Jt 
appeal's that no less than JOO.OCK) Turks 
have been forced to hoist the white flag. 
To view this in its proper perspective 
the reader should study the following 
remarkable list of 

HISTORIC SURUENDKUS. 

Tasgkuv 100,000 Turk*. 

, Tangkuv (101^ 100,000 8erviatis. 


Plevna (1877) 44,000 Turks. 
Sedan (1870) 83,000 French. 
Vim , (1805) 88,000 Austrians. 

It is clear that the' Turks have 
' suffered a disaster almost unparalleled 
in history, ^ 

OUR SREOftAL MAP Of THE WAR APPEARS 
ON P.,a REAOERa SHOULD CUT IT OUT AND 
PLACE IT WITH PTME TWENTV-ONE OTHER 
MAPS OPTHE WAR THAT WE HAVE PUSUSHED. 


BITI/UH7AN8 ADVANCE. 

200,000 Turks in Waiting. 

From our special Miss in Balk 
HELVETIA KENT. 

The Bulgarians are officially reported 
to h(^ advancing. 200.(X)0 Turks are in 
waiting for them at Vrmitzi [? \rkitzi] 
— Helvetia Kent. 

The news sent to us this morning 
hy our special correspondent, Miss Kent, 
i the first woman war correspondent that 
has (wor been at the hack, will give our 
n^aders some idea of the huge propor- 
tions of the struggle now in progress. 
Miss Kent tells us tliat a defending army 
of 200,000 Turk.s is drawn up at Vrmitzi 
(? Vrkitzij preparcwl to resist the pro- 
gress of the attacking anny. What 
this means is liest realised wdion w^e 
consider tho defensive forces at the 
disposal of the invaded country in other 
historic conflicts. 

In the historic Etrusco-Roman war 
iJio defensive army in the first stages 
of the conflict consistetl of 3 Romans, 
viz: Horatius Codes and two others. 

In the Gneco-Persian war the first 
defensive measures at Tliermopyla^ 
w ore entrusted to Leonidas and his 300 
SjiartauH— a total of 301 altogether. 

TJiose vemarkahle figures are host 
grasped if put out in tabular form : — 


C\)untry on 'IVoops at 
' Defmisivo. itsdispOKJil. 

Etrusco-Boman Borne 3 

OrsBCO -Persian Greece 301 

Turko-Balkan Turkey 800,000 

It is immediately apparent that this 
is one of the greatest wars in history. 


GRAPHIC CDMAIENTt^. 

{Our daily vivid article hy the famous 
ambidextrous pen - and - sirordsvtan, 
“ Venya Lniesynan.'') 

For full ilnee w^eks the “dogs of 
war" have been loosml, and ^efc a 
sliroud (“of thoughts," as Byron, 
ligliter in an earlier Eastern struggle, 
said) hangs over the aiea of opeiuiions. 
Tlirough tiio “misty morn" of old 
Autumn there seems to come to us, 
“ like a tale of little meaning," the 
slow -dropping notes of battle; as it 
might he the rattling of .some heedless 
ureliin who draw’s his huop-stiek across 
the area railing. Ho Bella, horrida 
hella " pui'iSues its stark way, nor heeds 
the "dull moan of women. “ Bella,” 
verily “ inairihus detestata.” 

To get to busines.s, however. Once 
more there is no definite new's from 
' the front, and the position of the vivid 
writer wrlio Jms to deliver a column of 
w ords — “ litera s^ripia^ manet ” — upon 
nothing, is pitiable. That the war 
correspondent should be muzzled, his 
I “ occupation gone,** is of small account. 


** War’s glorious art *' denmnds it ; so I 
even old Paul Kruger knew. “ ®ie 
art of war,” said Napoleon, “ is to mis- i 
lead the enemy ” — Austerlitz had not | 
else been Austerlitz. A press telegram 
may go from the Bulgar line at Kirk 
Kihsse to Carmelite Street, and back to 
the Turks at Kirk Kilisse; ‘twere as 
wise to entrust a secret to a woman. 

Thai there should be no news from 
the war cwrospondent, then, is one 
thing; hut that there should be no 
official new's is another. For this is to 
rob the vivid pon-and-sw’Ardsman of 
his bread ; it is to make a mock of the 
graphic commentator. A thing beyond 
forgiveness. 

Meanw^hile the Turk is still the Turk. 
Indomitable stands the Crescent. 
By tlie narrow pass of [fill in later) 
])our “ tlirough slaughter to a throne ” 
the mighty armies of tlie invader; 
lieneath the frowning lioights of [con- 
sult w’ar map] are marshallMd the sullen 
hosts of the Cross; in the plains of 

f 1 rings out the “brazen throat 

of war"; what time tlio Mussulman, 
grim and j)atient,bow\s his head in prayer 
to Allah. Then, his orisons over, leaps 
he upon his mighty steed and tlmnders 
into the fray. Well, an lie must fall, 
let him take one liandshake from 
an old soldier of a nation who stood 
his comiade on tlio bloody snows of 
Russia. Will ho, nill lie, this bo his 
epitaph : Than the Turk no braver 
gentleman ever hutcliored a wTiman or 
burnt out a village. 

ether War New s on pp. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 
(>, 7 and 8. A. A. M. 


[ “Do good by stealth and blash to find 
it fame.” 

The Standard lias publislied a photo- 
graph (not a snapshot, ap])arently, but 
a posed group) wdth the heading, “One 
good turn a day,” and, below, the 
legend : — “Mr. Frederick Townsend 
Martin, an American millionaire, and 
uncleof the Countesj^ of Craven. Priding 
himself upon doing one good turn a 
day he yesterday redeemed from pawn 
blankets and underclothing belonging 
to a poor woman in the East End, the 
mother of a numerous family. Mr, 
Martin is show^n leaving the pawn- 
shop.” We notice in the picture that 
the philanthropi.st’B left hand, almost 
concealed, is in a position from which 
it cannot get a view of his right hand. 
We take this to be symbolic of his 
desire to hide his good works from 
the public ; and we are confident that 
ho imares our shocked astomshment 
at the way in which these things 
into the press. i 
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accounts delightfully 

BENDERED. 

I HAVE fliscovered a new Shop —or 
rather Stores'— \vitli a most ingratiating 
I way of composing its hills. Not that 
any process (except a piTmatnro and 
i miraculous receipt stamp) coiiltl imike 
a hill essentially and an fond other 
than what it is — a detestahio thing, 
l^nt since apparently there must be 
hills it is pleasant to got tluun made 
readable noj onl) on the chance of dia- 
cov(iring an arithmetical inexactitude, 
hut for th(3ir own sake as — more or 
less- -ditorature. 

As a rule I do not look at hills. 
What I see of tliern is a linger figure 
rc^presenting the gross total of a great 
nurnher of them ; but, chancing to 
glance at one the other day, u\y oyo 
met the following item : — 

1 Piirtridgo that liiis boon hun^ bmg 
to ho Knitablo for Suiulay 
lunoh . a/0 

“Why all this?” 1 asked of the 
ohfitelaine, “ Yc's,” she replied, “isn't 
il, odd? They always repeat in> words 
in their bills." “ And how long have 
we been dealing there?” 1 asked. 
“ About throe weeks,” she said. “ And 
you nov€3r told me!” 1 remonstrated. 
“ In this grey world, you never told me. 
Let me see sonje other specimens, 1 
implore you." 

She brought tlu^m, and I was 
charmed. 1 lead ^ 

1 dozen iibsolutol y now-laid of'gs, witli 
the datoH logibly on tbo.ni, brown for 
choice ‘2/- 

atid 

1 really lender duclding 
(the last wasn't), 

and 

A shoulder of Welsh mutton just large 
onougli for four persons Hj2 

Such bills as these are not only re- 
minders of wliat you owe, Init of what 
you wore. They are biographical. 

“ Splendid,” 1 said. “ Now, we will 
leally put tlieiii to the tost.” So wo 
drew up au order wliich, among other 
things carefully described, inclinled “ a 
pork -pie, about 2 11 a+., not the kind with 
crust likt 3 plaster of Paris, but a soft 
short crust into wliicli the flavour of 
the meat has found its way." 

“There," I said, “that will beat 
them," But I was wrong. When the 
bill came in, in a neat clerkly hand on 
the blue paper was written, without 
the faintest sign to indicate whether the 
writer 'was a Jmmorist or a machine, 
this item ; — 

1 pork-pie, 2 lbs., not the kind with 
crust like plaster of Paris, but a soft 
short crust, into which the flavour 
of the meat has found its way .... 2/i 

Who would ever ohoose to deal any- 
where else ? 









I 'i/r/ 'V 




“Mi'llo! That's a mck i.ti'im'. ukari' " 

“ WkI.I.-HUKU, too. bin’s (iOT TWO I'l.ASVS, 'lllOloIl 
‘‘Hah iiK? Moiu*; mio'. a ih noai.ow.” 


IN CAMKUA. 

NAiK’iKsrs by his woodsido wdl, 
Plnchanied b} the matchless gra (‘0 
And heiauty of his mirrored face 
And yielding to some amorous spell, 
in love with his own likemess fell ; 
His trngic end let others tell. 


A photo hangs beside my chair, 

Just done by Blank of Baker Street ; 
K pretty girl with smile so swtH)t 
Tliat, wore I but a imin, 1 swear 
1 'd venture all a mortal dare 
To wdn a maid so witching fair. 

That photo 's me ; I ’m forty-eiglit ; 

I can’t conceal that teeth and hair 
Have seen renewals and repair ; 

My figure, too, betrays its date, 

For, though I wage grim war on weight, 
Yet nature *s hard U> subjugate* 


I T1u(H 3 luMiuty special islH or more 
; Have failed to clarify my siun 
i Ov che(‘,k m\ too rcxjuiulant chin; 

1 <*oimt ]ny \v» inkles h> tin* st'oi'e ; 

Vet, liketluit ardent youth of yott% 

My lovely liktu K»hH I adore. 

" noM(b) .shot and hbcU. (icnamls (Ifanvlcf 
aiid Fta ni»r will til Unttuar baa vy toll.^*- Hperiut 
< 'ntrcf^pifudrnt <»/ “ The Pali Mail (hMidh*' ai 
('tmatantmople. 

Wtt have always disliked' these aflkvtrs, 
and wo make a ptunt of going into 
winter-quarU^rs till (JoneralM Gum and 
Guillet are aVailahle. 

Our Berfin. 

“The Ci)Uiitcs« of WarwaK 
to the tenants of her astatni» in Tak%, Can- 
field, and Tliaxtwl, ahe hi 

them Hold by auction / * -t Abt hesher Oihnrdim , 




MR. rUNCirS A, 

THE WAR. 


Cor*:, FainouB for his Bervicns as a 
rocriiitin^4 oflicor, in whicii capacity ho 
has trebled the forces of Al. Koko- 


THE COAJMON ENEMY, 

In view of the number of wars in 


FuBTHEtt dovolopmonts the 

dosirabiiity of the following supple- 
mentary list of places and personal itii's 
that have leapt inU) prominence in 
connection with the war in tlie 
Balkans : — 

Famous Franro-British 
frecdancer, eye-witness and crusadtu-. 
Soo The J\ lil. G. for 2012 a.d. for his 
account of the present struggle. 

Cadbuey, William. --An alias of the 
famous Albanian chieftain Kokovitch, 

Cakmklite lIoiTHE. — Ileadquavtois 
of tho Bcare-liuei's of the North Boa. 

Cow, CArTAiN, Notorious guerilla 
^cavalry leatlor in the seiwicAi of the 
famoim Pacificist chieftain, AI. Koko- 
vitoh. . 

Gabvik PASIljLA. — Worid-ronowned 
strategist and war-lord. , Tho only 
man whom tlio Okbman Empeuok is 
afraid. Has%Uper8eded Olausewitz and 
Von der Qdlis. 

Joh, Ow. — Banowned guerilla leader 
acting as second-i^-j^mmand to Captain 


vi toll’s retainers. 

IjINKSmvn. - -Chief 6f tho Afilitary 
Staff of the Carinelit,e Army. Known 
by his intimates as “ Jleadlinc.snian." 

Queux, W. Lk. - ( Champion revolver- 
shot and confidential adviser to all 
crow ned heads. 

Sl’KNDEii, (lENEUAii Aleked. — C om- 
mander- in -chief of tho Eagshot Divi- 
sion. 

Titchikoff, Lii tle. Famous Kout- 
so-Vlach leader am I step-daneer. 

Yaii.r, A. — Renowned expert in 
tho flight of missiles, trajectory, &c. 
Descendant of the Vailes of Tempe, 

Yovno, FuiSon.- Famous humani- 
tarian commentator. Decorated by tlie 
King of Itai^y as tho greatest living 
masior of Italics. 


<‘Hot 

“Mr. Quinnmgborough’H rendering of ‘My 
r.pc* was, pathetic in tho extreme aud it is 
liop^l he will make his monologues more 
tropical in the future as there is ample scope 
for it just now/’—** Jnde^SimV* 

a reemi the^ricalpi^/orfm^ in Cokmho. 1 


which tlie Otioinan Empire has l>ecome 
involved, the following special Army 
Orders are about to bo issued at 
Constantinople : - 

(1) In future, all military recruits 

will bo requested to state against wbicli 
country they prefer to light. Preference 
will be given to those having personal 
grievances against one or more of the 
coalition. * 

(2) Distinguished service in the field 

will be rewarded by a new method of 
promotion. If, for instance, a man 
should show particular valour against 
Montenegro, he will be promoted to clo 
service against Servia, and if he should 
again distinguish himself against the 
last-named ho will he honout'ed by a 
permit to fight against the Biulgarians* 
TMs scheme of promotion does not 
embrace the Hellenic Department. 
Those who distinguish themselves 
against tlie Greeks will have to go on 
distingcishing themselves against the 
Greeks. ^ ^ ^ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(EXTttAOnaD FROM THB DiAHT OP ToBY, M.P.) 

Jfouse ^ Commms, Momlay, October 
2L— To T. W. RusBKiiiii came one mo- 
inont of pardonable pride. That it 
chanced to be illusory did not detract 
from Rpasm of rare exultation. On 
his le^'8 replying to string of inquiries 
with respect to rocout outbreak of 
cattle plague in Mullingar. One touch 
of foot-and-mouth disease makes Mr. 
(ifNNi'Hiii and Haukv Chaiuhn kin. 
They “fake it” in directly diflering 
ways; converge in attack on 
Phkkidknt of Iuihh lloAun op Auiti- 
ouLTUjiK in respcict of his dealing with 



BKJ GAMFi HUNTlNd-PHKNOIMFNAF 
1U(1! 

Ninetoisi catUo, thrmo pigs mid one gdiit to 
Mr. T. W. Russki.l. 

the inattor, T. W., making vigorous 
response, incidentally roiriarkod, “The 
number of animals being slauglitereid 
to-day is nineteen cattle, three pigs 
and one goat.” 

Here broke in a ringing obeer. 
Htarted from Ho uelios below Clangway 
on Ministerial side; taken up by crowd 
above Gangway ; echoed from Irish 
camp. 

Slight flush mantled coimtenanco of 
Viok-Prpibident. J looked round cheer- 
ing crowd with kindling oyo. Pleasant 
to meet, howsoever tardily, with appro- 
bation approaching boat of enthusiasm. 
Perhaps a little odd that the particular 
sentence just uttered should lead to un- 
wonted outburst. Since he held present 
office had said many more pointed 
things received with chilling silence. 
Whether it was the three pigs or the 
one goat, or peradventure the combina- 
tion, that in some mysterious way 


touched chord of emotion in habitually 
stony breasts, he didn't know. Too 
well pleased to make inquiry. 

As he paused awaiting subsidence of 
the stoi’in of cheering, beHUiinc conscious 
of someone approaching from behind 
Spkakeu'h Chair. Half turning ho 
recognised the Phemtkh, hack at his 
post after long abHcnco consequent on 
illness. 

All a mistake about the doomed goat, 
tlio three pi'cdostined pigs and oko the 
nineteen fated fat stock. The swift, sud- 
den outhurst of cheering was a wel(;oim> 
to a chief whose jiersonal po|)ularity 
increases as the jears pass. Hut half- 
an-liour later T. \V. had a genuine 
triumph. QiKJstions over, HATUUKS'r 
rose announcing intention “ to make 
a personal statement.” Crowdinl House 
instantly agog. Questions of state polic) 
all very well in their way, but fad(» 
in interest compared with “ a personal 
statement.” IUthuuht a little dis 
appointing. Explained at cionsiderable 
hmgtl^ that having last Friday made 
virulent attack on Irish Agricullurti 
Department and all its works be bad 
straiglitly bolted, not, as T. W. sug 
gested, in order to evade reply, but, 
with intent to catch a week-end train. 
Now complained that in bis absence 
tiie ViCF.-VuF.HiUKNT luul replied to bis 
criticism. 

Protest and comjdaint listened to 
witli sympathetic cheers from Unionists 
who don’t love a former champion of 
their cause gone over to the enemy. 
HATHUHSTiesumed hissoat wit!) pleased 
consciousness of having rather dis- 
tinguisluKl himself. When Sfkakiui 
rose he tliought lie was going to lot 
T. W. have it. “ Instead of which ” tlu^ 
right honourable gentleman, with quit<‘ 
unusual beat, denounciRl “ M(unbers 
wlio make speeches thirty-live minntos 
long and then go away before tbi^y 
have beard the answer.” 

Long time since a Member has beem 
HO severely snubbed from the Chair, 

Jiufitness (lone, — In Committee on 
Home Rule Bill. 

Wed Head ay . — “Daffodils tliat come 
before tiio swallow dares ” this year 
remain after the swallow’s flight 
Consequence disturbing in House of 
Commons, Latest criminality for 
which Chanckllou of Exchequfh is 
lield responsible is appearance, on In- 
surance Stamp, of tlie daffodil instead 
of the leek as oinbleinatic of Walch. 

Nothing escapes eagle glance of 
TuLiiiBARDiNE. Foil UDon this new 
departure. Sternly challenged Chan- 
CKx^LOB to explain. Lloyd Geohok 
weakly shelters himself behind prece- 
dent of inveetiture of Paincb of Wales 
at OaramroU last year, when the daffodil 
displaced the leek. TuLLmABDiNS not 


" -v-j 

fc<) Iw put off with Hophistries ol thai 
kind. Bince hv raised question 
has been looking it up hi Oxford 
Dictionary, In thsit onuveuienf svai»^t- 
coal-pockot manual ho thuls the \mk 
defiruHl as “a culinaiy herb, ally to the 
onion (nothing to iio with the Mao 
IIattfu’b newly iliseovuiud friend in 
Southern Nigcriai , but differing fnau 
it in itaving the ludhous part cylindrical 
and thn loaves flat and bnnul/* 

Pondering over iliiw I'l liWIUHOmw 
bound t(» admit that it does ntit, at 
east on face of it, difielose ComuKu 
tion with a secrid^ Land TaK Oonunitieti 
or other nefariouH tiniloHakings which 
lave l.heir birth al. Nfi. II, Dow^fihigj 
One never knowa llowww 
it he, he finds (|u<jte<l a 
from The London daUul 17^, 



'I'ri.MiiAitmNi aiiviouvo to »‘iul war in 

thr, l.uicl, wjuUk to know llu‘ diitUnlil 

instis'id of Mil' loot ” 


describing a (‘eremony wherein it is 
siatc'd, “ All th('. (-oinpany ^Yo^e Leciks 
in Honour of I he Prinows of Wales.” 
1’his t(^Hiitit>s tiuit at that t.iiwe, mr»ro 
than a hundred )eiirs after Henry P. 
was written, tlu‘ liM'k was recogniswl 
as naliomil (Miihleni of AVales, Aft 
WiUHTiiFU, if h<* VNere still W'iib im, 
would ask, \N'hy dnig in the daflodilV 

Ti’iH.iMAinMNK iloosn’t mean to let 
tlie mailer rest where evaSH'O 
of CHANm«;iu.ou left it. Hoturned to 
suhjVet to day ; nni}' reciU’ hr U k»- 
morrow. 

ItusinesH done. '1 of Home 

Rule Bill addtwl with asMiwtmnxr of 
(ylosuro. Ca|)tain Snoikihass Cmak* 
beginning ^o takiMifl Ins coat. VN'arrnid 
liy Chairman tlmt an intenuptiMn made 
by him \vas not on a perint of order, 
ominously replied, “ 1 am jathiu* gettiud 
past the time when I earp tnuen 
wheMter I am in order t»r not.^'* ^ 

Friday. — Him ouftslion arises in 
eonneotiou with hlaokihorn pfcA»senied 
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'JUK «LA(^KT1I0RN MAj^IA. 

‘ ]s it in onl(’r f<u' iK/iioiirublc gciillciiieii to bring those bludgcoiii into the House?’* 


to OiiNKHAL Causon, K.C., l)y tlio revo- 
lutionary forceHin Ulster. With native, 
irresistiblo tendency tovvanis preserva- 
tion of peace, a body of Ulster Nation- 
alists fortbwitli presented a similar 
weapon to tbo Winsomk Winston. 
“The question is,” as the Stkakku 
BO inetiines remarks, Is it in order for 
right honourable gontbunen to bring 
these bludgeons into the House whilst 
debate is procwdirig? 

Doubt arises iu connection with a 
Btanding Order going bock to duelling 
days. Time was when hcate<i argu- 
ment in debate was followed by with- 
drawal to cool precincts where con- 
troversy was renewetl and concluded 
sword in hand. It is among things not 
generally known to tlie new Meni))er 
that a Italic of those good old times 
remans to this day in tbo thin red lino 
that runs down the matting on either 
side of the floor of the House, a short 
pace beyond the Benches. Wluit he 
does know, or will quickly learn, is that 
if, in exoiteuient of debate, he steps 
out^ido the he is interrupt by 
angry shouts of Onler ! Order ! ” I 
JPossibly some who shout do not| 


know that the line was originally drawn 
in order lo keep quarrelsome Members 
at a distance of more than a sword’s 
length fiom each other’s throats. 
OtIuT times othci’ manneis, or lack 
of them. The old order is prese^rved 
to extent that when, as sometimes 
happens, JiOi’d Mayor and SheritVs aie 
permitted to stand at the Bar presenting 
a petition, tlie Sword-bearer is compelled 
to leave his weapon at the door with 
stray umhrollas that may have tlierc 
congregated. 

There is, of course, difforemici hotw(Hjn 
a sliillelagh and a sword. 'J’lio former 
was not iu view when the edict was 
drafted and jjut in force. But in strong 
hands it might do equal damage. Hear 
from Bauk that the xlolicah^ matter luis 
for some time engaged attention of the 
autlioritios. 

Bushiess -Discussion on pro- 

posal to appoint atlditional Judge. 

From the Agony column of The 
Siatemmn : — 

*' Como bock lioo, it caunol la^t, and you 
arc my Jimer." 

We are returning. 


STOHIKS OF Tllh: DAY. 

(A Jew rnni reminiscences of Pnhlic 
Men anti Women, after the sti/le of 
“ The. Da ill/ Citn enP) 

The Chancellor and the Bun. 

Mr. liLOYi) OnoROK was walkirg 
w ith Lord Dk von port the other even- 
ing along the Kmhankment when he 
was tripped up by a little girl from the 
gutter who darted hetw’oen his h’gs in 
pursuit of a penny bun. As soon as 
ho had recovered Inmself Mr. Gkorge 
stooped and, poking the bun out of a 
puddle, impaled it on tlic point of his 
uinhi-ella and handed it hack to its 
owner with a smile. Tliis informal in- 
troduction led to a few words of con- 
versation, and it turned out that slje 
was a little Welsh lass froui Handwy- 
gyfylchwynollen. 

The Duke and the Beater. 

On the occasion of bis recent cover 
shoot (which resulted, we understand, in 
the usual large catcli of game^ the Duke 

of -was lunching with iuB friends 

in a country lane, when his eye fell upon 
one of his beaters who was seated , 
under a neighbouring hedge vorairionaly 
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oiHmuniing bimd-antlHShe^ese. The Duke 
wftJkod over to the man and quowtioned 
him* 

“ Why are you bo liungry ? ” ho asked 
uot unkindly. 

“I had to breakfast overnight/’ was 
the reply. 

** How was that? " 

It transpired that, there being no 
cottage vacant on the estate, the man luid 
to start at feur in the morning in order 
to arrive in time for the first beat 
Kiuboldened by the sympatliy of his 
Cl race ho Blurted out at last the naked 
tnith. 

“ If I were a pheasant,” ho said, ' 
would not have so far to walk.” 

“ If you wej'o a pheasant,” retorted 
the Duke, “ you would run more risk 
of being shot 1 ” 

Keepsakes of a Comedian. 

Of all the many myriads who liave 
fallen under the spell of Harky TjAUDKh 
the Scottish comedian, and who tin ong 
fmiry part of the house when ho is in 
the hill, it is pi’o])ah]e tliat very few 
have- ever taken the troulde to ask 
thejnselves wliat is the source and 
origin of his HI iiirgowu lu bonnets. ^J’liis 
leading item in the great humourist’s 
make-up is not irnportc-d, as might liavt 
been su})poHed, from Scotland, There 
is a small dark outlitter’s shop in 
Oheapside, kept by a burly Aberdonian 
(whoso father was a gillie) when^ Mr. 
Laudkii buys at hiast one IMalrgovvrie 
bonnet every week. 

Naturally the sliopkeepor is proud of 
his distinguished customer, and on 
being questioned why so many bonnets 
should bo iiecossavy, it appeared — I 
mean to f^ay, it transpired that Mr, 
Laudkr never used the same one for 
more tlian a week, simply because they 
were being continually stolen. The 
truth of tlie matter is, of course, that 
they are taken by his many admirers as 
mementos. No “Burns Night” south 



Foreman, “And can you uhk a hhovki.?** 

Applicant, “(Jousk I can, I can cook a iut ov 'am on ri.^ 


of the Tweed, in Canada or even in 
distant New Zealand is now considered 
complete without one of the lost 
liAUDKR bonnets, which is generally 
worn ty the ChairiAan. 

A SufflragiBt among the Hens. 

Miss Sylvia Pankhurst, who is pro- 
bably best known to our readei*s on 
account of her activities in connection 
wijbh the W.8.P.U., has recently 
eiirolled herself among the company 
of those who keep fowls. In taking 
this step she has merely followed the 
example of many other men and 
women who have adopted this hobby. 
It seems — or rather it transpires — 
thsit the bir^s are kept in a specially 
constructed run at the back of the 
bouse, encToeed on eveiy side with 
wire netting, and that, in addition to 


their ordinary food (grain for the most 
part), they ai*e kept supplied with a 
quantity of grit. 

Miss Pankhurst was asked by a 
friend not long ago if she kept her pets 
solely with a view to fresh eggs. 

“ Not at all,” was the reply. “ As a 
matter of fact they seldom lay. Jlut they 
are the most soothing, companionable 
creatures. They are a perfect niintal 
rest.” 

Mr. Warner as Lauudryman. 

Mu. P. P. Warner, on the occasion of 
is opening a bazaar the other evening in 
Islington, told a capital story illustrat- 
ng th© vicidditudes of the M.C.C. team 
when tomring in Australia. “I once 
bund myself,” he said, “at a little 
up-country ^station in a^ remarkably 
awkward fix. Most of my^luggage hacl 


gone astray and my wasfiing, which 
was to have Immui forwarder! (tmn 
Hyducy, had not turiic^d up, In a woni 
I Imd not a nitigln ulnau haiulkenduof 
in my j) 08 seKHi<»n. 1 cotdd fitul no 
inemher of tlu» team wl»o was willing 
to lend me one ami, as the matell was 
due to begin in an hour anil I could 
alrcaily hear from the hotel windows 
the lil'st outburst of the preliminary 
* barracking,’ thoie was jKjthing for it 
hut to wash one myself. I rniii»ae shift 
to boil some water o]i a lainj) 

winch 1 always carry with tm\ and 
succeeded — tq'tho inkumc aiiu^nemeni 
of the team — in utili/uig a heateil 
kitchen poker as an iron. *^1 fleuht it 
half-a-dozen of the spiM tators the 
field detected any ahoxteomings ifi tluj 
result.” 
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AT THE PLAY, 

“Tantbumb.” 


I now bride, on arriving with her husband 
j at lior Paris Iwtel at 11 p.m., commonly 
i p)oposofl, even if she is a shrew, to go 


MUSIO-HALIi NOTES. 

Since Mr. Habby XiAi^beb und0rt6ok 


One has often heard complaints of out for a promenade in the streets to i)lay Hamlet (an engagement nn- i 
tho cutting-down of Shakhpkaue for alone? And do people, 1 wondered, happily postponed through ill-health) | 
thopurposesbf modern Hill go-pageantry, when they want to get away by a fire- certain celebrities of the halls, deter- 
but it is rarely that anyoru? lias tlio oscapo ladder, climb up instead of down, mined not to be outdone, have made 
hardihood to cx()and him. I remember oven if there is nothing alight 2 arrangements to- interpret several well- ! 

meeting in Naples a resident English- I confess that 1 lauglied three or four known characters of the legitimate 

man who conlidod to me that he liad times; l)ut tliis wasn’t nearly enough drama in the near future. 

often felt tliat BHAKsrKAUK hfifl not for a farcical comedy. Also, the un- 

made enough of his oppottunitios in relieved liardnoss of tho shrew in the It is rumoured that Mr. Geobok j 

Antony’s finale : — “ I am dying, Egypt, domestic circle set me against lior at Kobey has long been hankering to! 
dying;” and that, in leisure moments the start; and Miss Mabjokik Day had play the part of Elizabeth in Drake. 
of exile, ho liad ventured to compose an j not quite enough piquancy to carry off That Mr. Kohey’b impersonation of the 
addendum. Fearing the worst, 1 tact- 1 her long and rather emaciated dialogues, j Virgin Queen would lj>o a notable one 
fully shifted the conversation there can bo no doubt. Those who 


fully shifted the conversation 
to another play and so away 
from ShakhpEahe altogether. Put 
ho was not to he denied, and, 
taking up a commanding position 
on his own heart lirug, ho liad 
me, being his guest, at Ids mercy. ^ 
I suffered much, and this terrible K 
experience was recalled to me by m 
Mr. FiiANK Stavton’s attempt, 
at tho Criterion, to r(ivise the am 

conclusion of The Tam inf} of the 
Shrew. It soorns tliat 7v7////nn;n^’s w 

submission and lier advice to 
other women to “ vail their M 

stomachs,” miglit well, in real m 

life, have been a womanly ruse to 
cover an attack whicli would in J 

tJio end have reduced retruchio i 

to juilp. In Tantnms (dear old- « 

fasldoned word !) tho young ndl- Jp 

lionairo Inrshand (U.S..\.) sets up m 

to starve his shrew' into surreTider ^ 

by representing to her, after ^ 

marriage, that ho is a clerk 
on a niort^ pittance. Well know - 
ing tlie true facts, she ac;ee})ts the VZ 
lie wdth a cheerful countenanct\ Q 
and undertakes 11 le wifely duty of 
cooking for 1dm. 1 n tlio issue it is ( vinji 



have seen this genial humourist’s 
gems of modiieval characterisation 
consider that his methods would 
revolutionise the school of acting 
at His Majesty’s. 

There seems to he no doubt that 
Mr. H. B. luviNO wdll surrondci- j 
his part in E^erywoman to 
Little Ticn before long, as it is 
felt at Drury I^ne tliat tliis 
change would hrighteu up the 
piece considerably. 

Mdllo. CiABY Deslyh has, wo 
understand, signed a contract to 
play Biinty as soon as Miss Kate 
Moffat wishes to relinquish the 
part. 


lionairo Inrshand (U.S..\.) sets up ^ Miss Mauie Lloyd is re- 

to starve his shrew' into surrender ^ | ])orted to be busily engaged in 

by representing to her, after ^ \ //m negotiations for a Shakspoareaii 

marriage, that ho is a clerk season at the Court 'I’hoatro, 

on a niort^ pittance. Well know - \] wdiero she intends to open 

ing tlie true facts, she accejits the with liomeo and Juliet^ horsolt 

lie with a cheerful countenanct\ phxying the part of tho fair 

and undoi'takosiluiwifiily duty o( Mr. IWuks Maiu.k /.> Mis« Maiuoiuk Day to tlio Ilovieo of Mr. 

cooking for 1dm. In tlio issue it is (['injima). *• Isn’t it ju.st bully tho way tho author .scores GwouGFi Chirowin. The event 
the husband’s stomacii that, after <>1^ oUior L-llow who wrote !/7/^ Taininq of the Shrew? inucli looked forward to in 
much nausea and indigestion, ha.s ^t^^dtspcwiros JVLnc/uo luvor thought of discouuocting ckiimatic circles. 

to •• vail ” itsolf in porfoct hunulity . “'‘‘’I’*'"''" ’ ■ 

There was very little useful action in As for Mr. Ciiaules MAmm, his part as .. ^lork next read tho following letter . 
the play apart from the incidental the husband .stood badly in need of an pear Sirs, Re the old Oomotory in Dounc- 
snuisldng of mantelpiece erockery, exotic accent, and ho had none to sjjoak road. I write on behalf of tho Ohurchwardent^ 
designed to illustrate the domo.stic of. “ 1 ’m an American,” lie stated. “I to stato wo think it desirable to make a change 
habits of tlie shrew in her maiden state, shouldn’t have thought it,” said she. very^^infirm.^^ 

Even tlie descent of a large vase on to And she was right. havegivonhim notice to expire at Christmas. ’ ” 

the hoatl of a stranger in the street, and I could have done wdtli much less of West Sussex County Times. 

his conseciuent introduction to tho lady these two— oxcellont actorn as they are A mmarkahly callous order, which w(? 
who disci largod it, did not materially —and a deal more of Mr. Clarence hope will not bo oboyod. 

ooniribuie to the scheme, as tho gentle- and Miss Bouvkrie as tho girl’s parents, 

man was anyhow on his w ay fiom and Miss Barton as her maid. Miss “ A olork in the Loipaig Mortgage Bank hmi 
America to marry lier at sight on the Christine Silveu, placing the shrew’s been condemned by the Court to pay a coJ- 


to state wo think it desirable to make a change 
in tho cutting of gra ts and keeping in order, 

as B is now getting very infirm. We 

have given him notice to expire at Christmas.’ 

West Sussex County Times. 

A i*emarkably callous order, which w(? 
hope will not bo oboyod. 

“ A olork in tho Leipaig Mortgage Bank hiw 
been condemned by the Court to pay a coJ- 


strength of a pliolograph. The i)cst sister, gave a vei'y natural picture of “-“d an auniial allowimoe of -W 

ftohieveinont of all tooKplaco off the the clmiin of manners that appeals bloXtZ 

stage. J t was tho catching of the 2.20 to the provincial bosom ; and Mr. Pert- colleague dealt him in jeet while he was stoop- j 
Continental express from Cluiring Cross wee’s French waiter was as Gallic as ing over hie desk.*' 
by a couple who had heou married in you could w^ant. Edinburgh Bvmmg News. 

Liveipodl the same moiiiing. There is an idea in the play, but the If that colleague’s sense at humour does 

One or twp things wonied me. 1 whole thing needs fattening, if it is not not desert him he will soon be Sibte 


asked myself, for instance, whether a | to perish from, inanition. 


I retire on a comfortable Incq^* 
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BEIiP-HBLP. 

Mb. JdM» AtflciotyoH writes to The 
Mall QaMeite to explain a curious 
miautidemtanding that has arisen about 
the title of his new book, Famtula. 
It awearg that a writer in The Pall 
Mall headed his ‘‘very fine review,” 
in which "he called it “a bettor book 
than Kimgblky’h classic iiiasterpiece, 
Hypatia/* with the words *• Avc Flos 
Marly Result : The Be?crotary of 
The Times Book Club has written to Mr, 
Avhoouoh* inquiring as to bis book, 
Are Flos Martyrmn, for which sub- 
scribers are asking, and Mr. Ayhcoihjh 
accordingly l>egs the Editoi- of The 
Pall Mali Gazette to let his readers 
know the facts of the matter. Tlio 
example of Mi-. A ysco iron’s modest 
intervention is, happily, not likely to be 
thrown away on his inother novelists, 
as wo gather from tlie subjoiniid letter, 
which lias Ixicin kindly forwarded to us 
hy tlio Edifjgr of Prime ('nis. 

To the Editor of “ Prime Cuts/* 

Bin, — The Tjibrarian of the Bodleian 
wiites to mo about a hook of mine 
entitUnl “Golly! what a Hook!” for 
which visitors to that liistoric institu- 
tion are clamouring. As these demands 
ai‘e obviously due tutlie splenilid notice 
of iny new novel, Maynijico Pornposo : 
a Talc of Cuba, which appeared in 
Prime Cuts of Getoher 20th, where 
tlio reviewer remai ked that Bir WAi/noit 
B('()tt had never written anytiiin;> like 
it, J ask you to ho so kind as to st-ate 
that “Golly! whrit a Book!” was the 
lio.idingof your rev iowor’.s critique, and 
th it the title of my novel is Mdijnifico 
Pornposo : a Tale of Cuba. 

Eaithfully yours, 

John Bklfk rMUDEJi. 


THE MANIFESTO MANIA. 



(Sugyested by recent excursions into the 
gratuitous and the inane.) 

Sir, — We, the undersigned, wlio were 
unable to support Mr. Gladstonf/r 
Home Rule Bill, are now convinced tliat 
tlio oncouragemeift of Irish tobacco 
affords an ^equate guarantee of the 
removal of any source of danger to the 
Empire which might arise from the 
grant of self-government to that dis- 
tracted island, and are therefore pre- 
pared to lend our support to tiie passage 
of the present Bill. 

Wo are» Sir, Yours, &c,, 

Jonah Biffin* Odo Rafferty, 
JosBra PoNRs, LeonabdPringle, 
Aba Boakbs, David Bodgkr. 

Bib, — I n view of the deep-soatod 
industrijal nnregt at present threatening 
to parajiyBie our Oonimercial System* 
we* the undersigmed* wish to oxpvem 


Chatty Waiter. “Tjiic uain ’ll we ’kiik in a mini’tk ou two now, Bm 
Customer. “Wfi-l, 1 didn’t oudicii it; I’m ^^A^nNO roa a chop!” 


our conviction, as the result of careful 
consideration and experiment, that no 
solution of the problem will be enduring 
whicli omits to provide all working nu;n 
earning a wage of less than £2 a week 
with free admission to all the tlioatres 
and cinemas in the United Kingdom, 
each ticket to carry with it free ret/esb- 
ment to tlie amount of one shilling. 

We are, Sir, Yours, &c, 
Harry Hobo, (Rev.) Silas Wamble, 
Maldwyn Gurry, Hobfa Tow- 
LEB, Victor Weakley, Lettick 
Pbaed, Wolley Goggin, Theo- 
dore Tibbits. 

Sm, — ^We, the undersigned, though 
unable to support ^rd Robbbts in bis 
advocacy of universil compulsory 


National Service, aie unliesiUtumlv of 
opinion that, nnhv-is t he praotiu^ of «it>ep 
breatliing is rendered obligatory ou 
every adult imilein t he 1 luited Kingdom, 
the safety of tlie ishimls will Imaoiiously 


miety ( 
•riteii. 


itn[>erile<i 

We are, Sir, Vours, Ac.* 
hhoc BLorrmTON, Jfbbmuh Wul 
i I LFswouTH , Jan Hlogg , < 

Majuuib Bamufrukr, Gfflky 
Drabble, IIfctou McIjerkin. 


“ Hiii hoHt iH an titonlaii amt 
erickiitcr, and he ofUm pioiiiriH him ut goU 
and playH cricket ou the LiuK ,^ uL Baidal amJ 
fitokc * 

“ Fore ! ” 

“ All right ; just till ’ 1 \o 

finished the over.'* 
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[OoTOBBE so, 1913. 



THE VALUE OE EXPERT 
EVIDENCE. 

James Ceundle, ilie Wolchostor 
General Draper, is one of the Kuceossos. 
He went into the biisinoKs, he will t.ell 
yon as be wolconios you iuio Jhs com- 
modious preinisoH, wlum he was four- 
teen, and atirihutos his achiovornont, of 
converting a shop info a iwitional 
emporium, to punctuality and plod. 
Myself, I put it down to geniu^. Any- 
how 1 couldn’t have done it mys(3lf. 

My wife has a passion for general 
drapery, and none of our household can 
venture on an expedition into Wolchostor 
hut what sheir has a coininission for 
that one. 

“If you are going into towui,” said 
she to me, “will you take tlioso two 
patterns to Cnindle s and inatcli them 
for mo ? ’* 

I realised tny unhappy position at 
once. “ This is the beginning of a 
long and bitter quarrel, ilelinda,” said 
I. “ Whatever I do it will ho wrong. 
How^ much will you take in cash to 
settle at the start and let me otT ? " 

“ Do your best,*’ said slio, “ and I 
shall be satisfied.'’ 

“ My doubts," said I gloomily, “ are 
of the gravest." 

The girl at tlie counter and I 
managed the first pattern all right, for 
the original material was Crundlean. 
But they were sold out of the second lot. 

“ Bend for the departmental man- 
ager," said I, keeping calm in a moment 
of stress. 

The departmental manager said that 
not only were they sold out of the stufi', 
but that no more could be got, since the 
original block, dye, loom, lettei’press, 
whichever it was, was destroyed. 

“Then," said I, “1 must see Mr. 
James Crundle." 

I was glad at this point that I have 
always nodded to Mr. Crundle when 1 
have met him in the street, preferring 
that others should know that I know 
him, rather tlian that Mr. Crundle 
should know tluit I know that 1 know 
him hut am weak enough not to know' 
him lest others should know that 1 
know him (if you follow me). On this 
occasion I went to the lengtli of shak- 
ing hands wit h him. 

“1 wont into this business when I 
was fourteen," he l>ogan. 

« “Quito," said 1. “ Hut I am com- 

paratively now to it, and 1 want your 
help." 

1 explained the position Ho him and 
made many valuable suggestions. His 
^suggestions were less valuable but more 

f iractioal. Hhey amounted to this, that 
lolinda must go without. 

“ Mr. Crundle," said I, “ are you a 
married man ? * 


lie was. 

“ I don’t suppose that even a wife 
w'ould venture to argue with you about 
the matching of materials for servants* 
aprons, but conceive the general posi- 
tion with other particulai-s ; yourself, 
say, commissioned to match a — a — slice 
of beef, piece of butter, or diiop of 
chicken ox^i'act.** 

Mr. Crundle put his fingers together 
and made the conception. 

“ Something," said I, “ must ho done. 
Mr. Crundle, you are a .success in life.” 

He denied this, hut sbow'cd signs of 
reviving his first youth. 

“ Men luive risen to he bishops and 
generals, admirals and judges by 
triumphing over the follies of men. 
You have risen to h(3 the leading draper 
in Iliiigland by triiimjdiing over the 
follies of women." 

“ Will you stop up into my private 
room ? " said he. “ There we sliall find 
peace, quiet and privacy, and also pens 
aiul ])aper." 

We stopped up and Mr. Crundle 
drafted a inomorandmn. Hehabded it 
to me and I read wutli admiration. I 
) landed it hack to him. 

“ Sign, please," said I, infected with 
the atmosphere of the place. 

Before I iuul oven opened my defence, 
Belinda had started to convict and 
sentence me. “I wnsh," said I, “to 
hand in a statement,*’ and 1 produced 
the memorandum. 

“ l,th 0 undersigned James Crundle," 
read Belinda, “ liaving since the age of 
fourteen years been in the business of 
general draper, hereby certify that in 
the matter of a certain pattern for 
material now produced and shown to 
mo and oxhihitod to this momorandum 
and stamped with the official seal of 
Grundle*s, Ijimitod, and in t)ie matter 
of the executory trusts where wdth 
Thomas l^ostock, Esquire " (me) “ was 
intrusted to matcli tlio same, eveiy 
effort has been duly made to cany out 
tlie said trusts and that the terms thereof 
have not been complied with owing to 
circumstances over which the said 
T. Bostock had no control, that the 
said failure is duo to force majeurc or 
tlio King’s enemies, and that the said 
T. Bostock has done his best." 

Belinda examined the docuiuont from 
all po'^nts of view, and even looked at 
the hack. 

“ I was sure you would muddle it 
somehow," she said ; “ I su])p()so I 
shall have to go myself." 

“ Alpino Winter Si>ortH. liooms bookocl in 
TiOnflcm .”— in British 

We shall stick to our old plan of having 
our rooms in Switzerland. 


THE DIEP IN TSa BOOM. 

A noBiN skimmed into the room. 

And blithe he looked and jolly, 

A foe to every sort of gloom, 

And, most, to melancholy. 

He cocked his liead, he made no sound, 
But gave me stare for stare back, 
When, liaving fluttered round and round, 
He perched upon a chair-back. 

I rose; ah, then, it seemed, he know 
Too late his reckless error : 

Away in eager haste he flow,i 
And at hi.s tail flow terror. 

Now here, now there, from w^all to floor, 
For mere escape appealing. 

He fled and struck against Uie door 
Or bumped about the ceiling. 

1 went and flung each window wide, 

I drew each half-raised blind up ; 

To coax him out in vain 1 tried ; 

Ho could not make his mind up. 

Ho flew, he fell, ho took a rest, 

And off again lie sculIlod4Pr 
With parted beak and panting br east 
And every feather ruffied. 

At length I lured him to the sill. 

All dazed and undivining ; 

Beyond was peace o’er vale and hill, 
And all the air was shining. 

I stretched my hand and touched liim ; 
then 

He made no more resistance. 

But left the cramped abode of men 
And flow into the distance. 

Is life like that ? We make it so ; 

Wo leave the sunny spaces, 

And beat about, or high or low, 

In dark and narrow places ; 

Till, woiTi with failure, vexed witli doubt, 
Our strength at last we rally. 

And the bruised spirit flutters,out 
To find the happy valley. 

R. C. L. 

Faugh ! 

“Oontility could not withbtand the en- 
croachments of commerce. The Faugh l>ourg 
St. (iormain could not rocogniso the firnt 
Empire.”— Montreal Daily Star. 

Nor, we imagine, ccA'ild the first Em- 
pire recognize tiro Faughbourg St. 
Germain — not under that name. 

“ Tn the Mari tza ami Tunja valleys grapples 
of almost equal importance are in swing.” 

J^all Mall Gazette* 

We have seen the Temble Turk grapple 
with his man on a stage, but never on 
a trapeze. This latter is a very dan- 
gerous game. 

” Rope pearls, not real, 3/6.” 

Advt, in “ The Lady."' 

This is a terrible blow to us, as we 
thought we had hit on a real bat'gain. 




(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
j People who know Mr. IIoiuce Annehlky Vaohell beat 
las iriterj)reter of llarrow-on-the-Hill may be surprised to 
Hind liiiii with revolver and bowie-knife ranging tlie prairies 
of the West. Thirty years ago, however, lie tells us in his 
preface tq^ Bunch (Jrms (Muuuay), lie ranched cattle with 
ilhs brother in a country whicli he has called San Lorenzo, 
land the present vohirno is one of the products of that ad- 
venture. It consists, apparently, of stray fragments rescued 
from Occidental magazines, and tlio inatorial has been left 
as it was oi'iginally printed, so that tlie book betrays not a 
few signs of the tondorfoot in literature, as well as in the 
sterner art of cow -punching. There is plenty of the good 
raw Californian vernacular, and there are some good yarns 
in it together with some tluit are not so good, but all 
through runs a kind of insular sententiousnoss that makes 
it compare unfavourably with tlie starry models of this 
branch of letters, with the tales of Bhet Haute, for instance, 
or those of that great humourist who also travelled West 
with his brother (and six pounds of unabridged Dictionary) 
and subsequently wrote lioiujhitnj It. Bunch Grass, in the 
words of yet anotlier great writer who has also dealt with the 
Cloldon State, “ is not a l)onanza, but tliore ’s boodle in it.’’ 

In Mark Twain (IIauper Ruoh.) Mr. Alueut Bigelow 
Paine has produced a biographical monument which in 
respect of bulk is prodigious. It runs to 1 J 18 pages of type 
, exceptionally small for book use. Such a work would be all 
very well for Methuselah to have dallied with. In these 
days of greater hun^ and shorter life its record of wearisome 


tho life of Mark Twain yet to he written in fashion that 
will bring homo a fascinating jiersonality to the lidmls of 
multitudinous admirers. It is an interesting speenlation 
whether his success would have been as immediate, as 
universal and as permanent, had he signed his booKa with 
his full name, Samuee liANOHOUNE Oekmenh. U is usually 
accepted as a fact that, amid much else, (Jlemens inventtid 
his 7iom (1e (jnerre. Mr. Paine tolls us that it was ** lum- 
voyed ” from an older Mississippi pilot, who used it an the 
signature to contributions confuio<l to local joinnals. When 
ho diedCiiEMBNS appiopriated it and made it world famous, 
In tho same goneious fashion he borrowed from tinoMier 
river-pilot the story of “ 'riie dumping Frog " that gave him 
his first taste of fame. 

Mark Twain whs one of the few huuuniiists of latt>rdays 
whoso conversation in its freshness ami (juaintness did not 
fall short of tho attract ivenos.s of tim piinted pugo. Fdlect 
was added by a delicious drawl ami a counteuarioe wlioso 
stolidity si'omed to deejKJU as \m audience shoidi with 
laughter. Wrfuidoriug tlinnigli the niorasHes of these throe 
volumes tho reader will haji upon many passages winch* 
help him to reahz<^ the simplicity, Hincerity ami loMibltE 
ness of Mark Twain. His life was cn»wnod by one of its 
latest episodes. Fimling himself in his sixtieth ymv 
financially ruined by commercial cormtHstions, be, hke Sir 
Walter Scott, put on again discarded harness amt worketl^ 
till his creditors wore paid in full. Striking iv^iemWanco itt 
the lives of two great writers is increased by 4.be eircum- 
stance that in both instances ruin was bnmght about by 
embarkation in the trade of publishing. ^ 
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OE THE LONIK)N eUAEIVARi 


'Much good reading ia to be found in Queen Anm, by 
HfiBBKiET Paui* (Hopdibe AN0 BtouoktonJ. This is a new 
and revised edition. The first was published by Messrs. 
Goupin Co. in 1906, with numerous illustrations. To my 
regret I cannot remember it, but I venture a guess that the 
illustrations were reckoned the more important part of the 
book. Now tlie lotter-pross is set free froJn the super- 
incumbent weight of the picturos and lias a chance to speak 
for itself, a chance of wliicli it makes very good use. The 
book is an account of the political, literary and social life of 
England in the time of the Queen whose chief titles to fame 
are that her country produced many great men during her 
reign, and that she liorsolf, poor woman, having had seven- 
teen children and lost them all, is now in quite a special 
sense dead. We all know our IIkuhkut Paul by this time 
— the agreeable crispness of his manner, the short sentences 
packed so full of moaning that each one may in itself represent 
a pamphlet or a Ixiok, the occasional pleasant discursive- 
ness when a subject particularly attracts him, and the 
many-faceted brightness of the whole. What Mr. Paxil 

says of Houacr’k Arti 

Poetica may be applied, 

fPiutatis mutandis^ to 
this book:— " It is the 
familiar epistle of a 
highly cultivated gentle- 
man to correspondents 
who can take hints with- 
out explanations and can 
fill up gaps in the sense 
for them selves. It. can 
never be of any use to 
readers who try to in- 
terpret the suggestive, 
half-enquiring lines as 
though they were the 
finished and formal 
treatise of an academic 
professor.’* I may add 
that the book is fxill of 
sound judgment and ex- 
collenf sense. 

I cannot rid myself of 
a feeling that 1 have ' 
been badly used. Mr. Rhihard WASHiniuN Child has 
written a book called The Blue Wall (Constable^. It has 
all the marks of the detective story, which I love. The 
frontispiece depicts an anxious-looking man in a straine<l 
attitude, with moonlight all over liim : some of the chaptor- 
headii^s are, ** The House Next l>oor,’' “ A Moving Figure,” 
•‘The Face," “A Shadow on the Curtain,” and “A Visitor 
at Night” — oh, yes, and “ The Scratching Sound ” ; I was 
nearly forgetting that ; and on page 82 one of the characters 
gasps, “Something is going on — some ghastly, honible 
tragedy.” Promising, 1 tliink. There is the heroine, all 
alone in tluit sinister house. Her life Ixangs in the Vialaixoo, 
you guess. Not a bit of it. He caught me like that, too. 
Her life is in no danger whatsoever. All that has happened 

that she has contracted the morphine habit and has shut 
her^lf up to try to cure hei*solf . If Mr. Child thinks it fair to 
spring an anti-climax like that, on a trusting public after 
twenty- three chapters of bated breath and scratching noises, 
there is no more to l)o said ; and I turn in wounded silence 
to Mr. R. Austin Fbebman, who. curiously enough, asks me 
precisely tbe^ame question as did Mr. Child — to wit, “ What 
IS it tliat isliai^enmg at that house ? ” It is all right this 
time.* It was murder right enough — good, honest murder, 
with a Holmes and a Watson and clues and poisoned liiUips 


ISfKCIAI. 00I.F-I.1NKR FOU BHOUT-KIOHTKn Pr-AYERS. 


of sugar and all the mat of it. There is one j^asing inno- 
vation in The Mpstery of 31, Nmo ffianDSm and 
Stoughton). John Thorndyke is every whit as infallible 
as Holmes, and Jervis displays an almost super- Watsonian 
density, yet never once does the former permit himself a 
touch of irritability. And that, mind you, was no mean 
feat, for this is the sort of conversation tliey used to have : — 
Thorndyke : »• You never suspected that the coachman and 
Weiss were one and the same person ? ” Jervts {amiably ) : 
“No. How could they be? They weren’t in the least 
alike.” 

Lady Jeffreys, the flighty young wife of Sir Baldwin 
Jeffreys, was detected in a midnight assignation with 
Liente^iant Carrington by her young sister, Boadicea, It 
was the kind of assignation that indiscreet wives do give 
gentlemen on our virtuous comedy stage —compromising, 
but Quite All Right Really. However, when Sir Baldwin 
came thundering on the door, his lady had only just time 
to invent the lie that her sister was the object of the 

LiPAitenanVs suit. And 
as, by one of the first 
dramatic rules, Boadicea 
couldn’t deny it, they 
were hetrotljed, to the 
joy of everyone, even in- 
cluding presently the 
supposed lover himself. 
But of course such a 
turn of events did not 
by any means suit Lady 
Jeffreys, who bocamo 
furiously jealous, and in 
order to spoil sport con- 
fessed to Tier sister that 
the original affair had 
been - what it wasn’t. 
So poor Boadicea, still 
faithfully following her 
formula, threw the Lieu- 
tenant over without ex- 
planations. Thus far, as 
you see, the intrigue has 
been of the stalest; it 
works up, however, 
to a big scene with- a letter, which, if mechanical, is so 
undeniably effective that I will not spoil your enjoyment 
of it with any details. 1 perceive that I have been betrayed 
inevitably into speaking of Baroness Orczy’k latest pro- 
duction in terras of the theatre ; I should add that for tlie 
present it is a novel called Meadowsweet, and published by 
Messrs. Hutchinson. But if ever a tale was predestined 
for the footlights this is it. P^or all tlie effect of real life 
created, the cliaracters miglit as well liave talked frankly 
ill dialogue, with stage directions. Two of them, about 
whom I have not spoken, sound the very abysm of comic 
relief. But there are some good acting parts; and I 
certainly look forward to witnessing that letter scone in 
the last Act. 

“ ThoProsidlKnt, sitting with Elder Brethren of the Trinity Moufks 
commenced the hoaringof an action .” — Bristol Times. 

Of its other relations we distinctly remember the grand- 
father at Oambridgo. 


“His face was a strikingly Interesting one, and even withnEt his 
olothoB people would have turned to look at him. “ 

UcMchester0ii00dn- 

Why ^♦even”? 0 ^ 




1913.3 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


r^MADiVARtA prossiomsts, should "support the view A start,” we iwnl, ‘♦Imsheeii mede 

I UliAnlVAKlA. French is with the erection at Bpsoiu ol a mm 

} ■ elpiiKbombardment/'saysMr. CouR- enormous. asylum for tlie l^mlon Ct^lntty C3ourj- 

jr^Ai^tnea in a graphic telegram to The oil.” What, then, is to htMujuieof I ho 

has stopped, and the moon Wo understand tho reason of the huildiug they are putting up on the 
is» rising above Tarabosh, scarred and spirited bidding last week at Sotheby’s south side of iho Thames V 

battered by the shells.’* This seems to for tbo Vimiiy Fair portrait of Mr. ' 

point to wild Jiigh firing by some of LijOYD tlnoRaK to bo tho piquancy of It traimpirod in a n^eent action fm* 

the combatants. tho situation. Tho On.^NCEniiOB, whoso damages tluit a spectator at a football 

match at Cardiff bad his 

Arrangements, wo beai-, CDI/rURTC IN KTthal DlSTlucns. kimt^oap bh*ken owing to 

arc being made by a bono- a barritjr giving way. While 

volent gentleman, wlioi'cby expressingM)ntpa(hy with the 

nows as to the progress of ^ ^ ^ i rut i v idiial HulTorer, H\e cannot 

tho war will shortly bo sup- jjf ^ ^ forbear to take a snimking 

plied from Ijondon to the ^ w Jm. ^ ^ pleasure in tlio tboirgbt timt 

sjrecial correspondents at tho , the tliousaiuls *oi ftiHirtsmch 

front. jT^ eontetit to spend 

yr/fl ’Jf' tlieir afterurums v\aUjbing 

“Among iho prisoners our gladiators »lo id<» run a 

taken at Kosaani by the ecM’tairi amount of risk <if 


ARt, • 9 ^ 

A start,” we iwd, ‘♦has been mado 


, Arrangements, wo beai', 
are hein^ made by a l)one- 
volcnt gentleman, wlioi'cby 
ruiws as to the progress of 
tho war will shortly bo sup- 
])lied from Ijondon to the 
sjrecial correspondents at tho 
frOilt. :{; 

“ Among iho prisoners 
taken at Koaaani by the 
( I reeks,” a caljlo tells us, 
“were two German officers. 
Ts it possible that those were 
a eouplo of tkrf) deadly Gcirms 
)'(‘fene(l to at tho beginning 
of the war, which tlio I'urks, 
ill an official communication 
from Atliens, were declared 
lo be about to use in fighting 
their oneiiiies ? 


‘GENERATi EITCMEEE AT 
WORK. 


CDI/niRTC IN ritual DISTIUCH'S. 






TTow Mrcn lonuIiiu is titr cucdi; srAiir.caow to r.i: m i,'i\vrj) 

TO DISFIUM.K THE COl’NTUYKJPE ? 


“ In priK'tical life,” says 
Sir ,1. Cknti'TON VbrivKTT, 
“ there ai 1 hixMi things whicti 
need hnndling witli rxtiemc 
< lire. 'I’hey are gunpowder, 
ehoii’H, ami l»ovs.'‘ What 
I he elleet is w hen (bo choir 
hoys are brought Inio eon- 
tact with tin*, gunpowtler tlte 
h'ifth of Noviuuhvu lioavs 


Bulgaria’s Moetkk.” 
Tims The Glohe, It looks 
at prescitit as if Bulgaria’s 
MoJiTKE was doing better 
than Turkey’s von dku 
GOI/rZ. 

Tliirty- eight Mexican 
rebels captured in aHkimiish 
near Saltillo are rejiorted to 
have been '■executed without 
tile formality of obtaining 
their names. We believe this 
renders their execution null 
and void. 

Mr. J. W. Hydk, wo road, 
lias prosentoil tho Museum 
at iho General l^o^t Oftico 
with a number of interesting 



l''ifl.y umyorft of sua^iide IV’ 
sorts on the .Mlantio coast ol 
l^’ram o havt^ jiasHcd a notion 
in favour of taxing all \bu tors. 
A hiniilar tax is imiioaed in 
many towns in (Wyiiiny, 
’PhiM c it is called a “ Kpvlax,” 
i^’roncli politeness with wo ere 
sure, 1)0 able to deviMO a uunx) 
laciful name than this 

Apparently, after all, Mr. 
Aknouo Bionnmtt <lld not en- 
joy his Anu>nc 4 iu trip. “ Jt is 
a nico question,” lio says in 
y/toAr) I ' ft t ini Slatns, “how 
many of the ojiinions Ibrmod 
on tile liist visit would HU)'- 
vivo t lio o ideal of th(i SiHtond.” 


relics. Until this intimation, Will not bomu op omi Bcuij-ron.s obi.iok with a few of 'iiikih •• Ordinil ” is an ugly Word, 
wo had no idea that tho Gen- effokts anu theueby ennohle anj> iNsrnm Tim tillkk ‘ ' 

1 I'k i. 1 BOTL and, rEllUAl’S, PilOVlDE a MOUB EFFF.CTlMi DIIID- ^ f . tl . . . * 1 

oral Post Office possessed a fktohtenkii? f lie. news horn tho ruusical 

Museum. The pens which ^ world this week in some \v but 

one finds at post offices, also the spies have been trying to draw land- baffling, A setof veryjollvandeftcolive 
chained pencils and tho blotting-paper, lords, Ijacl himself been drawn by Old Miiglisli Dances ny Mr. Aiauiinun 
are, we take it, loans from that a Si»Y. ... Ahhto.n, hoard on I'l iiliiy,” sava 7V<d/?, 


“Ordinil ' is an ugly word. 


collection, 

Anything which is calculated to make 
bad blood totween England and France 
is to bo regretted, and W’e are sorry that 
Miv P. G. Konody, in attempting, in 
the columns of The Observer, to fix the 
responsibility for the English Poat-Im- 


According to some statistics given by 
The Gar more porsons are killed by 
trains than by motor-omnibuscs. Still, 
the motor-omnibuses must not lose 
heart : they must remember that the 
trains have liad more practice at the 
game than tliey. 


“ coimtituted* the final novelty v/f tho 
poason, while earlifsr in Iho week sumo 
clever variations on ‘Down Among tlu> 
Dead Men,' by Mr. HA(H(lh^o^, 

were also well worth hnayingd’ We 
have a suspicion tliat ibeiu is a fotstake 
here, and that the laHei work is by 
AiiORRNON, our Funml ( champion. 


vqn. cxLiii, 
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OLD Q. 

Huhhkd the voice of niirlh lUHong 
Europe’s Ministerial piulicms, 

Save whore someone opc« his lung 
In a wailing like a cm low’s : - 
“ He is dying I Thorn is no 
Clianco for dear old Status Quo ! '^ 

Softly fall the sl.nolcd foot ^ 

Of the r'irst-'C.lass Christian Nations ; 
All tlio Chancc'llors you meet , 

Scorn to ho Ins n(*ar relations; 
Murmuring, " Wo shall niis.s him. Oh, 
Jlow vvo lovod old Status Quo ! ” 

Long tlioy ’d patched his tBnd('r spot, 
Long had narsod liim in a jcMiloiis 
Christian spirit, saying, “ What 
inconvenionco it would spoil ns 
If, one day, a fatal blow 
Finished good old Status (iuo ! " 

Now thorowors, tlm Croat (and (lood) - 
All their inen and all tlioir horses -- 
Cannot, oven if tlioy would, 

Reconstruct his vital forces ; 

Cannot rectify the low 
J^ulso of poor old Status Qiio. 

Only they who knocked him out, 
Whom his sorry pliglit he owes to, 
They, the little powers, no douht, 

Could revive lutn if they chose to; 
Jlut iliey won’t ; they say, “ W^iat lio! 
Wo are sick of Status Quo ! ” 

But the Others, looking wise, 

Talk in concert, all dohying 
Ve^ry flatly their surprise 
At his sudden taste for dying : — 
“Why, wo told you long ago, 

All was up with Status Qiro ! ” 

So the Nations watcli and wait, 

Anxious each to do hei- duty 
Should a fellow-Cliristian Slate 
diiiTip her claim to any booty, 

Any swag that 's like to flow 
From the loss of quaint old Quo. 

■ O. S. 

The Super-Pup. 

“ Pup puppies, splendid podign'es ” 

m Nor them Daily Tvlvirnph.'^ 

The Saiurthiy llevieu\ commenting 
on a speech by the Kaiskk, says : — 

“He cun speak of the deep without 

un<;tion or any offiMisivn iit-lninicness in 
Ziou. To h(' ahli^ to speak like tlial is 
n worth many IjRizer.s.” 

This is a new and useful cnrrency of 
osteon). We hejm to ho al)le l)y-and- 
by to appraise the Kaiski! for a speech 
that is worth throe O.U.B.C. hla/ers, 
a pair of running shorts (sluTink), a 
Butney Tortiis Club Tie, )i Cambridge 
crickot bhfti, 1894 (a vintage year), a 
racquets swoatop, and a pair of brogues 
(golfing, not Irish). 


EFFICIENCY. 

Very 'imjent. 

To I^lUVATE PaBKINS. 

As you have not yet fired your stan- 
dard Test in Musketry, this is to remind 
you that Saturday next is tlie last pos- 
sihle day, and if you fail to p!t,ss you 
will not he efficient, and will render 
yourself lijihlo to prosecution. 

(Signed) J. Blanky Buank, 

Capt. and Adjt. 

T rang the hcdl and sent to the nursery 
for Felicity. It w^as Felicity who was 
[■es])onsil)lc. It wa.s Felicity who had 
told me in dune how splendid I should' 
»ok in uniform. Jn July it was Fo-, 
lie.ity (and her cat) wlio had pi'actised 
“ forming fours” with mo on the lawn. 
If. was Fol icily wlio, on ilie fateful first 
of August, luid packed mo off to Camp 
witli my orjuipment fastened on wrong 
way u[j, and a hot-water bottle (shade 
of HouATius!) in my kit-hag. It was 
h'eliciiy, tlierefore, who should now 
encountei* the full tide of my reproach. 

The door opened, and my little i 
daugliter came in. 

J showed her the alarmingd(BUinient. 

“ What do you make of that? ” 1 sisked. 

She gazed at it solemnly. 

“Oh, Papa,”, she said, “you have 
been and gone and done it.” 

“ On the contrary,” 1 replied, “ T 
have l)oen and gone and done it. 
Tluit ^ just the trouble: and 1 blame 
you entirely. I knew from the start 
tlie.so military operations would end in 
a cry.” 

“.What’s to-day? ” she asked. 

T enlightened her. 

“The day,” 1 said, “is Saturday. 
The l)our is 8 p.m. . Lighting-up time, 
4.30 r.M. Venus is an evening star. 
Veg(^tal)les in season arb ” 

“Pax)a,” she cried, “ wo must order 
the car j*ound at once.” 

1 looked out of the window. 

“ I might conceivably shoot by 
candle-light,” 1 said, “ but w'orking 
under such conditionr. I can hardly 
expect to make a gootl sco)*e.” 

“ Can you shoot anyway ? “ she 
iiskcvl. 

“Shoot?” 1 oxclaifued. “My dear 
(^hild ! Do Lliink hefruo you speak. Hut, 
as a matter of faci., I shall ho a little 
out of jji actlco. I believe the last time 
1 luilidled a rifle was that evening at 
Earl’s Court.” 

“And then you only liit one glass 
hall, you know.” 

“Class ball, indeed,” T cried indig- 
nantly. “ I shot the running Rhino- 
ceros at ten yards — twice.” 

“ Did you ? Good. Vv’oll, I ’ll run 
up and dross immediately.” 

“You are not coining,” I said. ‘ 
cannot allow it. There may bo danger.” 


Felicity drew herself up and clapped 
licr heels smartly together. 

“ If there is to bo danger,” she said, 
“ then I am corning as a nurse.” 

* * 

Half an hour later wo descended from 
the car, I in my immaculate top hat, 
fur overcoat and spats, Felicity en- 
veloped in wliat she describes as her 
musquashes, with a red cross on her 
left arm ; and by forced marches across 
ploughed fields and over fiv.e-harrcd 
gates, wo reached the rifle range. 

A sergeant attired in Khaki was 
havhig his tea in the pavilion. 

Carrying our umbrellas at the trail, 
wo marched i)i and ])reseiited arms. 

“ Pi’oparo for night operations,” 1 
said. 

He responded to my greeting with 
little or no enthusiasm, It appeared 
that I liad no husintiss to put it off till 
the last moment ; that ho had been 
there all day, and now^ w^ould pro])al)ly 
miss liis tniin. We foiincl him quite 
jiTisquo, oven for a sergeant. 

“ Co)no, come, fellows” I said. “ Pro- 
[hico the lire-jinn. I am chafing for 
the conflict.” 

Ue selected a w'Ga])on, ami wo wont 
out to the firing line. On the way I 
made them a short address : “ * Would 
that wo now had hove,’ ” I said, “ * hut 
one ten thousjind of those men in lilng- 
|a.nd who do no work to day,’ ” 

^'“‘The fewer men,"’ said Felicity, 

‘ the greater share of honour. Oh, do 
not wisli one more.’ ” 

A grunt from the sergeant seemed to 
indicate his concurrence with this viow^ 

Pj'osontly w'C arrived at a place whore 
a piece of jdii-sipatotl-looking cocoanut 
matting w'its spread u])on the ground. 

“ Jiio down,” ho commandori. 

“ Lie dow n ? ” I oxclaitJicd.r 

“ Yes, lie down,” lepeated the ser- 
geant unmoved., 

J turne.d to Felicity. 

“ Run back to the car, rny dear, and 
t(‘ll the chauffeur to Vjring a couple of 
nigs.” 

“ Oil, Papa,” she protristed, “ we can- 
not alToidthe d(day. ^ It is the time for 
prompt action.” 

“ Well, well,” I said. “ It is iho 
fortune of Wai .” And giving her my 
beautiful hat J prostrated myself with- 
out further hesitation. 

“ Now take careful aim,” said the 
sergeant, indicating the target. “Go 
steady.” 

“1 know all about it,” I replied. 
“ First I give it a slow and well-directed 
fire. ’^I'hen 1 crawl up closer and give 
it a rapid and devastating fire, Tlien, 
under cover of that, I fix my bayonet, 
rise with a loud yell and charge it.” 

Ho contradicted me — a habit to which 
sergeants are all too frequently prone. 






As KNEW ten YEAKS A(i(). 


As \SF. AH r.r nr.u to day. 


Thejvo is littlo to (i(;soiiho in adomoii- 
siratioii of iimskotry. Onoshol from a 
rillo is very niiicli like anoLlior. It 
a sudden i)au^' Nvheii you lead. ox])c*(;t 
it and disa])|)ears for ov<u\ Nevei tlu*' 
less, [ was ahsorhed in the oe.cupation, 
and altliou^'li durin*^ the occjisional lulls 
in 1,1)0 din of battle 1 beard the luurinur 
of coiivoi'sation behind nio 1 paid little 
liiH’d to my companions. 

But us I was cranuninf^ the last 
rounds of ammunition into the musket 
my attention was suddenly arreskid by 
an unmistakable sound. The sound 
of somebody being kissed. Turning 
smartly round, 1 ^vas just in time to 
see Felicity’s arms slipping from tbo 
sergeant’s burly peck. Jle instantly 
produced an enormous note-book and 
buried bis head in it. 

“ All right/’ bo said quickly. “ That’s 
good enough. You’ve passed. You’re 
efficient. Fall out.” 

Felicity clapped her hands vigorously. 

Bravo, bravo,” she cried. “ You’ve 
beaten the record.” 

1 rose, and taking my top liat, which 
my little daughter liad casually laid on 
the ground, placed it upon my liead. 

“I had not even finished,” I replied 
with dignity ; “ but 1 have had enough. 
1 will ceasiiriire.” 

Whereupon I took my little daughter’s 


band, and giving tbo sergeant a haughty 
stare, which, bow'cver, I must owui, 
seemed to have little effect u])oii him, 
marched her off. 

In unbroken silence W'e jetiiriUTl to 
the car, I thinking oyer certain ])brases 
of paternal censure a])propriate to tbo 
occasion, Felicity doul)ll('.ss wondiM’ing 
w hat fate was in store for 1 h*J'. 

It was not until we bad re-embarked 
and were under way that 1 took her to 
task. 

“Now, Felicity,” I said, “what is 
the meaning of this al)surd behaviour? 
You seize an opportunity when your 
poor father is lyirig on bis face becom- 
ing efficient for bis country’s sake to 
carry on an outrageous llii*Lation with 
a— a sergeant- at-arrns.” 

Felicity gazed down at Ium’ lidicu- 
lous musquash muff. Her evelaslies 
flickered. 

“ Oh, Papa,” she said, “ what in- 
gratitude.” * 

“Ingratitude,” I shouted; “wliat 
next?” ■ 

“Yes, ingratitude,” she replied. 
“ My dear Papa, you surely don’t 
imagine you’d over have got efliciont 
off your own bat ? ” 

“ But you said I beat the record.” 

“You beat a record,” said Felicity, 
“ because you never hit the target at all.” 


N.lk ’!'() rnw (IkntJiK Hr, mh;u If 

sou are iuspir<‘d by this ivrtude lo jr>in 
the 'Ikn'ritoi mis, jihnise tuKt' it. witli }ou 
\vbt*u y)ii go Tins will eiumro iny 
gel ting l)i(^ credit I desiM st^ II will 
also (‘usiiii' sour glutting a Cbristmus 
(kird from k't'lieil > . 

1\S. s|MH*ial poriuissiou of the 

auibor.) Yes, und peibajis vai mas he 
a. s(M‘geant, loo, riome day.^ l'\ 

ToBsing the Blank«)t. 

“ Dimuu' l.lu"' wrcK tho wlinlr H llio <^01 
H for tl»«i I'lail and WokI, Wietl^. will Int 
lilirowu on thn Sh.'t't with otlur Notahlo 
^I'ow ’ Jtfrf (^“MVnan'A he rrOsr/ 

“ l'\»rl.imi)t(*ly for tho woikiuiMi, thr gkirtH 

foil |)oi|)(indiiM,ii<o)> , foi had it hdlou vtaticidly 

<hi‘ acfidrat m all jTohahility would huvo 
pro\rd honouH." VVuaariAt Iktily 

Ihit a horizontal desi^ent is real Vv safest. 

From a catalogue : — 

“Oiu^ q>uartcr CMU»k f.oiUaiuing 14 dowaK of# 

’h uuigiiifloent <dd very Tiiwn> - a wuir of 

Hutmrb (juahty aad IhiiKh/' 

We know that port. 

“The 8erviiui« hnvo a»lsaiut)d on thoir 
* Anabasis * or iiuuvh to I ho sra." 

Jhuhf Mail*' 

What would “ otn s[)fHMal (jroi^ cone- 
Bpondent ” say to tliittii* 
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PROFESSOR BILLINOER'S 
DOWNFALL; 

OB, 

Tub Extinct-Gamb IIontkhm. 


famous big-ffanio liuntor, collector of 
bibelots, and nut. Next, Professor 
Winterly, Billingor’s bitter rival and 
a })rofound disbeliever in the truth- 
fulness of his inventories. Lastly, 


Being an account of the recent amazing myself, who was to write an account 
adventurcH of Professor Billinger, of everything that happened and send 
Lord John Kangar, Professor Win- it every night to iny paper, no matter 
terly ond Mr. Watsonoo/‘‘'77tcila% how far away from civilization we 
Trail" By Cunning Toylo. , might bo, and incidentally to win 

Gladys. Whether or not she was 
Chaptku 1. , really worth winning, I never quite 

I Propkssofi liiiiiHNdEH, the groat made up my mind ; but the motive has 

sporting agent of St. James’s Street, a romantic flavour, 
was the most extraordinary Jthing J p . . v 

ever saw; and, being both a Riagl)y Chapteu X. ^ 

.International jLnd a pushing journalist, Judge of our surprise when, on at 
I have seen a good deal. If ho ro- last arriving in the centre of South 
sembled anything it was one of those America, four thousand miles from the 

coeoairats with eyes -and beards mouth of the Amazon (I am pledged 

greengrocers* window's ; 
but, oa. a matter of fact, 
lie did notrcBeniblo any- 
thing or anybody, ex- 
cept in his photograpii, 
whore his eyes renund 
one of those of a famous 
writer of detective 
stories. He was, as 
Lord John Kangar said 
of him, so dooced sui 
generifij don’t you know.” 

His head was immense 
and shaggy and red ; his 
arms were like Jack 
«]ohnhon’k; whereas liis 
legs ‘ recalled those of a 
dachslunul. To these 
physical attractions were 
allied a brain of gigantic 
power, a colossal egoism, 
the worst manners in 
the world, horrible lan- 
guage and a temper like 
a whirlwind. Visitors 
to his sporting agency in St. James’s to give no more precise particulars). 
Street left either by the window or aiijwo found Professor Billinger waiting 
ambulance, or both. for us. “ Ah,” remarked Winterly witli 

This sounds unprepossessing, but liis sub-acid luimour, *‘I thouglit I 
since only Billingor’s agency knejw smelt a liar.” “ You *re another,” said 
whore the best pterodactyl shooting Billingci*, and it required all the tact 
and mastodon stalking were to he liad, atul pliysical strength of Lord John 
and since .1 had to do a little of eacli in Kangar and myself, exercised for two 
order to win Gladys and satisfy the hours, to separate them. Such contests, 
editor of Tim Daily Trail that .1 was both of sarcastic wit and listicut'fs, were 
worth my salt, I was forced to call of daily occurrence. ]hit, as Lord John, 
on him. Our interview began in his who was a master of current slang, 
oftico and hnishod in the 8t. Janies’ sai<J, “These young fellow - mo - lads 
Park duck-pond, whither wo liad pro- niust«bo allow'etl tlieir littlo scraps — eh, 
igrossed locked in each oLh£u*’s ariTis and what? Dooced awkward for us, no 
rolling over and over to the coinplett? doubt, sonny, but there it is. What 
disorganization of the traflic. But— I hoi” 
had secured tlie sliootiiig! ' CHArxEii XITL 

Chapter 11.. Having secured a retinue of natives, 

I pass ovoiiny subsequent six months we puslied on through the primeval 
in Charing Cross Hospital and come to forest, where no one except the famous 
the oonstituents of our party. First, travellers, Harry de Quoux and 
there was LorH Jolm Kangar, the William le Windt, had ever, been 


before. Wo looked in vain for their 
bones. After many days' travelling 
we reached an unolimbabla cliff. 
“We’p up against it this time, no 
bloomin' error,” said Lord Jbhn, 
Winterly was silent, hut ho looked at 
Billinger with a sardonic expression 
that said as plainly as words, “ I told 
you so.” “ Unclimbable, is it ? ” said 
Billinger. “ Wait a moment ; ” and 
drawing out liis tobacco-pouch he filled 
it with free hydrogen from a neigh- 
bouring geyser, attached our four 
siiddles to it, and such was thq biibyancy 
of the gas that we were almost 
instantly at the top of the cliff. 1 
never had a more exhilarating ride. 
Once there, for at least five minutes 
Winterly ceased to jibe, such was the 
success of the experiment. 



Cudomer. “ ’Auf-i'OUnd o* iicrniii.” 

SJui^mian . ' ‘ Ykk , Mum. Tue it kkt ? ’ ’ 

Customer, “Naav, the wernKT; bamk as we 'ad before. 


Chapter XTV. 

The next thing was to 
negotiate the impassable 
gorge which separated 
us from thfj estate wo 
wore to rent ; but this 
was easily done, and at 
last, after days of fatigue 
and danger, wo were 
in the promised land. 
Having made a fire and 
enjoyed our supper wo 
turned in, but before 
doing so I wrote my 
account of our desperate 
adventures to date and 
posted it. 

Chapter XV. 

It was on my W'ay 
back from the jiillar- 
box that I liad the most 
appalling experience of 
my life. I met a masto- 
don. Trained writer though I am, no 
words of mine can give you any idea of 
the liorrorof this creature. At first my 
limbs were paralysed, but then J turned 
and fled. Every second ho drew nearer, 
and but for the accuracy of Ijord John 
Kangar’s aim I should never have 
escaped. And here I must say tluit 
where we should Ifavo been without 
Lord John I cannot imagine. Certainly 
not hero to tell the tale. 

Chapter XVX, 

On tlie next day shooting began in 
earnest. After sighting liis rifle on one 
of our natives, in the jdain below, and 
shooting him clean, as being “almost 
certainly a bally scoundrel, don’t you 
know,” Lord John Kangar put up a 
covey of pterodactyls and brought down 
throe; while Professor Billinger and 
I got one each. Billinger, I need 
hardly say, immediately ate his, riw. 
Sometimes indeed ho seemed hardly 
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l5. Box. 


5a. Box. 


liuinaii, always oxcopiing liis oy(‘S. 
Poor Winterly, now tnat ilie vt'raciiy 
ol' Billiuger’s prc-liistoric gaiiio-list had 
I)(‘en proved, was reduced to a kind of 
])ulp and whenever lie left tho camp had 

10 Ijo carried hack hy one or mons of us. 

CnAPTim XVI r. 

Tt was qp that night, again on re- 
1 uvning from the post, that 1 expoihmced 
an adventure so tfn'rihle that I can 
I fmrdly bring myself to write it. Snd- 
d(jnly I was aware of a sound like tho 
shunting of a goods train. Knowing 
I lint tliere could be no train tlierc 1 was 
naturally curioiis, and, peering round 
a tree, I saw an animal ap])roaching 
wliich must have beiSn sixty yaids long. 

1 1 was a diplodocus. My marrow froze 
within mo and again 1 ran, and again 
n()thing saved me Imt Lord John’s 
rifle. ♦‘My dear Watsone,** ho said, 
“ you really must give up these doocod 
postal errands. Let the Ibally paper do 
without your stuff for one day —oh, 
what ? 

Crafteh XVIII. 

It was, I think, the next day that we 
comptetely exterminl^ted the ape-men, 
or ^hapg it was tha day after ; at 
anyrate weWllad almost 

onfih- 4 .ti 4 thm took the Tube for 
hotd John having 
diaeoveted tm station* i 


Guinka Box. 

Chafteb XXVI. 

Queen’s Hall was crowded lo hear 
tho account of our travels, Sir JTenky 
Wood and his orchestra htung l)anish(5d 
for tho night. It was evident that 
there was to be trouble, amongst tho 
audienco being many young women 
with hammers and numbers of inedical 
students w'ith asafa'tida^ and whistles. 
Professor Billinger was our spokes- 
man. His account of our travels 
excited only a languid interest, and nn 
one w^as in the least moved when he 
liberated a young pterodactyl in tlu^ 
hall, ,But when ho said, in his perora- 
tion, that ho himself was uni(|ue and 
none but himself could bo his ]jarallel, 
Professor Winterly brought down tlie 
house by rf3raarking quietly, “ Question.” 
Billinger was thunderstruck. Ho re- 
peated his statement and Winterly 
repeated Ins interruption. At last 
Billinger inquired what he meant* by 
“Question.” “I mean,” said Win- 
terly, “that you are not unique.” 
Billinger was speechless ; he flung 
himself at Winterly, but forty scientists 
on the platform, led by Sir Awthuh 
Conan ^vle and Sir .E, Bay Lan- 
KBSTER, held him back. “ Produce your 
proof!” roared the audience to Win^ 
teriy, “1 will,” he eaid, and signed to 
the attendahjbSi wrho at once staggered 
to the pladorm bearing an enormous 


PtYK nl’lNK^ J’OX. 


box. “Now,” said Wintorly, and, open- 
ing il, he nwoaled tlio King of the 
Ap(^-mon, a Jiorrihlo croatum 
like Billinger, oven to a (socoanut mark 
on Ids ItJt arm. 

Winl.orly’H revenge was oomi'letel 
Bising lo the occasion, the amiionce 
sei/ed him, Lord .lohn and myself 
and carried ns all round London, while 
}K)or HilUnger was le ft with his d<mhlt\ 
bringing libel actiems against tlie 
woild. 

CiiAnnii THi: Imbt. 

And what of (ilad\s? Ycui will not 
ho surpriscMl to hc’ur tluit after reading , 
a ftdl account of our adv(?utm'«3S nho i 
decided lo marrv a less remarliable ptiui, , 

Sic Voa non Vobie, 

fTlic ii'ar»*scjitaiivoH of tho eleven Powm 
hi\c prthcnlcd a to tho Phintwo 

(rovi'nimiuit af(nitiKfc the hy^iotluumtion of a 
part of tlio salt gahoUc, the whole of Which is P 
Ruhjoct to prior chamo/i ainl ]>le(lgcd m pny- , 
ment of the Boxer xnocini i i ty . J i 

‘Twas ever thus in shine or sho^‘<*r ; 

Wo never ear-marked in (Juthay 
A likely source of pelf or power 

But ’twos the ilrst to mehf awl^y ; 

We never nursed a salt gahelfo 
4*0 pay us our indem-in tyi 
But Cftiina, when she knew us VliH, 

Would pledge it ehkewhnbe on sly. 
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nwr nc r%iio QiircrDCRQ “ really rather absurd/’ he said, *• A-ha, you won’t beat me by mtwjA/' 
ONE Or OUR SUFFEREnQ. conversational way, as we went to he said, ‘*in Spite of my liver/' 

There is no question before the the next tee, “ that putting should be so “ By the way, how is the liver ?” I 

country of more importance than that ridiculously important. Take that hole, asked, 

of National Health. In rny own small for instance, I get on the green in a “ Your fresh-air cure is doing it good, 

way I have made something of a study perfect three ; you fluff your drive com- Of course it may come on again, but 

of it, and when a Uoyal Commission pletely and got on in — whaiwi^sit?” ” He drove a screamer. “ I think 

begins its enquiries, I shall put )>ofore “ Five,” I said again. I shall be all right,” he announced, 

it the evid( 3 nco which I have .accumu- " Er— five. And yet you win the “ All square,” he said cheerily at the 

lated. J shall lay particular stress upon hole. It /.s rather absurd, isn’t it ? ” ninth. I fancy I ’m going to beat 

the health of Thomson. • , “I’ve often thought so,” J admitted you now. Not bad, you kpow, con- 

“ You’ll heat me to-day,” he said, as readily. “That is to say, when I’ve side ring you were four up. Practically 

he swung his club stiffly on the first taken four putts. I’m two up.” speaking I gave you a start of four 

tee; “I shan’t be able to hit a hall.” On the third too Thomson’s health holes.” 

“You should have some lessons,” 1 became positively alarming. He missed I decided that it was time to make 
suggested. . the hall altogether. . an effort hgain, st'eing that Thomson’s 

Thomson gave a snort of indignation. “It’s ridiculous to try to play,” he health was now thoroughly re-estab- 
“ It's not f/wrf,” he said. “ But I’ ve said with a forced laugh. “ I can't see li-hed. Of the next seven holes I 

been very seedy lately, and ” the hall at all.” managed to win three and halve two. 

“That’s all right; I shan’t mind. I “ It 's still there,” I assured him. It is only fair to say, though (as 

haven’t played a thoroughly well man He struck at it again and it hurried Thomson did several times), that 1 had 
for a month, now.” . v off into a ditch. an extraordinary amount of good luck, 

“ You know, 1 think my liver ” “ Look here,” he said, “ wouldn’t you and that he was dogged by ill-fortune 

I held up my hand rather play the pro. ? This is not much throughout. But this, after all, is 

“ Not before my paddie, please,” 1 of a match for you.” as nothing so long as dho's health is 

said severely; “ he is quite a child.” I considered. Of course a game with above suspicion. The great thing was 
Thomson said no more for the mo- the pro. would ho much pleasanter that Thomson’s liver suffered no relapse; 
mont but hit his ball hard and straight than a game with Thomson, but ought even though, at the sevontoei.th tie, 1 o 
along the ground. ^ I to leave him in his present serious was one down and two to play. 

“ It ’s perfectly absurd,” ho said with condition of health? His illness was And it was on the seventeenth teo 
a shrug; “T shan't bo able to give you approaching its crifical stage, and it that I had to think seriously how 1 
a game at all. Well, if you don’t mind was my duty to pull him through if I wanted the match -to end. Thomson 
playing a sick man-^ — ” could. at lunch when he has won is a very 

“Not if you don’t mind being one,” I “No, no,” T said. “Let's go on. different man from Thomson at lunch 
replied, and drove a hall which also went The fresh air will do you good.” .when he has lost. The more I thought 

along the ground, but not so far as my “ Perhaps it will,” lie said hopefully, about it, the more I realized that I was 

opponent’s. “There! I'm about the “ I 'm sony I 'm like this, but I’ve had in rather a happy position. If I won, 
only man in England who can do that a cold hanging about for some days, and I won — which was jolly; if I lost, 

when he’s quite well.” that on the top of my liver ” Thomson won — and wo should have a 

The hall was sitting up nicely for my “ Quite so,” J said. pleasant lunch, 

second shot, and f managed to put it The climax was reached at the next However, as it happened, the match 
on the green. Thomson's, fifty yards hole, when, with several strokes in hand, was halved. 

farther on, was reclining in the woi*st he topped his approach shot into a “Yes, 1 was afraid so,” said Tliomson; 
part of a hunker which lie had forgotten bunker. For my sake he tried to look “ I le^t you get too long a jitart. It 's 
about. as tliough ho Had meant to run it up absurd to suppose that I can give you 

“Well, really,” he said, “there’s along the ground, having forgotten four holes up and heat you. Jt prac- 
an oxauijde of luck for you. Yoxir about the intervening hazard. It was tically amounts to giving you four 

ball ” a bravo effort to hide from mo the bisques.” 

“I didn’t doit on purpose,” I pleaded, real state of his health, but ho soon “ What about lunch ?” I suggested. 

“ Don’t be angry with me.” saw that it was hopeless. He sighed “Good; and you can have your 

Ho made two attempts to got out and pressed his hand to his eyes. Then revenge afterwards.” Holed the way 
and then picked his hall up. We he hold lus fingers a foot away from into the pavilion. “ Now I wonder,” 
walked in silence -to the second tee. him, and looked at tliom as if he were ho said, “ what I* can safely eat. I 
“ This time,” I said, “ I shall hit the trying to count them correctly. His want to bo able to give you some sort 
sphere properly,” and with a terrific state was pitiable, and 1 felt that at of a game this afternoon.” 
swing I stroked it gently into a gor.so any cost 1 must save him. Well, if there is evera KoyalCommis- 

hush. I looked at the thing in disgust 1 did. Tlio corner was turned at the sion upon the national physique I shall 
and thou felt my pulse. Apparently! fifth, whore I took four putts. insist on giving evidence. For it seems 

W'as still quite well. Thomson, for- “ You aren’t going to win all tlie to me that golf, far from improving the 
getting about his li\T3r, drove a beauty, holes,” he said grudgingly, as he ran health of the country, is actually un- 
We rnet on the green. down his putt. dermining it. Thomson, at any rate, 

“ Five,’’ I said. ' Convalescence sot in at the sixth since he has taken to the game, has 

“Only live?” asked Thomson sus- when I got into an impossible place and never been quite fit. A. A, M. 

piciously. picked up. , , r.j 

; “Six,” X said, holing a very long “Oh, well, I shall give you a game From “To-day’s Anniversaries” in 
putt. « yet,” he said. “ Two down.” The Daily Telegraph : — 

TSiomson'fl liealth had a relapse. He The need for further bulletins ceased “Tlio White Prince drowned . . . IXSaO.” 
took four B)K>rt putts and was down in at the seventh hole, which lie played In the unfortunate sinking of the Blaok 
seven. really well and won easily. Ship. 




J.A MOliT DU CyONE, 

(A North-Western Agony.) 

A CONSTABLE is Standing by ; 

lie doo 5 not tliink my brain is 

gone ; 

Ho sees no madness in my eye 
As I approach the 8^van ; 

Ho simply sjiys, “ Hero is a gont 
Of ratlier soft and easy bent, 

Who loiters here without intent ; 

1 do not deem it to bo my 
Business to riiovo liiin on.** 

i 

lie do3s not know the bard beneath 
The L'umdruin tenant of the Hat ; 

^lo does not see Uie laurel wreath 
(I wear an old squash hat) 

As morn by morn with lumps of 
cake 

I feed the swan that swims the 
lake — 

Perhaps you tliink it a mistake 

To call a pond on Hampstead Heath 
8o proud a name as that ? 

I do not care ; the point is this, 

That tears of pity course in rills 

When I behold the Cockney's bliss 
On these Arcadian hills ; 


Their hearts are lUlod with comic 
cuts, 

Their spirit moves in sordid ruts, 
They shy away at cocoaniits ; 
Romantic sense is what they miss ; 

J mean to give them thrills. 

Full sudden on the hveezos homo 
An ecstasy shall round them play, 

A wonder shall entrance the morn 
Of next Bank Holiday ; 

And Alf shall say, “ Wliat-ho ” I, > 
Jjiz, 

*‘That is a rare old shino, that is, 
It beats the concertina biz ; 
Twasn't a blooming motor-born, 

It ’s that there duck, I say.” 

For lo! I shall liave lured the bird 
(So unsuspectingly he foofls) • 

With poisoned doughnuts. And the 
herd 

That all too seldom heeds 

The heavenly fire, the voice of 
song. 

Down to the water’s edge shall 
throng 

(Bringing their cocoanuts along) 
With pallid lips, with hearts upstirred, 
To where amidst the reeds 


*rho wild stiuin oclioes, as on starred 
And motmligiit-ailvorod watom wan 
U swelled aforetime, ore the hal'd 
Commercial years crept on. 

And, 1 ising out of tliis, will 1)6 
Some Irouhle with the li.C U. 
Wliicli ought to prove a puff for 
me: 

‘ Astoimding case at HampsitMub Bard 
AsBassinatt^s a sw'an,” KvoM. 

Our First Aid Classes. 

I'xtract. from an essay; — 

“ 'I'hon* aro fniirmn ^ in thi;» htwird ; 

Llu' tir.st twf)T (*;Minot rcinciebfir, but Uu* olbor 
am forlnnnk*I> kuovvn.*' 

*' r vvAM not tbn roaidi of Faiglbb 

: in fa('t 1 usod to see t bo Parish 
orbtjon (.if thi^ hmty MnU nearly ovinv day.’^ 
lliijhfvorth <0 rdrinh Magazine. 

One has not lived until one has read 
the “ Society Notes ” in the Mtghn'orth 
if Seven hampt on Daily MatL 

“A |>av«rtytRtriokon peasant nailVHl I'imu- 
tioflf, in the YonUol dintiiot of KiMi 

iuat diocovored a quantity of gdid under 
his hat." — Peak Jhams , 

Compare “Brain is Money*’' in our 
aeries of “ Talks with ihe YouilSig.’* 





Bu$hand {nith had coldt reading out war news to his xcife), “I see tiie BuE<;AniANB have taken— a-a tcher t-ttsbah 1 
Wife^ *‘0a, KO, DEAU; I think that must B« a WISTAKK they took that I’LACE LAST WEEK.** 


FROM THE BACK SEAT OF WAR. 

{From our Special Corretpondeni) 
MitANJA, October 30. 

1 . 

Thehk is a sinldeii commotion in the 
markot-placo. Brif^lit eyes pop up above 
apples, grapes, red wine, ^vlnto clieeses, 
tomaioos tho size of plums, and plums 
the size of tomatoes, for there is a sound 
of horseimofs in the distance. News 
from tl)0 front ! At last wc are to know 
the truth I A buzz of coji versa! ion 
arises, and a clieese is knocked cn^er. 

But it is only a farmer’s wife, late in 
from the country, seated in a prehistoric 
vehicle, which also contains apples, 
grapes,' red wine, white cheeses, toma- 
toes the size of plums, and plums the 
size of tomatoes. Tiio voices die away 
anti tlu3 briglit eves disappear, but 
pulses continue, to heat quickly, for we 
have had a taste of War. 

^ I pmxdiase a tomato for my luncli, 
and pass on. The tomato is no larger 
than aplum, but in war one must shrug 
one's shoulders at hard^liip,. 


, 1 have ridden out a mile from the 
town in the direction of Muskub I 
A Btraightr, dusfy road stretches befoio 
me; to the right dies a long, low, white 
buQding; tothe |eft another buildmgi 


equally ^hg' equally low, and equally 
winte. In the distance a motor-car is 
speeding. Surely . . . but a close ex- 
amination through field-glasses reveals 
tho fact that it is moving aw^ay from 
mo. Still no copy I 

An old man, slightly bemt and a little 
bovved in the legs, approaches. II is 
l oots are dusty, though it rained only 
a fortnight ago, and his nose is hooked. 
Ho carries a basket; pcrliaps he may 
bring new’s of tho War. 

I address the man in Englisli, in 
French, in German, hut he shakes Ins 
head. I speak a few words in Welsh, 
and say “Good morning” in Esperanto, 
and still he only inuUers something 
in what I strongly suspect to be Seri), 
a language with which I am not 
acquainted. But a War Correspondent 
is not thus easily bafilcd. Consulting 
my compass, I point approximately in 
the direction of Yanitza. He turns, 
shades his eyes with his disengaged 
hand, looks, and shakes his liead. I 
imitate with my fingers the motions of 
two armies meeting in battle ; again lie 
shakos his head. 1 point to the basket; 
ho opens it and offers me an unripe 
tomato, .which I politely decline. Kerv- 
ing m^olf for a gieat effort, I dash 
forward, emulating the mdvemontB of 
cavalry advancing into action and at 
the s^an^e time emitting from my mouth 


I '’V'v 

a Very fair imitation of big guns boom- 
ing several miles away. 

I look round. The man is gone. The 
language of signs has failed me. 

It is the fortune of War. 

III. 

The Press Censor sits in his ollice ^ a 
cheerful, smiling little man, who receives 
my telegram wath infinite courtesy. 

Suddenly he speaks a few fWords to 
tho orderly beside him, who instantly 
produces a shining knife. The wdioki 
thing has occurred so quickly that 1 
have bai'ely time to pull out my pen, 
and my heart hammors against my ribs 
as I snatch off the cap. 

The orderly picks up the blue pencil 
and sharpens it carefully, 1 sheathe 
my pen and go out. 

IV. 

Sentries caiTying rifles appear at the 
street corners. It is nearly ten o’clock, 
and at ten o’clock, by order of the 
Generalissimo, lights must be extin- 
guislicd and every citizen must retire 
within doors. Such is martial law 1 

Above mo tlie stars shine, but tho 
moon has either not risen or iias sunk* 
A sentry coughs. 

The lights go out and the streets are 
dark. Btill the stars shine and there 
is no moon. In the dlstancie a clock 
strikes slowlv ten times* ^ ' 

It is ten 







Rt. Auciu8ttnk Binrticrj.. “ Sir, it is matter for painful regret to me that the Closure should eurtail the arguments of Hi'' t'ager and 
crowded ranks that face mo.” 

House of Commons, Monday, 1 criminating arul faithfjil conatif uoncy, I of oru^ of half a hnndroil antnudmimliil 

28. — Interesting treatise might he ho was one of a minority without hope, to Olauso V. wlmn fateful hlado foil* 
written on subject of extinct volcanoes temporarily without a loader. Ilon^ Aniendjiumts nithlessly out away; 
in House of Commons. On liistoric was his chance, and ho made the most Clause addiwl to Hill. 


occasion Dizzy (in Opposition) touclied 
upon it. With characteristic lightness 
lie confined his ohsorvatioiis to occu- 
jiants of Ministerial Hench and did not 
carry fliein hfiyond a single sentence. 
There are some score of men even in 
the present House who would supjdy 
mattu'ial for a chnpte;r in suggested 
biographical work. 

Take for example the "Momher for 
Holdernoss Division of the Hast Hiding 
of Yorkshire. On his appearance in the 
House a dozen years ago A. S. Wilson 
at once assumed the leading position 
natural to the modesty and energy of 
youth. His activity was to some et- 
tent fettered by political situation of 
the hour. One of the choicest fruits 
of Khaki election, he, on taking his seat, 
found himself a unit in overwhelming 
majority under leadership of Puinoe 
Arthub. In such circumstances, re- 
peated to-day with a difference, there 
is applicable a familiar nursery dictum. 
Good Ministerialists, like good children, 
may be seen but should not be heard. 

It was after the great dSbdcle of 
1905 that A. 8. W. found his oppor- 
tunity. Beturned again by a dis- 


of it. “Are we downhearted?" the 
decimated Opposition feebly asked each 
other. Stridently the negativ^e sounded 
from back Bench above Gangway to 
left of SrEAKEu, where sat the realised 
hope of the Holdernoss Division of 
the Hast Hiding of Yorkshire. With 
light heart ho confronted triumpliant 
Ministers seated in gateway of theii 
overcrowded camp. By (piostions per 
tinent and impertinent, by intorrnption 
of ordered speeches, by ino})portuTie 
outbursts of ironical cht^ering, ho kept 
the Unionist Hag Hying. 

Of late years a change came o’er the 
spirit of his dream. Altliougli, with 
reasonable measure of regularity, his 
face was seen in the familiar .quaHor, 
his voice was never heard. 

Spell broken to-night by fresli testi- 
mony of Ministerial tyranny. Suddenly 
the volcano, regarded as extinct, burst 
afresh in flame. At four o’clock this 
afternoon House resumed Committee 
on Home Eule Bill, taking in hand 
Clauses V, and VI., with knowledge 
that, if discussion were not conclud<w 
at 10.30, aid of guillotine would be 
invoked. Still engaged upon discussion 


Then the soul of A. S. Wil)4<»n stirred 
within liim. I’lie silence of punwal sen* 
si on s was broken. “Do uui call this 
fair discussion? " he iru|un’<Ml* address- 
ing liimself pointi'dly to (hi<VNOKLliOB 
OF Kxoiikqoek. Nf> reply forih<'oming, 
ho su]>pliod it, ” It is a poifoet farce,** 
he roan^fl. 

Having oiu'o more fouml his voice, 
he used it with even greater effect 
when in duo rouiHo Clause VU was 
suiimitteri fi'om the Chair, without a 
momcMit’s disiiirtsion of th«» many 
amondmenls that lilled the Impcr. 

“Not one word of disbuasion/' 
A. H, W. vi'inarked. That was perhaps 
obvious. What followcwl nmtle amends 
for anything approaching the common- 
place. Bending forward in his sc^i, 
unconsciously making with loft hand 
gesture as if Am wing a toga more closely 
over his^ shoulder, he stietehoil an 
accusing fondinger towanls faltering 
figures on IVeasury Hench c)ppo»iJbe» 
and declaimed the follow ing Huos 
Go and toll thooouutM yon art not allowiitg 
FixkJ di»cii»aion on Homd ||ul« mil. 
Something in stlfuging of the 

linos, ernphasiHcd by dranuktic action 
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that remmded Sir WiLLtAM Anbou* of 
outburst of the great Boman who heard 
passed upon him sentence of banish- 
ment :~ 

Banmhed.from Homo ! ^Yhat ’h iKuiislud but 
set free 

Frojtn ©r>»8tent conlacfc with lln? tliirtgH I 
loathe? 

'[These unpremeditated literui y coinci- 
dences always interesting to scholars. 

liusinrss done,— Tv, 0 more (Jlauses 
added to Homo Rule Bill. 

Tuesdai/, 6.30 r.M.— Again in Coui- 
inittee on Homo Rule Bill. Clause VII. 
dumbly waiting arrival of guillotine. 
Amendment raising question of work- 
ing of Lord Lieutenant’s Veto to Jhlls 
passed in Irish Parliament moved from 
OpppBjition side. FfiTIIKHSTONHAUCH 
on his legs supporting it. 

He was, he forlornly said, 
asked to trust the majority 
of Irish poople endowed with 
privilege of self-government. 

With record of past thirty 
years in his mind, how 
coxildhe? 

“The story of ihosathiriy 
yoars,” lie added, “ is one of 
boycott, outrage, intimida- 
tion and murder.” 

This he said, turning 
towards seat ol Irish loader ^ 
below Gangway, speakir)if 
ill dispassionate voice arm 
manner, as if he were asking 
him to pass the salt. 

“ Was it Bmmis who said 
you cannot frame an indict- 
ment against a nation / 

Rjctu kkston h auoii can . ' ’ 

Tluis Sauk, in medita- 
tive mood, glancing romul 
array of empty Benches. 

This the ninth day of Com- 
mittee on Bill. Opposition loudly 
complain that allott<?d poiiod is ail 
too short for work of such supreme 
imporianoo. And what use do tlioy 
make of it, such as it is? Only part 
of Chamber with any gathering of a 
crowd, any flicker of animation, is the 
Strangers’ Gallery. Innocent public, 
taught that fabric of Empire is in dan- 
ger of being riven to its centre, struggle 
for places whence they may watch a 
light scarcely loss momentous tlian that 

K ng forwai’d at this very hour in 
race. Reinenibering Ulster Day 
with its excited crowds, its ivooden 
armament, its Royal salute to, barristers 
out on the warpath, they reasonably 
anticipate something lively, probably 
trwgic. A blackthorn bout across the 
Table between 'Genkbal Oaubon, K.C., 
and Winston' would bo the very least 
tbey loc^ fpr. 

l^boM the i;ceiie they gaze down 
upon. On Tireosury Bencn sit' two 


Ministers, one (St. Augustink Bm- 
KELii) yawning, the other (William 
Jones) smiling. Habby Chablin has 
Front Opposition Bench all to himself. 
Brought down with liim sheaf of 
notes. Occupies spare time by covering 
himself with lco3a leaves as if* he 
were one of the Babes in the Wood. Im- 
mediately behind him stands Fethkb- 
STONHAUdH lamenting his countrymen’s 
unconquerable tendency to murder and 
rapine. Above Gangway behind Trea- 
sury Bench sit two Members forlornly 
apart. Below Gangway on same side 
are eleven, six being of the Tiabour class 
who have no- call to afternoon drives in 
the Park, nor desire to stroll about the 
Terrace. The Irish Nationalist camp 
is descried, notaldy by its captain. A 



*' As if he wore one of the Biihes in ilic Wooil.’* 
(Ht. lloN. Hknhy Chai’T.in ) 

tliin black lino of British Members runs 
along Front Bench below Gangway 
on Opposition side. On Benches behind 
tliat on which rounded contour of 
IIarhy Chaplin’s figure is steadily 
disapjiearing undc'i* scattered pages of 
his manuscript are seatcil as many 
as ten Members, chiefly from Ulster, 
each evidently on the spot to take 
advantage of opportunity to make a 
speed). 

This condition of things continuing 
through* next hour, a count w^as moved. 
For rnxious moment there appeared 
risk of farce terminating in tragedy of 
House counted out, by reason of im- 
possibility of keeping within hail forty 
Members to assume the virtue of 
interest in the debate even if they 
bad it hot. By desperate effort of 
Government Whip grotesque conclusion 
averted., A quorum was musWed, 
counted by the Spbakeb ahd verified. 
Whereupon resumed hiS' 


interrupted address, Membete ^ho had 
pleased the Whip by mnning to to 
make a House pleasing themselves 
by incontinently strolling forth again. 

Yet it would be difficult to ezaggerato 
importance of business to the fore, 
involving vital interests of the Empire 
betrayed by a reckless Government 
that will not allot more than twent^y- 
seven days to Committee stage of their 
iniquitous Bill. • 

This, as already mentioned, is the 
ninth day. 

Business done, — Home Rule Bill ' 
ran narrow risk of being counted out, | 
On division taken at 10.30 r.M. 540 
Members voted, giving Government 
majority of 114, Not even the odd 40 
had heard the debate throughout. 

THE SECRET FLAME. 

All well-furnished houses 
should have boxes^f wooden 
matches scattered about 
llicm whorover the eye may 
fall, nestling on every ledge, 
croud ling in every cran ny ; 
softly and gently they should 
insinuate themselves into 
I the hand of the smoker 
without conscious effort on 
his part; it is only so that 
tho train of lofty thought 
can continue uninterrupted. 
It is the invariable habit, 
however, of domestic ser- 
vants to take away all boxes 
of matches but one out of a 
joom, and hide them care- 
fully in tlio remotest grot- 
toes of the kitchen. 

I explained all this at 
some length to Elmku, and 
she said, “ Mary will get 
you another box of matches if you ring 
the bell, dear.” 1 was justly annoyed. 

“ When the great Sir Walter 
Raleigh,” I liegan again, “returned 
from the newly discovered continent of 
America, ho brought back with liim two 
priceless boons, potatoes to cheer the 
soul of w'oman, and tobacco to solace 
the heart of man. In those barbaric 
days, however, it was still necessary to 
replenish tlio lire of the sacred hoarih- 
pipe with a red-hot coal held carefully 
in tho (ongs — tongs must have been 
made to open in those times — and it 
was not until some extraordinary genius, 
pacing alone amidst blue-shadowed 
forests of pines, had been struck with 
their remarkable commercial possibili- 
ties, that a new and better ora i>egan to 
dawn. This man met and oonfabulatctl 
with two other master minds ; the one 
had travelled abroad, and ga^ed ypon 
the tembb grandeut ‘ dt tna anlphnr 
mines of 8ie%, possibly 
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tli<^ Infemo of Dante, the other had 
ftpenfc hours rowing about in the moonlit 
go*i, watching the phosphorescent water 
drip from the quiet oar blades. Out of 
this union of mighty spirits camo the 
great discovery. Thenceforward il limit- 

aide foison But Elmira had gone 

away to order the dinner. 

That morning I went out stealthily 
and bought a dozen boxes of Cygnet 
Pino Vestas and locked them up care- 
fully in^the drawer of my writing-desk. 

A few days afterwards, wlien Elmira 
came to dust it (this, of course, can- 
not bo entrusted to a servant), she 
tried to open the locked drawer. 
“Hallo! what*s in there?” she said. 
“ Nothing,” I answered, blushing 
rather guiltily. “ Nothing — only some 
old things I was going to burn.” 

Elmira turned ratlier pale. She did 
not speak, hut J fool convinced that 
this is not the end. Next time that I 
arn out in tlie evening there will be a 
rather dramatic little episode in our 
flat. The iTbor of iny study will open 
very softly, the light will ho switched 
on, and Elmira will apptiar in iier 
dressing-gown wdth her liair down. I 
don’t know wliy, hut somehow this ap- 
pears to bo the correct costume for crises 
of the sort. She will go to the opposite 
end of tlm room in a erouehing attitude, 
and look behind tlie window curtains. 
Then she will say, ‘‘Hist!” lay hpr 
finger on her lip, and steal up to ffio 
desk. She will Jiavo a gimlet or a 
bradawl, or possd)ly an adze in her 
liand. There will he a very tense mo- 
ment^ indeed while slie fumbles noisily 
with the lock, and onc^ she will look 
round trver lier rigid, cboulder with a 
guilty start . , . Tlien at last the 
(Irawer will hurst o))on, and she will 
find — well, I liavo told you what slui 
will linct. But it will not ho the 
1 ‘ogulatiori packet of love-letters, dust- 
covered and yellowing witli age. And 
the audience, if it has in its veins the 
blood I credit it witli, will demand its 
money back, at the door, 

BACON’S SYMPHONJJW. 

The wide rango of worki^ hitherto 
attributed to other authors but now 
incontestably proved to have emanated 
from the brain and pen of tlio <)iiini- 
scient Bacon lias been further enlarged 
by a momentous discovery, details of 
whicli liave been connnunicated to us 
by the famous composer, Professor 
Bilgor. 

Briefly stated, tlio discovery amounts 
to this, that BAcoN=BEETnovEN + 
Bach, 

The proofs are as follows : — 

if we take the name Francis we 
lincl the letters p, a and s stand for the 



Blood {lo liie latest in Commissionaires) . 

HA Y- WA (UiON, OR BOM KTIi I NO ? ‘ * 

key signatures of tliroeof Beetjiov ion’s 
symphonies, viz.; No. G in F, No. 7 
in A, and No. 3 in E Hat, or Es in its 
German ecpii valent. 

But the suvnaino JUcon is cvimi 
richer in corroborative (widiiiice. bor 
not only are the initial and final leltfo s 
(b and n) identical with tliosc^ (»f 
Beethoven, hut the intervening Irtli rs 
A 0 o stand for Associate of the Collc^'/c^ 
of Organists. 

Again, Beethoven was horn at 
Bonn, wliicli obviously stands for 
B(ac)oNN. His Christian name was 
Ludwig, which, when separated into 
its component parts, “(my) Lud” and 
“wig,” points with irresistible force to 
the Lord Chancedlor. 

Lastly, the identification of Bacon 


'Oil MU con n von (u:v l h a nxi, ou 


I with the L'ifi/ig (’antor huipH to ihe 
I eye when the tv\o names H-m'on and 
I lUcH aie set side hy sidi*, Ihii '* H ” 
having been uddc'd merely us a blind. 

Jhoh'ssor llilg(*r is also inclined lo 
believe that IUi on was Sroini, but the 
chain of evidcnc.e is not yet laanplete, 
ll(i has however shown ilvat lUrON is 
“ Speck” in Gorman, and “spnek ” in 
J')nglish = “spot,” ihe rliffVrei c * <4 
which from Hvonu is so wlight us to he 
iu‘gligil)le. ^ 

“ 'I'hc. export, of itinh tist. lo ilio 

Xhiitucl Kingdom was th* Mcoml in 

total quantliv tnid vuIho, i<* 

r>, 488,770, aa’d Mu' valu-i fci n*tuniod at 
1:2, 940, ‘227.” - htoetpool t \ 

This makes an otueli^lle rather 'an ex* 
pensive aflaii*. 



380 


[November 6, 1912, 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


AT THE PLAY, 

‘‘ Calmsto " AND “The Little 
Dream.'' 

When the fir»t scon© o£ Mr. Mavuice 
Hewlett's Ballet without words 
showed m an Academy for Young 
Gentlowomon (ko])t hy Artnnis) going 
throngli their callistluMiics with a very 
perfect propriety, 1 wondered a little 
what the author was doing in so,c()rrfict 
a company. But when one of the 
]>upilM daUisto, was rusticated for iin- 
sociahlo conduct, and to her, in her 
solitary depression, enteiT^d a piping 
Faun (Mr, Fuaskii Outuam), w’ho exe- 
cuted 11 deliglitfiil Maujuc^e dance, I 
recognised rnyJlEWLETT, and was con- 
fident that the young lady would shortly 
ho consoled. (I hope, by the way, that 
Calluto, in her subsequont home-life 
with the Faun, hinted to him that tliere 
should he a more obvious collusion 
between his pipe and the orchestral 
flute.) Miss Maruauht Monius was 
really excellent in all moods-- virginal, 
amorous, maternal — for Callisto he- 
coines the molluT of the dearest little 
boy-girl (Miss Inis Kowk) — and finally 
dolorous and repentant. A charming 
dancc-suiie and very well suited to the 
capacity of Miss Moiuus' pupils. 

J cannot honestly say the same for 
Mr. Oalhwouthy’s Lidle Drenm. On 
papcn* it would probably be plf‘,iisant 
onougb, l)ut for stage piij‘pos(\s it was 
too full of impracticable allegory. Its 
motive was the moral contrast between 
the a])])(uil of Nat ure’s solitude and the 
attractions of the lift^ of the iowu . The 
two were typified in the solid flesh 
by a native guide and a mountaineering 
tourist from the gay city -each in love 
with a soft-spoken and very ladylike 
cow-girl, resident among tlie Dolomites. 
'J'hey were also roprc^senled, wit h equal 
solidity, by two local peaks, the Cow 
Horn and the Wine Horn. Taking 
turns, with the limeliglit alternately on 
each to sliow which w'as snjqiosod to 
be speaking, tlieso two dangerous peaks 
threw off a deal of sombre rhetoric 
illustrative of their respo(dive points of 
view\ I never riglitly understood, by 
the way, the nice distinction drawn 
botw'cou this pair of natural excrescences 
— why one mountain should represent 
the aloofness of Nature, and the other 
(no leas a j)art of Nature) should typify 
the whirl of human society. 

■ Anon, on the wings of a dieam, w^o 
were conveyed to the liaunts of fashion. 
Hero a veritable orgy of incongruities 
met our astonied ga^e. There was the 
ladylike cow^-girl from iim Dolomites; 
,a raute in classical drapery; a Floren- 
tine inandoKnist; the mountaineering 
tourist in fuil twentieth-century evening 
dress' with wbit€^ waistcoat ; a goat-god 


from ilio period of Pan, and several 
symbolic dancers of no particular era. 
It was like a canvas by Mr. Sioismunp 
Goetzk. As for the goat-god, I think 
lie must have drifted in by mistake out 
of Mr. Hewlett’s ballet. I was not 
surprised Ibat the health of the cow- 
girl from the Dolomites visibly declined 
in 111 is riotous atmosphere. My wonder 
was reserv'od for MissMAROABET Mobris, 
tliat so intelligent a lady should have 
chosen an allegory that offered so few 
natural openings to lier company of 
lancers. 

Mr. Galsworthy’s allogoiy was fol- 
lowed hy a select ion from a generous 



C), tiiko tlio iiast> fiuit 
T w'on’t huvo jiiiy fruit to-day.” 
('’allisto .. .. !Miss MAnuAiiuT ^^rcmius. 

Artemts .. .. Miss Winituku Di m k. 

programmo of isolated dances. Jt suf- 
fered a clieck, i understand, from the 
intervention t)f l.ho London County 
Council, wdio insisted on putting the 
children to bed by 10 r.M. Aiiotlier 
difficulty was the darkness of the 
auditoiium, which compelled mo to 
step out into the lighted passage if I 
w^antod to identify the item in tlic 
programme. Miss Kathleen Dillon 
danced a very charming “ Sylphido,” but 
the liest perfonnanco was Miss Mau- 
OARKV Morris’s very vivacious ren- 
dering of (I think) an “Arabesque” of 
Debussy’s, though she danced with bare 
feet on a soft carpet when the music 
WTinted the ring of heels on a liard floor. 

She was good, too, in funereal vein, 
but “ The Death-Dance of Graine " was 
too protracted for a spectacle of grief. 
Indeed there was too little interpretation 
of actual dance-music, too much of mere 


mimetic movement. All ended with 
an extremely decorous “ Bacchanale,” 
which, apart from Miss Morris's share 
in it, might have figured with acoeptanco 
in the programme of any school-girls’ 
entertainment '—parents admitted, 

I venture to compliment the Mistress 
of the Ceremonies. Miss Morris has a 
youthful and gracious figure (w’ould I 
could say as much of all our “classical ” 
dancorsl); a most intelligent face, not 
given to vacant smiling ; a fine supple- 
ness of limb ; and an instant sonsitivo- 
noss for the suggestions of her thomo. 
And, if she cannot impart all her trained 
gifts to lier young pupils, she has at 
least taught them something more than 
the first principles of an art which can 
never bo learnt in perfection without 
ripe exj)orience and the development 
of individuality. And by that time tlio 
gift of youth, the best gift of all, i.s t.o 
often gone. O. S. 

“TWO FOR MIRTH." 

(The Magpies of St. Sanies .) 

Died Haw's that flit 
And flirt your tails 
Among the grit 
And soot that sails 
Upon our urban breezes, 

Faeli wintry morn 
yo;ir moods t mark 
Where all forlorn 
Ht. James’s l^ark 
Sliows little else that pleasoe I 

Tliough w’alking to 
My daily desk, 

Vour jet- black blue, 

Your jiicturosqiie 
Dme wdiite amid tfie dreary 
liain-soddon air 
And fallen leaves, 

Oh, jolly pair ^ 

Of da})per thieves, 

Seem admirably cheer y ! 

“ For sadness one,” 

The saying went, 

“ A pair for fun 
And merriment ; ’* 

So, friends of dainty feather, 

The oracles # 

Of happy Fate, 

Of kindly spells 
And fortunate, 

1 hail you both together 1 

And cheered of mind 
I go my ways, 

Though chill the wind 
And though the day 's 
As sombre as a Quaker, 

Since here you piy 
Upon the grass — 

Good luck, say 1 
For all who pass 
Through good St. James’s aero! 
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Notoriously ** Jlunl b'unler'' (• ounomtlinj ou hh nr w horse). “P'jnk J’kufohmku iji: jk, ’ihx). ,}\ mi-i h ’iiiiiicij (.Ai’i.h unu mj, uiE 
o'j'Jiioxi DAY,’* Lady (iiinocentlij), “IU-:aij-yI Boi tkd, 1 Ki rrosj; ? '* 


COIlKESPONDENCJi UK- 
AKJ{AN(ilED, 

(I) Acknoioh (hfin() the Jiccapt of a 
Weddiiuj Present. 

Dicar Madam,'- Yours of llio 
inst. to huncl, Avilli enclosure. 

In thanking you for the sanio, wo 
venture to mention a snuill nuittt'r. 
1^10 mark on tl)G hottoin of (lie salvor 
is not entirely distiricl, and we are left 
in doubt as to whetlier it is the otticial 
Lion (indicating sterling silver) or 
aiiothfu* mark, ])ointing to sonioono’s 
Patent Plate. Ja the circumstances 
wo have deemed it wisc^ to submit tlio 
article to an assay oi', iuhI wo hope that 
his report will be to hand shortly. 

Should our expert’s view bo as 
favourable as we liopo and trust it will, 
wo take this opportunity of reminding 
you that our Silver Wedding will ho 
celebrated on the 25th day of Novemher, 

mi. 

Thanking you for your kind favours 
in the past and respectfully soliciting 
tho honour of their continuance in I he 
future, 

We remain, clear Madam, 

Ifour obedient Servants, 

Monius AND Mobujs, 


(2) To an Insurance Conipany. 

Dkahpjst,— - All the long and tin^somc 
formalities which have stood lictwecMi 
us are now nearly at an end. In a; 
word, you have, sweet, accepted all my | 
proposals and we go througli life to- 
gether, its sorrow's as well as its joys, 
its sickness, maladie.s, broken limbs, 
loss of 0 V 08 , fires, tlieft-s from pi ivale 
residences and profe.ssional premises, 
sbipwi’ocks, riots, mutinies, blockades, 
Acts of (iod and attacks of Foreign 
Princes. Ho far from parting us in the 
future, these things shall only draw us 
closer together. And, lastly, when the 
ultimate bond shall be sealed, I jdacc^. 
my Ijifo in your dear bands and think 
the annual sum of £23 I3s. 4d. winch 
I have settled upon you hut a small 
price to pay for the many blessings 
and boons you are about to confcr*upon 
me. 

Forgive me if I touch on a inclanclx)! y 
subject, but at this solemn time J must 
refer to that event, the mt?ro idea of 
winch is repulsive to both of us. When 
I die^ my own, swear to mo that you 
will not instantly forget all about me 
and all the promises you have miwle. 
But I feel assured. 

Your John. 


(.’i) Avsnrr to a Monejp LendciH I tetter. 

Mr. John Mm ns greatly rogti'ts llmt, 
owing to (be pressiiro of prior and 
long standing ('ugagemonts, he ia urt* 
able (o iiecjvpt Mr,, LtJvinKtci!»‘rt kind 
in\]la(lon to call ori him pcrHonully at 
Ids olVu’c iuid iH^gotialo a loan lor any 
snm from ti\e pence lo five millitui 
pounds. 

(4) Ansnei loan Initialiunlo 
J)i-:\u Siig' Witli Jtjferenci' to your 
memo, ot llu' ‘Jilrd idt., our cHonf, Mr. 
John Moi ris, insiiiu tfi uh to inforju you 
that ho luis placed llu^ sanui in our 
hands and gi\en us authority, as his 
sol id 1.0 I S, to regj osenl and protect hia 
inhuesls. This, av(» lake it. ineludes 
not ojdy tlio aocepling of servico of 
notices, tJc., l)ut also the duty of *'nter- 
irig an appearance for him, when the 
proper time comes. With retwnce to- 
the latter, will you be so gocnl as to 
inform our Mr. l'it»hs, who will attend , 
to the matlA', whetlier the occaiftum js j 
such as to ncetsHiUto a white waist- j 
coat ? ‘ «: 

Trusting lo hear fiom*yt/u in the 
course of a post or two, * 

We remain, 

Tutus AND TiuAriN. 
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ZACYNTHUS. 

I NOTICE tliat Mr, Plowden, of IIjo Ma?*yl(»])on6 PoUco 
Court, has been giving his views on the various teats of 
drunkenness and that lie dofjan’t tliink nmch of thoae usually 
applied by llie doctors -whic^Ii is anolher blow to that 
suffering profession. 

1 happen to ho in a position to give TMr. PnowoKN somo 
valuable help, for I ))ossess the diaries of tho Itov. 
Augustus Htrongiiluiirii, fonnorjy of St. Paurs College, 
Oxtord, wlio served his (College ' and his University in 
many capaciti(?s, and was noted riinong liis contemporaries 
for a dry and genial liuiiiour*. At first siglit there would 
not a 2 )j)(^ar lo ho a very close relation between a College 
Don and tlur sulrject of dnink(uiness, but it must ho 
rcmoinbered that Mr. Strongitliai'in was for some time 
a Proctor, and w^as thus hi’ought into collision with 
many noisy young men, flown with insolence and wine, at 
a period when Oxford had not yet a<lopt(v.l tlu^ temperate 
methods of to-day. Mr. Strong! thann, it will bo seen, 
had Ins own tests and found them veiy succtissfnl. 

Hero are some extracts from his MS. volumes: - 

Noi\ 5, 1H5--. — Usual Town and (Jow'ii disturbances, 
hut nothing Hoi*ious. rntercejrttid a party of ton niuUu’- 
graduates. Tliey Ikul, leaving oiu*. in niy hands. Jio 
swayed a groat fleal from side to side, as well as l)ackwardH 
anti forwards, so I asked liiin to re^^nat after rue the w ords 
“ rny oldest hroihor is a rascal .” At first he refustnl, saying 
ho was not there to have his family insulted. Afterwards 
pleaded he W'as an only son, but finally consented, and 
did fairly w'oll. Being asked to spell the woi'd “ rascal ” 
ho laughed loudly and made the attoju^d, saying with 
great solemnity ‘M' a — 1 -s — c — a,” and adding that 
ho know he’d got the “1” in all riglit, and didn’t care 
about the rest, lie must ho admonished, 

Nov, 18, 185-, — Salter, tho youngest Fellow, distresses 
rno by his inability to carry his w’ine like a goTitloman. 
In Common Room to-night ho gro’w noisy. Pinally, to 
test him, 1 asked Jiiin if lie liad read As Yott hike It. 
Replied that ho know tlio blessed thing by his blessed 
lioart. Told liiin to say quickly - 

Tongues 1 ’ll hatyg on ovt'ry tree, 

That shall t‘i\il sayings show. 

A ghastly failure. lie then retired in dudgeon. Tho 
story wdll bo all over Oxford to-morioAv. 

7i/n?/ 20, 185-. - Bum j) su]q»ers ovorywduu'e. Had a 
most lively and amusing (wcsmig. ^lot Uni oarsmen, five 
being carried pick-a-hack by the others. J^lngaged them 
in conversation and found them in a rather genial stati' 
of melancholy . Asked them one aft(M' another to repeat 
after me — “Tho Britisli constitution is suited to Jkitish 
citizens and the constitution of Zaeynthus is suited to 
Zacynthus’s citizens.” Mono of tliem gob clear through 
the first three w^ords, hut they all insisted on rejieating 
tho whole passage and laughed heartily at one anotlier. 
We broke uj) w'ith throe cheers for Zacyntlms. 

1 have numerous additional oxamiiles if Mr. Pj.owdkn 
would like tlu'in. 


Prom an account in The J)aihj 71//m»r of “ B.-B/: 
wedding present to liis wife: 

“ Tho lettering is in grocii and gold. Ou tho loft side is a hoy soout 
sitting at cuaso on his staff.’ ' 

L A common editorial feat. 

“Advertiser, having it4 Income, icMpiires Partner .€1500 to €2000.*’ 
i Advt. in “ Scotsman.'* 

A very natural desire. 


SUGAR. 

[A suggestion has been made that men shotild take to eating swoots 
instead of drinking alcohol. The results are said to be the same.] 

Away, O juices of the grape, away ! 

To you and all strong waters, white or red, 

1 have been loyal, I regret to say, 

For piany a year; but now your spell is dead. 

1 do recant ; and, from this present day, 

I shall eat sweets instead. 

I shall no longer, howsoc/tir T pine, 

Ta(;klo tho noonday di ani or vinous lunch If 
It sliall sufhec mo, even wlien 1 dine, 

Some saccharine substitute alone to murich ; 

Nay, J will conquer a strong taste of mine 
For midnight hrew^s of inuich. 

l'"or there is mnvs that gives one much to think, 
News that the facuill-y has noised ahi oad, 

That all the clioor and stingo of the. Dnnk ■ 

Tho filcoliolic drink is hut a fraud ; 

That sugared almonds, ho tliey white or yiink, 

Df) just as \V(‘IJ, when gnawuid. 

I am a huldist, and emhrace this fad. 

And, though it sometliing try me at tiie first, 
Borne, choeolal.e (how' cheap) wlion I am sad, 

Some aoi(l-dio])s (how snnjilo) wdien athirst. 

Will do — and these coinhined whll give a glad 
Feeling when on tho burst. 

And why? 'Tis knowm that lovers of tho gra^jo 
Put on a liibulouH asjiect jilain to son. 

Which has too often cooked thoir amorous goose, 
Maids jibbing at the same; and it may bo 
That the bland sweet may work, with tenquirato uso, 
A dulcet s})e]l on mo. 

And when that sugaring process is oomplote, 

And r am sweotoriod for tho privilege, 

Of Julia then this boon wdll 1 entreat 

(Ah, heaven !) that I may take a box and pledge 
ITor with a sweet, hotli from and to the sweet, 

She having kissed its edge. Dum-JHjm. 

llOOd’S! 

In a dissertation on the hooting nuisance, Mr. Filson 
Younc} writes as follows (tho italics are his) : “ Let the 
sounding of horns be ’prohibited for one month, say^ vi the 
Mayfuir area, and then let the corpses he counted, I dofit 
think there would be nuLny'' 

Quite liy chance w^o oljtained in the palm court of tho 
Hotel Cecil a quaint transatlantic view of the suggestion. 
“ I liavo just seen in one of your ovenin' noospapors,” 
said a sln‘e\vd-looking man, “ the smartest advertisement 
L have ever read on this side. Here it is, Kir — right 
slap m among matter, and jnintod in oyetalies so’s to look 
like a li’orary extract whicli is too good to miss. Yes, Sir, 
I giio.'.s this Mayfair undoitaker of yours is the slickest 
hurier you’ve got; and if I over die in this country I shall 
send for this Filhon Yopno. I ’in a business man, and I’d 
like to be buried by a business man.” 

War Note. 

“The Isle of Man,” wo read, “has proclaimc/d its nou- 
.trality.” This is a nasty set-hack for the Oreeha Castle 
contingent which Mr. Hall Caine had thought of raising 
for the siege of Tarabosh. 
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First Vrndor of Jivnoni'i. “T don’t know 'ow you kklus ’em eok a penny, I ki i'.ai.h iiiu ’aith, I htkai.s thk miuU, ^ni> I 
«TIi;\(.S Tino BINDIN’S and ’aVE to AKI\ TTIPI’ENUE.” StTOllfl W'iuhn’ of JjOSOJUS, “ L bl l.Al.W ’em in'ADV 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

' (Btf Mr. runcli'H HtajJ of Lritrurd Clerics.) 

1 Mu. (iAiiSWOu I II y's now v(;linno of collocLod cuinniient.s of 
iind JoMoi’S it; lnip])ily named 'Fho l)m of TraiujuiUitij. 
|Mr. Heiiucmann’s Avindmill decks its iiilo-pa^^o. Jt is a 
S()l)or, restful and gentle book, ^riiroiigh it shinoB, Yvitb 
'almost too intimate a, sonsii of jiersonality, ho that onoB(*.omB 
soinoliow to )k) oav(\sdrof)pin^, tlio nonsitivo, perplexed 
bMTipemmont of 11 le fastidious and roiloetivo w’oaver of 
oxquisito words. One will ])1:um) the stndioH according to 
one's ])ent. That of the two Oei inan brothers, bootmakers, 
with tlioir splendid ])ndo in their eraft and their ultimate 
financial failure, is^ a beautiful sonibro of portraiture, 
li^dited with a human tondin’iiess. 1’ho sliafts of biting 
irony in “My Distant Eelative ” tlie inYcteraio discreet 
'Sponger on aunts jind otbejrs, wlu) feeds so sti’ongly iliat the 
poor are being demoralised by having things done for them 
and thereby losing their fi/^litiiig j>ower -hits the veiy 
gold. It is written m a mood entirely characteristic of 
the mak(5r of The Silver Box. “The J^lack Godmother/' 
which dtvsoribos a stupid unintentional cruelty to a dog, is 
almost too poignant in its revelation of the writer’s tendor- 
^ ness for the dumbly suffei ing. “Me.morios," another dog 
'study, will delight those who recall Johv, the spaniel of The 
Jh^untry Home. But one runs on. There are deeper 
matters of criticism, sjieculation and protest; dedicate 
matters of fancy. A rebuke to scri)>hlers in the matter of 
I over waiting them sc] VO 3 is given in “Wanted — schooling." 
And it is really jolly to find so fastidious a writer approv- 


ing, by oxamplo, llui tactful splitting of infinitives, wlmdi we 
all find so entindy convi'ment and ani all too muvh of, 
lileiary snobs to commit, mvo by accident,. A (o r all 
language was made for man, not man for laMgua,got 

Nev(»r having lia\ell(Ml in Andahiola, i»r for the matter 
of tluit in any ollua’ part (d Spain, 1 am, i conia ivo, ex^ 
ccptionally well qna-lihc-d to comment on 'The ( hiofiohivi nir 
(Combtahle), a hook wiiM^n by I*ai n Gw^nne, It diies 
not, however, reqiiin^ a vi’i y huge ignoiance of the i ountry 
described to apjircuiati; Mr. (1 Wynne’s hook, lor it Iuih 
qualiti(iS that must ccanintuid it ('Vtm <o the most i Ktruisive 
S})anish travellers. It is t,h(j woik ol a man who is not 
only shruw'd and (d>sr>rvant, )jut also s)mpatludi(» and 
humorous -humorous, that is to any, Aviiliout o^itenlntion. 
lie tells us that anslhiog we like in his ollu poditcln \^ due 
entirely to his af^.sistanls. ile gives a list ot iheiU, which 
includes Gkiivantes (helitivcd by some, ho says^ to have 
largely assisted Bacon in the writing td' Ihn 
VKJiAsgiM:/, Mnom-o, and, in a.ddiiion to theso s]'iritmd 
coTiijianujiis, j)oN Ancidt, Ih/Aituo v (’aiuh, who b ut liis. 
corpoia! pve.seip’O and wlio, tliough hedng loader in the oiilcu' 
sciinhlanco of a brigand, pc»ssesHed the most, eemstn nt and 
patient kindnrss tlio author hVs owv mot wiili in man. 
In reading thi.s hook I have found my sell drawn almost 
insonsihly by a spirit of ugricahre banter fioiu pagotopago^ 
and from chapter to chajitev. 1 should have hiuTl to Imgca’ 
at Villahueca or Villaharta, two noighhourinp yililagc# whojrto 
inhahilantvS detest and despise one anothe;^ wilh an lutenho 
local patriotism. “The things that Villahum*a kWOWH of 



m 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. (Neiiiaaip 18 ;^, 


ViQahiuia/* Bays Mr. QwtK^B, •* are enough to make every 
wliite-waahed cottage in the latter place blush vivid rose- 
eblotir. Villahana bas a church without a steeple. And 
why? Because the people of Villaharta arc so stupid that, 
when the steeple was half-built and they liad no more 


will take an old-fashioned gown and turn it sand twist it 
and gora it and busk it (I speak under correction) till it is 
as good as new, and need not fear to walk down Bond 
Street side-by-side with the latest creation of the inost, 
j>opular niodisle of a hobble-skirted day. So that I mean 


materia)^ they began pulling out the stones from underneath, no disrespect to her last book when I say that in her 

.. .1 ^ - pleasant story of English country-house life she has used 

a good deal 'of old material. We all know the beneficent 
will that unfortunately never was signed, and the sweet 
daughter about to bo sivcrificed to an elderly husband to 
pay her father’s debts, and oven the homely Now England 
Poppas and Mommas wlio come and settle in our afnc^tral 
homes, and how we look upon them as intruders till our 
young men and maidens fall in love with their fascinating 
fairy-like daughters and strong clean-shaven sons. Wo 


to place them on tlio top.” Villaharta, on the other hand, 
knows that the inhal)itants of Villahuoca are sulky, ignorant, 
boorish, idiotic and iininoral. Mr. Qwynne approves 
patriotism and sa} s ho liang'e<J to the brotliorhood of 
man.” Tfio hook is agreeably tpid appropriately illustrated, 
but I failed to discover the name of the artist. 

There is an unrlouhlod fascination in the spectacle of an 
unpunished criminal doing good with liis ill-gotten gains. 


hlveti if the gaii^s were gottfiu considerably after his crime, could all write about them, and marry them off in assorted 
and have no Connection with it, the cliaxTn is almost as 
gi'cat. Such a central figure made the fortune of that most 
effective of melodi’amas, The Silver King ; and might liave 
done as much for ^Irs, I^klloc Lowndkb’ latest novel, Mary 
Pcchell (Mkthuen). if 
the writer had shown 
greater reliance upon 
him. But the story of 
liichard Caryll, and 
the delightfully ingeni- 
ous fraud that started 
him on his career of 
fortune, are hardly fto 
my mind) handled lor 
half what they should 
bo worth. Thus the 
disclosun;, when at. last 
it comes about, loses in 
effect. For all tliat, 

Mary rechcll is a plea- 
sant enough story, in 
its quiet way, and full 
of pleasant quiet folk. 

Mrs. 13 klloo Lowndes 

IS Ijeconi.n;? somotliing KPJSODJiS JN THE LIVES OP THE OBEAT. 

o a sp .cia 18 m ovo Ai.kxa.ndi.ii tuw (Jukat bKNUs Aiubtotlu a fjcw rpf.cimi:nb or 
tales, ana ino presoiiL qj, Asta to assist him in his oukat work on naturvt. lUfiToiiY, 
gives her scope for two 

well-contrasted examples - that of Mary PechcU liorself, 
liesitaling between the suits of John Jlyinan^ the virtuous 
egoist, and liichard Caryll (and oven tun lly selecting, in the 
last cliaptei', iluit one \v horn you can prohaiily already guess) 

— and the comiianion picture of dear old Miss Hose Vharn- 
xcoodf whose giiiliood’s love returns, as such persons do in 
books, to clasp her to his elderly breast. This, to do it 
justice, is an incident very tenderly and engagingly told. 
i3ut, as I say, my favourite figure was Caryll, and I havt) 
only against him the feeling that as a most promising 
ciiminal lie hardly represents quite t he “ source of innocent 
mevriinent ” J had been led to Expect. 



'JUE I’AUNA 


According to the fat red book that tells me who ovci^one 
else is, one of “ Kath.\rine Tyn.vn's” favouriKj recreations 
<8 talking to a good listener. One of mine (the others are 
golf and Sir tIoHN Bunn’s speeclics in the Ij.G.C. debates) 
happens to bo listening to a good talker. And that is just 
what I felt 1 was doing when I road her Honey, My Honey 
(Smith, Elder). For Mrs. TIinkson has so truly this gift 
•of tho good talker or ston -teller that it doesn’t much matter 
what she talks about. There is no need for her to tickle 
your palate* with the newest problem of modern life. Slie 
can breathe ftesVness into characters and topics that have 
te(3n used over and over again, os a clever needlewoman 


couples, and make everything end happily and reasonably 
without going an inch outside our recollections of the 
produce of Gnib Htroot. But we couldn't do it — ^that's 
where the good talker comes in — with the charm and 

freshness of Mrs, 
II I N K s o N ' s writing, 
which I personally find 
very sootliing and re- 
creative in, the midst of 
a world iliat is full of 
trouble and bad novels. 

There is an olivious 
danger in writing a book 
the farcical liumoiir of 
which is mainly derived 
from the Jiarrator of 
tho story professing to 
be a fool, and with re- 
gret I have to say that 
Mr. ICdwaud Burke, 
in Bachelors' Buttons 
(»Ienkinr) has not over- 
coin o it. In fact, 
Edward Dclland taxes 
my credulity to such an 
extent that I am -in- 
clined to say that no 
one outside a lunatic asylum w^as ever quite so absurd 
as he was. We are asked to believe that this man, who, 
until lie inherited a fortune, luid been a master in a hoys’ 
college for seventeen years, did not know enougli — generally 
speaking — “ to come in out of tho rain.” AVomon simply 
scared him out of the few wits lie liad, and when he went 
to a registry office to engage servants ho ihouglit that ho 
liad to give his character, and performed other amazing 
(but not amusing) exploits while he was there. Neither can 
t say wuicli in favour of the girl who married him ; she was 
certainly robust enough and would have been a perfect 
terror in a mixed hockey matcJi, but her feminine qualities 
left me cold. Among the crowd of disagreeable or eccentric 
characters, one village girl, 'Melia Hann, is drawn so vividly 
that 1 lioi^o in his next book Mr. Burke will give up 
caiicaturing duchesses- there’s a duchess — squires, 
and parsons’ wives, and give us some real studios of the poor. 

“ ELECTRIC BALACE 
Air. Pufurr Tonob 

will Tennyson’s famous poem of ‘ THE CHARGE OF THE 

LIGHT BRIGADE. ’ 

To-morrow afbcnioon armngometiiH Rave been lUadO’ for Ibc 
survivors to visit the theatre. in ** Daily 

We are sure Mr, Tongb will not be as deadly aa ibat 
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CHARIVARIA. 


under disoussiou tkiui lie liimseU. Yob 
, , , . , ^ , we know certain Cabinet MiniRtera 

Okb would have expected 2h(s Ittsh never nervous. 

hidepcndcnt to synipatlnse with an n; * 

oppressed nation, and wo must confess i< King motoml yeHtonlay niorn- 
ibat it gave us BOinething of a shock a from Nowmarkot to Chipponliam 
few days ago, when glancing at our x^irk, and an early move was made to 
conteniporarj^ to coino across the coVerts. The birds rose w<dl.” 
following lines: \Yq ahva\s make a point of doing this 

- OK TO CONSraKTlNOPI.E. i,, the prosoucc of Koyalty. 

BuiiOLAUs' Final Odjeotivi:.” 

'’Sj.y Wo loam from the Now York ('lorro- 

Tlio Tuij^s ai'o said to lie cxtrcmoly spondont of The Dailij (Uuonicle W\i\X 
annoyed witli the so-callod Powers, wlio roliee-Lioutonant has been 

declared, before the war, that in no chosen president of the “ Death Jlonso 
cvtuit would either side 
ho allowed to gain anv 
])erinanent territorial ad- 
vantage. The only i-cason, 
they say, which kept them 
from assuming the ofCeii 
si VO was ilioir rolianc(3 on 
this statement. 

It is said <tliat an in- 
iluential group of young 
Scots is (uidoavouring to | 
persuade Sir JOdwaho 
(jUKy to put in a claim 
for Kirk Kilissc wlion the 
settlement comes. 

Quite tlie most pa- 
thetic sight wo have soon 
for some time confronted 
UR, the other day, on the 
shelves of a sexiond-hand 
bookseller’s shop, in the 
form of a volume entitled 
“ Is War now Tmpossi- 
l)lo?’* The xu’iee of it 
was absurd. 

:ls 

The POSTMABTKII* 

C KNKRAL \in nounced last 
week tliat the question 
of the introduction 
of a penny postal rate 
between Great Britain 
and France is under 
consideration. Germany is said to 
feel flattered tliat the privilege of cor- 
responding with her subjects is appar- 
ently acknowledged to bo wortli more 
than twice that amount. 



Wanted at once. - -Detectives of 
rniniatiiro stature, able to conceal tliem- 
selvos inside pillar-boxes and breattio 
in that confined sjmee. Apply to Tlie 
Postmaster-Genekal. (Advt.) 

Dr. Maonamara, in a speech at 
Camberwell, admitted that he had liad 
** nerves when addressing the House 
of Commons, and lie attributed it to a 
feeling somewhere in tlie House 
thote was probably someone who knew 
a great deal more about the matter 


TJIK TERROR OP BOND S'J'Rl^.E'r. 

"I^irrA Pabbks” (nkw vkuruln). 

Club” at Sing Bing Piison by eksveu 
of liis follow-prisonors who aro also 
under sentence of death. No one, wc 
aro sure, will grudge Lieutenant Beokku 
any little compliment of this sort. 

-!• 

A telegram from Lima, Peru, informs 
us that Lieutenant Devilla has been 
arrested by order of tho Minister of 
Justice on a charge of complicity in tho 
Putumayo rubber atrociticis. If callous- 
ness of name moans anything tliey liav(^ 
got bold of the right man. 

The Police Review publishes a protest 
against the lack of provision made for 
8up|)lying constables with food on big 
occasions such as strikes and state 
ftmetions. It seems to us that the 


entire question of tho buHlIng of our 
{xdico needs overhivuUug, it is not 
cttidiiablo that on ordiinny ocs(jaHi<»tH 
it should bo lolt to thn suhimlul public 
spirit of the cooks of tho Motropulis to 
SCO that tho men do not Hho vc. 

*' Wliat is a wontioss play# WHum V " 
“A wordless play, my mm, is Apparently 
an unsiloakahJo production/* 

* 

^rho Banner of Baochun, which was 
honuwn tlio JiOHo MaVmh*h pnwssioii 
as one of tiui cMnhhans of the Vintneis’ 
(lompany, was, wo hea]‘, greotfHl at 
■^evtsal pfMutu witlj loud 
.‘t'itiS of “ lloraiM sh 1 ” by 
•e\er<n]l (ipplei^^ 


Home men/' Hays llm 
ha.shiou FxpiUt of 
FiVvnnuj Shutd^tyd,'' arc 
mdc'rtho im prow < ion that 
f the) are ‘ in mourning/ 
luiir m’ening tio t should 
hehlac'K. 'rids is \vr<»ng/* 
But' we do not. much 
ohj(*t'.t to tliese men as to 
thor;<» ulu>, to nulg('. by 
(hiMi* ti<M, me m half- 
mourning. 

‘•('.VCIJNB Nnrrs 
BnviiTiKH wiHsnn nv 
TUK Motohuvi ' 
Tims a con((aupi»rai > , 
and the statement is 
eonfinmul by a couple of 
young ladies who write 
to toll (IS that more than 
once, while crossing tim 
road, tli<3y have nwcapwl 
a motor- hike by a hair’s 
hnuulth. 


Autumn Fatthkvns. 

" H’ho cUW krsl(<ttnuai(is 
wort) <lmwoi4 o| silk 

failt'ta aj)d blaek 
li> iitiO'Cih. and Vrotn] lumvhrs 
Uif‘. o( l,l>o l)nd(3f(e>*eK’' 

rfo/ife'a JtnonaL 

j^Vom kite Daily Onlcrs of an Indian 
Cavalry regiment : - 

'• 'J'lu* Oommandie^ OOlwr vviahoB 
of tlu) jncn’.s lioi’Mcjij m by NvbittiwaRlmh’* 

How many a vain wish each one of ns 
has niicred! and life Hiill gocR on. 

- , ^ 

77m Natal Advertiser, anntxincing 
the discovery of a sktiUdim, says 

•’ Wrt uudciViaud that tUvro in a <*>» 

th<3 BkiiU, which tius arc<'amn'J(" et a 

bulton-holc, of tmurw? rb*'n’ i» caly b:io' 
ftpecubvtion to ffo upon.” • 

My dear Watson, it is pei'Andly Himplc, 
Tlie man lived on thn top o\ a hill, an<l 
used a stud to keep his hat cut in tho 
wind. Pass tlio hypod* nnic syffingt^. 
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THE PERFECT GOLFER. 

As a Het of.’ to the lifc-liko i)orirait, 
(IravMi in Mr, rnnch*s last isHuo, of 
Tbomson, the vory Inmiiin avIio 

asoribeH hiH failures to liis (►ppouont/s 
luck and Ins own liver, 1 mm tein{)ted 
to Rubinit a skelcii of llie 

perfect niatcli-Josinf^ i(‘ni])onun(uit as ] 
observed it for tlu^ last tiiiKi, I bojx*- 
in ilie person of tha.t paraj^on of golfers, 
(bibrieJ Cloud win, 

VVIum we met on ibo first tcu*, 
yt^sterday Ins face wore an (ixlu^nie 
])allor, the result of a recent nasty 
attack of influenza, 

“ (ioing stn)*iig? ” 1 asked, for 1 am 
not in tbo luibit of imiking co?u;essions 
to ilio health of Jtiy oppoiumts. 

“Never litter in my life,” lie 
answered clu'ciily. 

“ Tleen playing muc]\ lately ?’M aslo’d. 

" No,'’ be said ; “ lait J ’in always 
]?ett(^r afler a vest. 1 ouglit to do 
pretty well to-day.” 

lie drove ofT and to]>j)e(l tlu^ liall 
liadly. As it approached the cross- j 
hunker a bravo smile lit uj) his liliny i 
eye. “Serves me right,” ho said j 
genially. Then, as the liall scrambled j 
over and lay clear beyond, “ Tut ! tut I ” I 
he said with a frown ; “just my luck ! ” 

I respomh'd with a haul low drive 
that should luivo iravcdled 200 yards 
at least, but it caught the hunker full in 
the face and foil in. 

“ dust your luck ! ” he said, and was 
obviously yiaincd. Ami ind(H'd t could 
S(^e that he look little ))lea,Huro in 
winning tlie hole with three strok’as to 
spare. 

On the Hoc.ond tee ho sliced hopelessly 
into the rough. “ Funny tiling,” he said ; 

* it isn't as if 1 wasn’t feeling lit.' 

1 followed suit in the same direction. 

“A bit off c.olour- - \vliat? ” ho said 
sympathetically. 

I.h)th halls vvem lost, lie left his 
caddie to searcli for his, iuid came over 
and found mine for me. His own was 
never r(d.rieved. 

“All sfjuare,” f said. I saNv no 
occasion to reha- U> his had luck, hut he 
clearly felt that the thing iniglit he 
weighing on my mind, so ho just said, 
“ Mine was much the worse sliot ; and, 
anyhow, if I ’d found myliall 1 doulit if 
it would have Ixoii ])layahle.’* 

Attliese\euth gretm(liowas now threes 
**up, in faceof the most execrable fortune) 
a marvellous recov(My from a hunkej- 
lairi his hall dea<L 

“ Good,” I sai<l, for I could afford to 
ho lavish, having sometlijing iti Imnd 
•this time. “ Pure fluke,” ho answered. 

1 had thrt^o putts for tlio liole and 
scratclied t.lVo first two of tliom. 

“ I ’m afraid y^u ’ix) not in the best of 
health,” ho said. 


“Oh, I'm all riglit,” I answ'crod 
sirippily. 

I had .still a four-foot putt to wdn tlio 
holo and missed it. “ Have it again ! ” 
said Goodwin ; “ J put you off by telling 
my cad(li(J to luiop still.” ' 

“ The hol(' is halved,” i sa.id coldly. ' 

Afi('r the imn, vvheni lie w as five up, ' 
ho visildy tired, ai:d once or twice he 
sw'av(‘,d as if he would fall. Indeed, at 
tlie tliiiteentli hole, where a gallant 
hrassey shot just trickled him into the 
w'ater-luinker (two strokes later 1 
lio}i])ed it with a Ilufl’ed iron, without 
protest on ins part or cunnment on 
mine) a touch oi vertigo nearly topjAcvl 
him in while he was fishing Ins hull 
out. “Anyhow, it wanted washing,” 
was all he said. 

At the sixtiiaitli hole, after an un- 
paralleled lun of Jnck. 1 had liiin dowm 
to one. J'iVi'ry time that 1 just foil sliort 
of a hunlo r he would .say, “ Well 
judg(’d I ” and when 1 scnipi'd tiuougli 
h(^ would say, “ Hard luck ! Took all 
tlui run olT your hall ! ” 

At the seven! centli lie could Jiardly 
stand, and missed a 9-inch jmtt. “All 
square! ” I said, on a note of triumph. ' 
“ Anybody's game,” he replied bi iglitly. i 

At the cigliteetiih ho was witliin a 
foot-and-a-half with his third. I had 
to play the odd from lifU-en yards aw ay, 
and tlic match was as giKxl as over. At 
tlie host I could only hop(5 to halve it. I 
puttc'd desperately and lipped the hole, 
laying him a dead stymii‘. lie liad two 
for a luilf, and his]»lairi business was to 
take no risks. But a gay smile broke 
over his wan ch(3ek as lie called aloud 
for liis niblick. “One seldom gets a 
cliance of trying this stroke,” ho said, 
“ and now 's an excellent opjjortimiiy.” 

i breathed a short sharp prayer that 
lie might knock me in and remain 
outside iiiinself. 

Ho did. 

“ I 've often wanti-d to s(*e that done,” 
lie said, w'ith a rijipling laugh. 

*• My game ! ” I said. 

“And well deserved,'’ said lie, ns he 
ofleied me the pi ic(' of a first-class hall. 

“ Jhit wo had no het,” 1 said. 

“ Oh, hut surely wO liad,” said lie. 

B(*ing flushtd with \ ietoi y and in a 
generous mood, 1 hadn’t the licart to 
dtmy liim. 

“ IPow (lid you gel, on with Goodwin?” 
said tlie Si'cietary after luncli. 

“Oh, J won all right,” 1 said. 

“Then you’ve made him a happy 
man. If there’s one thing lie enjoys 
more than wdiiuing, it is being beaten.” 

“ Well, next time,” J said, “ 1 think 
I 'll play^ witli someone who makes 
OXCUSO.S on the scoixj of health, and 
lilamos his luck and complains of 
mine and liatos losing. You get more 


satisfaction that way. There's no fun 
in boating these iriliunian angels. I 'd 
as soon whack an indiaruhher bogie.” 

o. s. 

THE SNOW-WHITE LIE. 

He is sixty-fivo y^ars of ago and 
usually looks it. A tall ruddy man, 
with a great shock of iron-grey hair, 
andjthoiigli walking a litth' creakingly, 
as sons of the soil must do in later 
year.s, lie is still active and jiowcrful, 
but --sixty-fi^ e. ... 

Now sixty -five is all right if you have 
a good master and have been in his 
em])loy for a long lime; hut sixty-fivo 
is ilio devil if you ari^ seeking a now 
job. And 01(1 dac-k, as wv* liave Llioiight- 
Icssly called liini (Ilt'aven forgive our 
want of jirescienc.e !), after seeming to 
he as deeply ro(»ted lua'e as any- tree, 
W'as, three w'cv'ks ago, suddenly told that 
he would not he wanted after that 
.Saturday. For how- many years he 
had lived in this village juul done his 
daily task on the same farm, J cannot 
say, l)iit eeitainly for nearly forty, and 
never an liour olV for illness in all that 
time. And now he liad to go ; find a 
jiow^ master, a neAV cottage; liegin 
again. 

He tried near about, day after day, 
foj* a week, hut to jio j^urposi', and then 
began to extend Jiis vi(nv, giving up all 
liope of remaining among his old neigli- 
hour.s, and one evening ho brought mo 
an advertisement clipped from ii. jiaper. 
“Would you mind answxving tliat?” 
he asked ; for »jack did not want to he 
beholden to liis hi, to employin’ for any^- 
1 1 ling, and ho is one of those fortunate 
creatures who can nc'jtlK'i* I'cnd nor 
w'rito. 

So I answered it. T said that J had 
knowni Jack for so loiig , that li(3 was 
sober, willing, agreeable, capable aiid 
all the rest of it, and tliat he had been 
dismissed through no fault of liis own 
hut hocauso the farmer w'as making 
changes all round. And 1 added, “ l»e 
is fifty -eight.” And last night Jack 
came to tell me lie had got the plac(‘. 

Jack’s seriems trouble w ill come when 
it is time to draw lii.s old-age pension ; 
mine, when 1 confront 8t. l*eter at the 
G ate . 

“ Th(! Tuhiiii^oi umioiiiicos that 

ilic' Nobfl for litcviitnrt' will probably b« 
iiwarcb'Xl to Anatolo, J<’ra,uco.’’ 

Hundatj CInonicle, 

Al.'io ran: l\Tr. Jack, London, 

“ isrodic.il 'Mail, marrU’d, renidctYt in the 
('anarv Islands, will bo pleased to look after 
iniyoiio desiring to stay iu a wann, sunny 
clunate. Evivy comfort can be secured.** 
Adrt. Ml “ T/ic Times.'' 

Not bad, as far as it goes, but does ho 
give pocket-money ? 



AXD HoosirTELT (tc One anotfier). UP! IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN WO^SE. I MIGHT HA^E WON/ 







TO MESSRS. STAPLETON, FURNISHERS. 

(A hi tie reminder in verse.) 

SiJW, — As I write these lines (Noveinber 5) 

The vviir-f^od ihunrlors at 11 le (j olden (Jatos, 

The hills tiro carried by Iho Ikilgar’s drive, 

And we Jiavo not vet had your Mr. IhUoa 

To lay our cat pet . Tossihl s Ihe woe 

That fills tlio doniiuions of the Turk 
Has4iuido tho transport l>uHin(^ss somewhat slow, 
lias checked you in your far-ofT Orient work. 

Tho shrieks that rose when Kirk Kilisse hdl 
Startled the caravans fre^m Smyrna hound, 

There in tho azure ford wo know so well 
From posters in tho Electric Underground. 

As when tlioy hear henoath the Syrian skies 
Tho music pf the bulbuls (nightingales), 

The salt teai's trembled in tho camels’ eyes 

And on tlio beach they dropjted tlioir corded hales. 

They jibbed; they seemed to say, “Tlie bloom is gone; 

Byzantium totters; what are druggets now? ” 

The man who rides tho rnulo said, “ Hup, get on ! " 

(In Turkish) — but he know not Why or How. 

This must have throwui your business out of gear. 

And many a priceless rug of Persian pile 
May have been pinched by some low privateer, 

The merry Grecian tar ; one knows liis style. 

I sbii'uld not wonder if tho nice young men, 
InunP*culately dressed, serene and suave, 

Who showed me round your shop — October 10—^ 

Ate clothed in sackcloth now and cease to shave. 


I should not woj)dor in the wild dismay 

That fills them as ihoy r<‘ad their mornitig pnus 
(Troy fell, and CjirMuige nlho had its day), 

If they hav(‘ ove^iloolu'd iny Hat’s address. 

Jfut come, Si)s, we are Ih ilons, wi' luivo miuie 
'.riirough stolid eommerie in the teeth ol slorui 
liinpires that Aukkanokii ne.v(’r swayed - 
I shall he much ohligt'd »l you piMfonu 

The promise that you gave, < hough Em ope fi invu 
And Asia tremble, and im more*. d<‘fer 
Coming to lay the little carpet down 

On our s]>ure bedroom floor Iho Axminsler 

livOK. 

“ItsconuMl tlmlif'j’wlif of ;ui(l;i< i(.y toaltoiiij>t lliewhiio hul IlO 

(lul St), nufl wJuh) tin*, iccl ball souiiiocl to n'lnuiu juelioeb'ws ilrt liiH 
own dropped into tlie pockcil. 1 j«' imidt) ii (piu k Kvstun' et Wltli 

lii.s iiand to the marker, \v1io.s(^ favtjurah|r> d(t( ision rtu'eived UumetmipC 
rcisponso in a broad .sinfle of ^latilicatioiL* - thuhj AVfrji. 

I The stationarini‘ss of lla> red hall afler our attempt at a 
white loser does not worry us. AVlmt we liaic to SCO is 
tho wliite bull remaining motioiile5iH. 

Erom a letter in The Kdinhunj’k Keening Kispi^teh: ^ 

“Ifavo I not cause to complain, if liaving (dvcii say £#^80 for a 
house, 3 am told tliat, tivving to the prcia'neo ol tbc.io uadvAirablaiii., 
J can only expect Jt'OOOO on a resale ? V 

Certainly. Any Bcoisman would. 

"4/- Postal Order fccnt with your worn lunbrvlUi Jl,o B 

bo rotumod same day equal to new.” — Advt. nn “ii ish 

We fi'oquently get the croasen in our postal urdorslalion 
out in this w^ay. * 
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‘INSTINCT/ 

{An Instinctive Perversion of an cvenintj 
at the Duke of York's Theatre.) 

The Fiukt Act. 

A sitiimj-room in the house of the vndl- 
known American Sun/eon, Bradford 
Handover, M.I)., RH.H. 

Ihiter Walker. ‘ , 
Walker. I ’vo eorno to seo the doctor. 
Mrs. Walker (si ifihliy rafflefi). 1 don't 
quite know what my poHition is in this 
iiouHO. In my last place liousekeepers 
didn't havo to answer hells, like any 
common servant, lint 1 say nothing 
of that. What I do say is that, whethc3r 
1 am your wife or not — and the author 
is nono too clear upon the point — 
you 've no business liere, (j|(3t out. 

Walker. I 've come to tell the doctor 
about his wife’s goings-on with this 
young poet. 

Mrs. Walker. You brute! My mis- 
tress never goes-on. 

Walker. Wait till you 've road tliis 
letter lie 's written her. It 's tlio rough 
copy of tlio one she’s going to get 
to-<lay. 1 picked it out of his fireplace. 
Mrs. Walker. A likely story ! 

Walker {loftily). If you’d hover heon 
a st\idont of the drama, Mrs. Walker, 
you ’d know that that sort of thing is 
hat ways liappening. 

Evil with diijniiy, followed by 
Mrs. Walker. 

Enter Mj’S. Handover and her brother- 
m-law, Arthur Mandovor, M.I), 

Mrs. Mandoccr. To continue our dis- 
cussion about doctors— 1 must ss.y J 
think they are ignorant hutcluM’s. 

Arthur {(juietly). Did I ever tell you 
th(3 story of how iny l)roLluu‘, at the 
risk of his owji life, failed to cure oru' 
of his patients? 

Mrs. Mandover. Dozens of times. 
Arthur {annoyed). Oh! {llopeJiUly) 
Still, the audience hasn't heard it. 

Mrs. Mandover {risintj). Then you 
must toll them some ofher time. 
You ’ll have plenty of opportuniti('H of 
talking before the play 's over. Hero ’s 
Amy, and 1 innst see her alone. 

Exit Arthur. Enter Amy Vane. 
Amy, Well, I saw the poet and I 
gave him your message. 

Mrs. Mandover {eaijerly). Wliat dix’s 
ho say ? 

Amy. Kef uses to return your lelf(!rs 
and says lie must seo you once more to 
say good-bye. H('re/s a fair copy of 
the assignation, lie spilt the ink over 
the fijst draft. 

Mrs. Mandover {readiiuj ihe. letter). 
Amy, it’s fr)r to-night! 1 mustn’t 1 
Amy. He’ll kill himself it yo\i refuse. 
At least, ho said so, but jjimi are so 
imeortain. Yoti never can trust them. 


Mandover. Ob, I shouldn’t like 
that ! Kalhor than he sliould kill 
himself, I will see him. We haven’t 
too many poets in Aniorica. {Reflecting) 
Now to here can I see him at half-past 
eleven to-night ? 

Amy {trying to help). In tlie green- 
house? On the crocpiet lawn?, In the 
butler’s pantry ? 

Mrs. Mandover {doubtfully). No-o-o, 
no-o-o-o. {Suddenly) 1 have it! In 
my bedroom ! 

Amy {a little surprised). Aren’t you 
thinking of Mr. Henry Kiktemaeckers’ 
other play, dear — The Turning Point*} 
At the St. James’s, you know ? 

Mrs Mandover {with simple dignity). 
Why do you gnidgo me a bedroom 
sc(3no, Amy? Is there any reason why 
I shouldn’t have one too ? 



Jiiij- handed Jlradfnrd. “ arid 

1 ’ll iiill on yon.” 

Bradford Maiidoi'cr T»Jr. (-. AiuiinY Smitit. 
Mm. Mandover J.ii.ian IjJiajtiiwatjio. 

Amy. Of course not, dear. Only it 
se.oms so funny of Mr. Kistemakckerk. 
To keep on and on. 

Jl/r.s*. Mandover. Keally% I cannot help 
that. W('ll, 1 lien, you will arrange it for 
jiie ? Tliaiik you, flailing. And if thero ’s 
ever anything 1 can do {or you — if, for 
instance, you want to marry my 
lirother-in-iaw . . . and take him riglit 
away , . . wt'll, you know liovv glad 1 
shall be to hel]) you in anything. 

Exit Amy. 

Enter Bradfoi’d Mandover, M.D., F.K.S. 
Mandover. Ah, I wanted to see you. 
Mrs. Mandover. Well ? 

Mandover ((/nmJy). I’ve just been 
talking to Wallmr and, or - -{decides not 
to kill her)— I'm going to take you to 
Switzerland to-morrow for your health. 

Mrs. Mandover {staqgered). Just you 
and r — alone? 

Mandover {sternly). Quite alone. 

Mrsi Mandover {seeing a ray of com- 
fort). Not even your brother, then ? 
Mandover {surprised). No. 


Mrs. Mandover. Oh, well, that’s 
something^ anyway. 

CURTAm, 

The next Two Acts. 

The scene is ihe same, hut the door at 
ihe back, leading into Mrs. Mandover' s 
bedroom, has a wan of opening. The 
hour is late. 

Mandover. Arthur, I was calm in 
the First Act, but now I 'in going to let 
myself go. You 'vo never seen me really 
angry. {Rushes up and down the room.) 
There I That shows you I My primeval 
passions are roused ! I am a savage ! 

Arthur {puttmg the tips of his fingers 
together). It would be interesting at 
thi.s point to discuss what is meant by 
the veneer of civilisation. It won't take 
more than twenty minutes. My view 
is this. I hold that instinct is largely 

the product of 

Mandover {sticcumhing to the instinct 
of antagonism which Arthur arouses 
in everybody). You arer quite wrong. 
Civilisation . . . {They di.wuss it ex- 
haustively) . . . But, good heavens I 
All tliis time my wife may bo walking 
about the park with the poet ! 

[He seizes a revolver and dashes out. 

Enter Amy. 

Arthur {acen singly). You have taken 
the poet to my sister-in-law’s bedroom ! 
{Amy draws herself uj).) It’s no good 
looking indignant ; I know evorytliing. 

Amy {to the audieuee). And I used to 
think I liked him ouce ! 

Arthur. ^ly brother may he liack at 
any monuMit with his revolver. It is a 
matte]’ of lif(! and death that the potjt 
should he got away immediately. That 
being so, I will ilovoto the next ton 
minutes to tolling you what I think of 
your behaviour in this matter. {Putting 
the lifts of hw Jingers together.) In the 
first place 

[77/^; bedroom door op'ms and Mrs. 

Mandover appears in (it eat distress. 
Mrs. Mandover. Oh 1 oh! Nothing 
like this ever ha}jpen('d in a St. James’s 
Theatre bedroom I 
Amy. AVI 1 at is it ? 

Ith's. Mandover. When J told him I 
was going away to Svvitzei’land he 
faintinl and hit Jiis head against ihe 
waslist.and ! lie is dying ! 

Arthur {having entered the bedroom, 
diagnoses the ease rapidly, and re- 
turns). And only Bradford Mandover, 
M.D., F.K.S., can save his life 1 
Enter Bradford Mandovor, M.I)., 
F.K.S. Amy and Arthur, recog- 
nising that Mr. Aubrey Smith and 
Mi ss Lilian Braithwaite arc in 
simply tremendous for^n, decide to 
let them have the stage to thmn- 
selves. 

Mandover {fiercely). Where is be? 
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Sevoul. ‘ Wot voo wwr no do in 'rur, maj uorso i}i hir> ’r,f. 'IM mm)i r 

KMIJJ’, YOU hNOW, AM>, ^\^^T A'I'U \ ( Hi 1>0, IMA’I' M [' ‘iM hMl 'llJAl' *11 '« i Hi VOO.” 


Mrs. Mmidover (sttrprised). In my 
roc^m. (Siirriedh/) But all quite 
lu^rmless, just like the bedroom scene 
at the Bt. James’s. 

Mandover (leaning over her). The 
truth, woman ! Do you love liiin ? 

Mrs, Mandover, I don't know. I 
like him because lie 's so clitTerent from 
you. Your groat big hands are always 
cutting people open — ugh, hoiTid! — 
while his write heautifiil poetry. I 
shut my eyes and 1 soein to see your 
huge hands, rod with blood, cutting 
and cutting and cutting, i 'in like tliat. 
Your immense hands 

Mandover (disimeihj annoifod). Ray 
another word about the size of my 
Imnds and I Khali give you apusli. 

Mrs, Mandover. Well, there it is. 1 
adore being with hinit and it makes mo 
feci ill to think of you, Whicli do 1 
really love? 

Mandover (still a trifle piqued). My 
“ great big hands ’* are now going to 
make your poet feel ill. 

Mrs. Mandooer. Oh, Ihad, I alniosL 
foi'got ! Ho liit his liead against iho 
washstand wiicn T said good-hyo to him. 
Arthur says that only a>i operation by 
you can save liis life. You will try, 
wo^rt you ? 

Mandover (nastily). Wouldn’t you 
love me better if J wrote some beautiful 
vorKos to liim ? 

Mrs. Mandover. Couard and beast! 
I hate you I (Enter Arthur.) Oli, 
Artinir, he’s going to kill Jiim. 

Arthur (pniitny the Ups of his Jinyers 
together). 1 think not. As 1 pciinted 
out to liim in the h'irst Act, the instinct 
of a highly civilised 

Mandover (in despair). Oh, 1 c;urt 
listen to this I 

[JJe rushes ivildly into the hedrooin. 

Mrn. Mandover. lirad! Jh-iid! (After 
a ])ause) How blind men are! Any 
woman would iO) at once that 1 love 
Brad. When a woman tells a iiiiin 
that ]»is luinilH are tlnee sizes too hig 
and tiiat it makes lier feel ill to think 
of him, it ativays means she adores 
liim. Oh, arul I ’vo just rejnembored 

something. Wl^at J B\ tJio wiiy, 

is the door open ? 

Arthur, Yes, it *s all right. He can 
hoar. 

Mrs. Mamiover. Well, wlnii I really 
meant to say just now was Unit I 
only loved the poet with a Mother's 
love. 1 regarded him as a griNit big 
child — Brad's child. {Tuninuj round 
in surjirise) Oh, Brad ! 1 didiiL know 

you wpre there ! 

Mandover (beaming from the door). 
Excuse my shirt-sleeves, dearest, but I 
am just about to operate ! 

CUUTAIN. 

And so to sweet ** liosaliiuE* 

A. A. M. 


(XX)N CAN. 

H/VrriJ.v for friends of music 

Songs that uiadis in days of .v>re, 
Many glad and just a few sick 
Now are to bo heard uo more; 

WJion a dainc in scanty clothing, 
Standing near a limelight moon, 
Sang, while wo wei-o faint with 
loathing, 

Songs she named fiom the(% O eoon ! 

Did she guess, when dc^ep (lejc 3 c(ioii 
Seize<l u})on us at thy name, 

It would one day claim connection 
With a fushioiiahle game ? 

When aiboiml relatioiiK, 

Squatting on some inountaia riflge, 
Tij*ed of playing Poker-Bat ienc^, 

Found they could not master Bridge, 

Did they hail thoo as inventor 
Of a pastime all their own 
Let us show each social centre 
Buies as simple as Pope Joan. 


“ Shunning ull tht‘. wiles of P<ikcr, 

Bluff and all th(‘ facial arh^ 

Make we tlie obliging Joker 
'i'wo of spades or aco of hi 

“ No one now mn-d feel dif^ma) at 
fiiK’sfs loo many oi’ loo few ; 

Here h a gumti we all can plu> id - 
Somt^llnn;{ e\ei y euon e.ui Jo/* 
Tlianks to I bee tor .sulistil utmg 
flame of skill loi; dismal chani ; 
Aliilving cl(NU’ to lljiprv Tooting 

W full Coon run an<l what can’t. 

Kgs?;ggcj:. rr-i, -.raxB a at t a.ta BW 

“ t’KKDClOl'B SnmtAiUBT. 

DOG \Vini»H A SClIOOl.MASTKff » 
JSvftOUjhaa (oHOdiV/H. • 

" (n spite of nil our eHorfcM, ” wrilcr, 
Jones minimus, **tho Italiangieylumnd 
rofuKOB to learn this fiu*k.’' 

“ H wiis u/iauiuicUMlv iiUd te the 

lion. Ir^'aruwjf ftiid luui with aAi 

haimouiurn in rrcojijnitioM t>l iHcrvicwfi for 
the past y<?ar,’'- T)Mjly Kcko. 

Uarrnoniutn duett vdl 1 k> ^^tures of 
the coming, liHtftl eonotsrl 
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BLANCHES LETTERS. 

Autumn Mancbuvneb. 

Park Lane, 

Dkanebt Dai*hne, — I *ve just hocn 
putting in a week or two with Jack 
and Dot Flummery at Flummery I’ark. 
Jack's brothers, Dick and Tom, belong 
to the Open-Air League now, and there 
were some other members of the Lefague : 
among the people down there. Their 
goings-on, my dear, are utiorfy and 
ahsoluioly ricky! They had a row of 
cots stood in the shrubbory, piled with 
bhinkets, and there, if you please, they 
protended to sleep — otich of them i)ro- 
viding himself i#ith a big umbrella in 
case of rain 1 At breakfast they made 
a great show of being ravoruma, of 
feeling much better tlian nom anircs, 
and, generally speaking, of being very 
sorry for everybody else. But tlioy 
looked wretched 1 Someone asked if 
they w^ouldn’t have some brandy before 
tackling their brokky, and one specially 
nippy morning I said 1 supposed they 'd 
dreamed of discovering the North Bole 
over again. Dick said, in his most 
superior manner — and the open-air 
manner, Daphne, is distinctly inclined 
to be priggish --“Open-air people never 
dream." “No, poor things, 1 suppose 
not," I answered, “To dream, one 
must bo anlcep ! " 

The way they forced their opon- 
airhood down our throats was, w'e 
agreed, a little hit insufferable. For 
instance, one evening, when we w^ere 
having some inusiq, someone sang an 
old Scotch song, “ O viwt thou in the 
cauld blast, 1 ’d shelter thee " (one 
must 1)0 either Scotch or ragtime now), 
and some of the open-air people got on 
their hind legs and said the song was 
drivel, that the pei’soti in the “cauld 
blast " evidently belonged to the Open- 
Air lieagiio and know wdiat was what, 
and that the blighter who came 
doddering round wdth his offers of 
shelter w'as some blithering indoor 
idiot ! 

Talking of ragtime, it really has been 
quite a serious symploin. .1 liear that 
at St. Agatha's the other Sunday tlio 
congregation drifted into ragtime wdiilc 
singing a Jij^nin, and tlio dear rector 
reproved them from the pulpit wlien 
he began to preach : l)ut before ho 'd 
finished his Bcrmon the dreadful thing 
lifld seized him too, and lie w^as preach- 
ing in ragtime. 

1 Ve a simply dilly l)it of lle^yri for you. 
This, my dearest, is to be a sideways 
wdntor ! The draping, tbc ti*lniming, in 
f jfct the whole effect of the new gown i.s at 
one side, and, dl course, the coiffure and 
headgear folldw suit. Par consequent, 
front faces are quite quite out, and 
if you haven't something of a profile, 


you'd tar, far better be dead 1 You 
must decide which of your profiles you 
like best, and be dressed and coiffee for 
that side. 

Some fortunate creatures have two 
distinct profiles in different styles, and 
l)oth presentable. Babs, for instance, 
has a retrouHsd, saucy jirofile, aiYd a 
straight, serious one ; so she can liave 
two perfectly distinct stylos according 
to which side she drosses fori Witli 
the sidow^ays frock, jewellery and peltry 
have fallen into lino and roserve all 
tlioir best effects for one side. 0)i ! 
and another frightfully important thing 
- the sideways toilet has brought witli 
it the sideways walk. All the forward 
walks- - the glide, the stride, and the 
little frivolous pit-pat — are iomhes dans 
Vabime, and we're all proceeding d 
Cdcrevisse, Your Blanche is generally 
considered to bo tlio best exponent of 
the now w'alk. (IVoclaim it not from 
the houso-topH, dearest, hut 1 ’ve got a 
big crab and take lessons from him 
every day.) 

The liullyon-Boundermero woman 
went to have some sidoway frocks made 
lately, and, after turning her two pro- 
files — they 're both equally past praying 
for - to Olga, said, “ Now which profile 
shall 1 choose? Which side shall I 
have the draping and trimmitig of the 
gOwn at ? " Oiga felt herself in a deep, 
(loop liolo. Bhe looked at tiie t\vo 
profiles, and then her artistic conscience 
gained the day and she said, “I think 
1 should advise madaine to have the 
draperies and garniture derrUre tie la 
robe/* “Which side is that?" asked 
the B,-B. woman. 

Another leading feature of this 
autumn is the passing of the girl and 
even of the young married woman. 
It’s immensely correct just now to be 
old, and there's quite a small rage for 
grey hair. If years haven’t made )ou 
old, wdiy, you must get there wdtli a 
grey wig and burnt cork, and, if you 
want to be utterly and absolutely, you 
must stoop a little, caiTy a gold-headed 
stick, and sprinkle your chat witli such 
phrases as, “ In vty young da\H ” ; “I 
don’t know what the woild’s coming 
to," and so on. Yesterday Popsy Lady 
Kamsgato w^as discussing tlio elderly 
vogue witli some of us — from 11 lo stand- 
point of a juvenile, of course, or it 
wouldnl ho i^opsy — and she w^ound up 
by actually daring to say, “ It 's an 
absurd fashion, but I sujipose one must 
follow’^ it, and, if grey hair's de rigueur, 
why, tliore 's nothing for it but to w^ear 
a wig! " 

“ Or not to wear one, as the case 
may be," said Beryl. 

Norty says this is going to be a 
distinctly lively session at Westminster. 
First there 's Scotland, where the Piets 


mean to separate from the Scots and 
set up for themselves. Then, he tells 
me, Norfolk and Suffolk and a heap of 
other counties are going to demand the 
revival of the Heptarchy, and intend to 
have their own Witenagemoto (N. says, 
for his part, he thinks a Witenagemote 
sounds a distinct improvement on the 
House of Commons, w'here wit is con|- 
spicuous by its absence ! ) Outre cela, 
rny dearest, the people of the Isle of 
Wight and Hampshire, where tlicf Jutes 
originally settled, are going to give 
notice that for the future tliey will 
consider themselves Jutes, have Jute 
Home liule, and talk nothing but Jute. 
It will bo a long business, J daresay, 
for, as Norty sa}S, before the Hept- 
archy people and the Jutes can speak 
their own hinguages they’ll have to 
learn them, and it won’t be a bit easy 
lo find anyone lo teach either Jute or 
Hep. 

Fveryoijo in town just now is going 
to the Natural Theatre, a qgaint little 
l)arn of a place, hut wuth a great mission. 
It is a reaction against the elaborate 
mounting of plays, against the modern 
form of drama, in short, against almost 
everything. There are no carpets, 
curtains, cushions or pretty -pretties of 
any kind. The audience sit on plain 
w^ooden benches. The stage scenery is 
drawn by children on big slates, thoro 
are no footlights, the stage being lit by 
a candle or two, and no make-up is 
used. The management say they are 
there to show “ common -place, every- 
day life, whore common -jilaco things 
happen and common-place things are 
said." 

U’hey say no author who writes for 
them is to “ grin over the shoulders of 
his characters and lot off epigrams," 
and no actor is to “get betVvcen a 
character and the audience by making 
points and by elocutionary effects.” 
Nothing particular over happens in the 
plays, but they call a spade a spade to 
any extent, and so the Natural Tlieatre 
is always full I There are no Acts and 
no curtain to come down, and one 
would never know wkjcn the play is 
over (for it gives no clue to that itself) 
if it were not for a voice calling out 
from the darkness at the back of the 
stage — “ Thai ’s all — got out ! " 

jiivcr thine, Blanche, 


"There wore about 6,000 8})octator«, and 
amongst them was the Prince of Wales, whom 
1 saw with a couple of his College chums stroll- 
ing down ti> the ground just like anj?’ other 
eager youn|^ fresher. What a democratic thing 
this sport is, in that one common bond of 
interest unites the heir to the Throne with its 
meanest subject .*’ — Daily News, 

A little unkind to one ot hie o6m- 
panions. 










EanicHt Citizen , ‘‘TjiKiiin you auk, my deah, thkhk’s voun Biutibii publtc. Give them bomktuinq beally good they 
VNlFir AX it; but UIVJB them 60MBTH1HO H16UY AHD, LOOK, YOU COULUJi'X OEX A BEAX IF YOU TIUEU." 

ifis Wi/a, “ TuKiufl ’a ho harm ih teyino, dear/* 


“HOIST ON HER OWN PETARD.” 

GAimiELiiE came in to soo rno, looking 
fiY5sh and beautiful— Gabrielio, I mean. 
Sho covered tlio book I was reading 
with a leaflet explaining wliy Militancy 
is essential, patted mo on tbe cheek and 
dropped into a chair. Gabviolle is a 
Pank, but a ve)*y attractive Pank. 

“Still sinasliing windows? ” 1 queried. 

“I didn't come to discuss politics, 
undo,” she said, “ but to remind you 
that to-morrow is uiy twenty -first 
birthday/’ 

1 am not one of those who deny that 
women can be business! ilu*. 

“ I had not forgotten it,” I answered, 
“and 1 have already sent yon, with my 
best wishes, a pmsent wliich 1 Jiopo will 
prove woiiby of this truly memorable 
oooasiorK It should reach you in the 
morning.” 

“ Oh» you perfect uncle 1 ” cried she. 
“ Do tdl me what it is." 

“Not at all,” I began to protest, 
and, as I 4 iid so, imliaed how helpless 
I was. Xhero is something about tiie 
modem girl . • . 

“ I d^ine *kbsoluldy to move an 


inch from this cliair until you tell me,” 
announced my niece. 

I surrendered. “ Do you remember, 
Gaby,” 1 asked, “ what your weak- 
minded uncle gave you wlien }OU 
attained the age of ten ? ” 

“Perfectly,” said she. “You gave 
mo ten coins— a farthing, a halfpenny, 
a penny, a threepenny bit, a sixpence, 
a shilling, and so on — and I lionestly 
belicv'O it was llio be.'>t birthday present 
I over had.” 

“1 hope you will find this oven 
hotter. To tell the truth, Gaby, I was 
in a difliculty, and it has caused mo a 
lot of worry. I wanted to give you 
Boinethiiig handsome, you see, in view 
of tlio unique nature of the festival, but 
for the life of mo I couldn’t think what. 
I couldn't consult you because 1 wished 
it to come as a surprise, and that is 
why on second thoughts I ‘m not going 
to tell you anything more about it now.” 

“ Go on,” said Gaby. 

“ Very well,” I agreed meekly after 
a pause. “ I Ijave sent you twenty -one 
Postal, Orders — one for a shillings one 
for tw*o shillings, one for three Bhiilings, 
one for four shillings, and so on.” 


A smile flaslied into her face and 
vaniblied, Slie gripped thy arms of her 
chair. 

“ You registered tlicm ? ” slio de- 
manded. 

“No,” I ooufessed, “ J tliouglit that 
w^ould tend to spoil tlio suiprise, you 
sec. Perhaps it was unwise, but one 
trusts so implicitly in the Post Office 
nowadays ” 

“ And of course you posted them in 
tlie pillar-box at the bottom of the 
street.” 

“ Yes,” I admittdtl. Just a quarter 
of an hour ago.” 

“ And ten minutes ago,” said Gabrielio 
tragically, “ 1 poured about half-a-pint 
of corrosive acid into that pillar-box 1 ” 


“ Captain Ilonry Le Soolleur, of the Swan- 
sea sUnunuhip Yukon, reported that at 7.10 on 
the night of October 28, when steaminM up 
tlic St. Goorgo*fl Channel they pa^Hod a jioai- 
iiig Btar. searched for somo tixne to 

secure this dangor to navigation / ' * 

Smith Wales Bvminff Eixp^ei^, 

Tills is a ver\‘ common optical illn8(i0ni 
due to reflection, which ought itover 
to take in an experienced seft-oaptein 
nowadays. ' 









Honan of Corninona^ Momlaji, N’omn- j “ now pi*e]>aml to annonnco tho st-opH ] (liingwaj , “i^rown mouldy for want of 
Ur 4. ““ it is a curious jjosilion wo ’re lio inionclH to tak(» to attonipt to force a haliJi^',” would liavo joyoush «10i)pod 
in on tins Bill,” said Bonnku JJA^Y just the loyalists of Ulster to suhmit (o a in. The green wouhl have car- 

now ; “discussing acadeiuicall> , as if Nationalist J*arliainent proposed to ho peted with vv\gM. Asg\)lTU nol> the n\an 
wo w^ere a debating societ), questions s(3t up under the (loverninont of Ire* to ])lay up to that game. In fewest 
like Propcfrtional Jtepresentation and land Hill, against their expressed do- words ho icily answ<»red it was iin- 
Worn an Suffrage.” termination and the terms of Uie possible for him at pi <3Hont nt ago to add 

This reflection presents with sinqilo solemn league and covenant they had anything to statonicnts inadi' liy him 
force a view of tlie extraordinary, uii- entered into ? " “on June llth tied July Jlrd/' 

jirocodented character of debate going There you have it. No circninlo^ Nohi^dy happeiH'd to havi^ in wuiist- 
forward from day to (lay ill Committee cution. No beating about the bush of coat jiocket rutlings of these pit'Ciso 
on Home Kulo JJill. All knoNv wdiat jiroportiomil ropresenlation, canals in answias. It lol lowed that n<uu? could 
W' as expected wdien the business began, tbe planet Mars, and the like. Amid ! criticise tbeir purpoii, condonm or 
Heemod probable tijat tbe I’iots \vbich the sl(?opy haze that lio.s low over tlie | approve tluur conclusions, Whilst 
marked passage of Hill of 1H9;1 \vould House the glorious Ulster Day is in j Mem htjrs were W (»ndering whut was 
bo exceeded in respect of eruption of of being forgotten. Dim are inemori(*s ' said “on June lllli and July ilrd." 
temper and spilling of gore. And here of its martial pomp, its deadly wooden ^ next (piestion was called oU, Hmisc 
wo are night after night boring each guns, its royal escort of middle-aged ^ safely landiKl once more among bum- 
other to death with vain repetition and barristers bent on breaking the lav drum conditions, 
delmting - society disquisition on ah- This simple question flashes it all fnidc liuMness (hm<*. Twolftli Night in 

stract questions, again. At last attention is focussed on j CJommitloe on Homo Hide Bill, Clause 

The only man who keeps tlio flag real issue, the actuality evaded hy all j IX. considorcil. 
flying is Captain Snopghass Cuaig. this talk round and round about the Tiwaday,- a ixdicf affect long 

Only the, other night, as recorded at inane. course of Irish dt'balc, wilh Whdoa 

the time, he gave notice to whom it With another in seat of Phkmieii waiting close at hand for next itirn, to 

might concern that ho was beginning this swift confronting of the House with have good old Scotia tate the ddor for 
tp take off his coat. To-night at stem reality might have led to noisy howsoever brief interlude. AlUMehanu 
Question-time ho went straiglit to the scene. Bitter contemptuous reply was certain mystery that ^enyidoped 
point. from Treasury Bench would have set incident. So the miatA encin^o tlie 

“IsthePBiME Minxsteb,” ho asked, Ulster aflame. Nationalists below the bipwofBen Nevis, or, falling mi Urn 
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breast of T-ioeh Awe, temporavily ob- 
scure its beauty. 

^ Business arose upon clusleu' of ques- 
tions STibnnited by Mr. rchifin;' 

to internal management of Scottisli 
XJniversitiefi. For the Southron tlioro 
was some fmo confused fcedin /4 in this 
haggis of interrogation, witli its refer- 
ence to inclusive foe, extra, mural 
schools, tho constitution of Univoiuities, 
and tho authority of their governing 
botlics. Mystery dceyx'ncd hy allusion 
to “my Lords. “ 'Witli charactiaistic 
thoroughness, Mr. Iloonj-:, going tho 
wliolo animal, dragged in repeated 
n^feroneo to this possibly coron(*tod, 
certainly cryptic, body. 

At each repetition, KiNootor- 
CooKR pricked up bis ciu«. “iMy 
Lords? ” Had tlie qnostions anything 
to do witli the Projimblo of the 
Pailiamout Act, that lasting iosli- 
inony to the porlidy of iniquitous 
Government? Jf it were so it 
would bo desirable that bo should 
closely follow the conversation so as 
to bo reiwly at proper moment to 
put Bupplernentary Question calcu- 
lated to make the guilty PnKMiKH 
sit up. 

llis coneeni in ilio inatb'r, being < 
that ot an outside-)’, Avas notiiii 
comjiared with (lie growing e\(*,it( - 
men t of Si 3 (umTAiiY roit ♦SooTI.^^l^ 
to whom the doses of interroga- 
tion were administered. ilo(;oii's 
quoatiims e\teiul(3<l on the paper from 
No. 118 to No. 41 inc*lusiv(‘. In ea< h 
one prominently ligand referenof^ 
to “ my Lords.’* As lie stolidly 
proceeded with Ids catechisui, the 
SeiIKKTAHY for SOOTI.ANI) A\inc(*d 
at ewery repetition of the title, as 
if Cathcaut Wakon, sitting on a 
Bench behind Jiim, weic secretly 
touching him up with a rcnl-bot 
poker. 

relief of House, wrought up lido 
state of painful tension by tho mirk 
mystery of tho tidng, climr.x wxxs 
reached .n Hoddic’s concluding ques- 
tion, “Ard wJiother ho can say what 
the attitude of my Lords is towards 
the extra-mural scliools ? “ 

Skorhtary 01? Scotland loa))ed to 
his feet willi sudden vigour suggtjslive 
of exnggcratod energy on part of 
Cathcart AVason. 

“Who arc ‘my Lords,’ anyway?” 
he fiercely asked. 

Effect among iiis countrymen below 
Gangway of this confession of ignorance 
added to i>ainfuliiess of episode. 

Murmurs of regret, tempered by 
tone of incredulity, broke fortli. The 
Secbetahy op State for Scotland 
not to know who *‘iny Ijovds” are! 
Mr. PmiE rose V>jfull height of occasion. 

“ Jf,” he said, bending look of stfm 


reproof on tl)e unhappy Minister, the 
Secxietahy for ScotIiAND will refer to 
tlie Encydopevdia Britannica^ volume iv. 
page 960, ho will find full particulars.’* 

That left nothing more to bo said, 
and House straightway resumed Com- 
mittee on Homo Kule Bill. 

Bminess done. — Proposal to give 
women votes in election of Irish House 
ot Commons negatived by majority of 
173. 

Friday -- During w eek Pm nce Aui hub 
has j)reUy regularly looked in, lounging 
I Awhile on Front Bench, whilst debate 
on ] lom (3 llule Bill trudged along. For 
I the (qiicure in holidays tho spectacle 
i adds ;<esr,. “ Only for ♦ho grace of God 



*' to lalvo off his coat.’* 
(raptaiii “ SxNODJ.ii vss Ciiakj.) 


tliero goes .lohn Wedc'v,” ^iaid the great 
^Icthodist regaulmg a malefactor on 
his way to the gallows. Glancing at 
Bonner Laws wliose ollicial position 
demands some show’ of regular at- 
tendance, at least one interposition per 
sitting in tho dreariest debate, Prince 
AuthI'K applies l») himself tho com- 
placent rellection. Only for tlie grace 
of his resignation, lie might to-day Jiavo 
beeq in Bonner’s bool s. As matters arc 
ordered ho may droji in w hen he finds 
it convenient, depart when he pleases, 
and, since there is no imperative call 
on liim to take part in current debate, 
lie is spared the \vearino 9 s of closely 
following it. 

Curious, by the way, to note what 
comparatively little stir is occasioned 
when he joins in debate. When, in 
the ripenosfir'of bis intellootttal power 
and his Parlidatnentary Bupreinacy^ he 


amazed the wofld by i^esmnmg the 
status of a private if©ml)eri it was 
anticipated that liis oocasionaf^ incur- 
sion on the scene of former trimniihs 
would create profound^ sensation, criti- 
cally influencing decision on question 
discussed. There was something of tbin 
on his first reappearance at the Table. 
It has almost entirely disappeared, 
Since House got into Oommittco on 
Homo Biilo Bill ho has spoken some 
half-dozen times. Listened to, of course, 
because he is a polished speaker and an 
interesting character. But his rising*, 
has not created expected wave ol 
emotion or even that quick inovemenl 
of concentrated attention which greets 
a favourite speaker interposing on 
ordinary occasion. 

This largely due to circumstanecK 
of the liour. Tho wet blanket of 
debate round foregone concliiKion 
of Home llulo Bill deadens influence 
even of his commanding personality. 

Jhisiiies'i done.’ -Time-table for 
progress of Welsh Disestablishment 
Jjill submitted and discussed. [With 
reference to quotation given above, 
Sark tells mo that wliat Wesley 
I’eally said “ Only for the grace 
of God tbero goes George Wliite- 
iield.” Tliat lias additional point. 
1 jircfer the generally accepted voi * 
sion. It is more Christian in its 
Immility.] 

[ “Tt is now siRparontly dear Hint the 
mnnber of prisonoiM tliat fell into ilie 
hands of the Allias lit Kirk Kilisseli has 
been exuagerated, and it would 

' appear that tho lotuil niunl>er on i’voi\ 
side of tho Var Vliing hattlodine is about 
ton thousiiiid.” — Wct^tcm Jhiily Vress. 

^ So far no other paper has even 
J)f ard of this battle. 

“We havo it on tho liighost authovil> 
that aunoauooiiioiit, oftioial or othoi- 
wist?, oiin 1)0 luado as to Kgypt’s neutnility 111 
(1)0 present war until ii doeisioii on tho subject 
has boon arrived at.”— AV/yp/tr/ifc Matl. 

Only on the highest authority couhl wo 
accept tliis. 

“Among tlin speakers was L.)rd Jtohrrt 
Cecil, Al.r., who wild that women would bo 
for tho most part on tlio side of tho angds. . , . 
Damap) roughly estimated at d^l,000 was done 
by Suffnigists to tho windows of oiglitoen ftboj)- 
keepers in New Bond-street.” 

“ Momiitg Smnmnn/. 

Wo should prefer them on our side. 

“ In fact, it would almost appear thiit oer- 
tain journals of the typo under di^iMnioii are 
iijcapablo of kcopinf;; their hi^a al>ovu water 
except hy stoapiug to wash dirty linen in 
order to tickle tue ears of tho groundlings.** 
China Bepul>lican., 

As a performance this metliod of keep* 
ing the head above water is good, but 
rt is imneeessarily cAaboratei 





‘JIaud ma iiKroM-JiooK, Taaimas, an’ 1 ’j^f. Riiow YJi: that khokt ai’I'uoai k h’ Jamho 


TOUCHKI). 

flf tho IViboiior, on arniipfriuicMit, plo.xds 
“ (kiilty,’' fclifiro is in tlio urdiiiiAry <‘(>ursfi of 
criiiiiiiiil trials no ocnasiou for ]VoKocutiiig 
Counsel to do or say anytUinfj. If, on tho 
other hand, ho phjjids “>Jot (lUilty,” it is 
tho duty of Counsel to open tlio case and 
call the twi deuce ] 

IIm was 110 HUfldoii-tciTipted youMj, 
No lirst-olloinJinf^ soul ; 

Jle very rarely told the truth, 

Ho very oft(3n stulo. 

His spirit felt no wild alann 
Nor was his mind hereft 

When policonsiiui took him by tlio arm 
And cliarged him with a tlndt. 

He was the sort who neither loathes 
Nor lovos nor fears tho Law : 

He took tho solemnest of oaths 
^ With no pretence of awo. 

And, if twelve foolish juiymen 
His many lies believed, 

He was not greatly joyed, nor, when 
Tliey didn't, deeply grieved. 

Ho did not curse or weep or scoff, 

He did not loudly blame 

The Judge that would not let him ofl*; 
He took it as it came. 


Once only did a Counsors speecili 
Affect ins hardened Imart, 

Wbieli, as a rule, was yjast tho reach 
Of skilled forensic art. 

A timid, stuttering boy, who lu'id 
Tlio ])rosecuting ])rief, 

It was for him his pity welled 
Jn altruistic grief. 

His shaking hand, his sweating 
Wore things so sad to see, 

To ease tho strain and end tho eas.^ 
The man withdrew his plea. 

ENTENTE. 

Thkhk are certain London si, reels 
oven in omfs own district that one 
never uses ; and (uniuent, in my ense, 
among these is that one, to mo nanui- 
less, whicli runs parallel with St. 
Martin’s Lane, a little to tlio eastward. 
It has a cheap printer’s at one end, 
opposite an eye hospital, and it runs 
away into small shops and model 
dwellings. 

Well, 1 chanced to be tboro the other 
night taking a short cut from liomlincl 
to the Strand, and found myself in a little 
crowd surrounding a large brilliantly- 
lighted motor-cai. Why the crowd 


wailed, I did not know nor itMk ; it 
enough to mak(* oiu) of litem and wait 
t(>o, h»r I hut is life. And then, attei a 
minute or so, from the Oolisenm stagfV 
door, wlheh I ohscuvotl foj the first time, 
enierg(Ml a. polite foreign gentleman in 
e\ening dress followed hy n volatile 
foreign lady witlt a miiHS of dark reti 
hair atui stnmg animated features, 
d’ho. little (M’owtl palpitated and <5hecrtMl, 
and th(^ hokhu' ones among us Haiti, 

“ Hong swuw, ' or “ Vdnw Muhrah/’ 
While th(^ huttouH .lad^ v\as smiling 
aiul howmg uiul waving lior hami, and 
tlu» g('nl.leman wiis looking self effacing, 
Jiiifl tho e.luiulleur was |>utliiig his 
deadly machinery into workitig-order, 

1 walked on, and at t he eoruev» botwcun 
the clienp printiu’s a.nd IheCje hcmpital, 
stood a cosUa iiumger with a harrow of 
apples. ,1 rtsuduMl liim Jnst at Die 
moniont\vhentlu‘!t)otor-car,ilUnninuti»d 
like an excnision sUMuner, ])aaHed. 
lle-ing a gallant erealme and WiMMistomod 
to tho tihindable ot t rag^idiennes ho 
hurcly IooIuhI np from I ho sale M’ two 
iiibstous as ho calk'd out iin a lusu'tv 
Iwuidou voicM‘, (.hM)d mghfe, Sarah ! 
and again was iTumevfM'd in trade. 
“Barah Hurr\luml/'^lu‘ explabu?!! lo Iiis | 
perplexed customer. 
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A SHOOTING ACCOUNT. 

I AM going to Bhoofc at plioasants on TuoB<]ay next, and, 
as usual, I am beginning to wondor Iiow much I imlly 
enjoy the performance. I am not referring to the liumani- 
larian aspect of tho question, for in lliat J feel 1 haven't 
even a keeper's dog's chance. Of course, as soon as you 
begin to think of it, you 're hound to acknowledge ihai 
you've no mortal riglit to take or to attempt the lifo of 
anything in that hlundoring \iucoriaiii way. On tlio oilier 
hand there 's your sporting firiinoVal spirit and tliere 's your 
day in the ojien air and the leasli of birds you take homo, 
and your jolly old friendly shooting hoots and the grand 
glowing tired fooling after dinner. However, as I say, we 
won't talk of ilio humanitarian aspect or the coin2)en sat ions 
that can bo set against it. Wo will talk of ordinary shoot- 
ing and assume it to bo all right. And that 's exactly 
where the trouBlo is : rny shooting is now so very ordinary, 
and tho missing of a bird stirs me to such gloomy fits of 
ill-temper that even tho Irish stew or the pigeon-pie at 
luncheon cannot console me. Still, there it is : 1 'm going 
to shoot on Tuesday ; I accepted tho invitation with en- 
thusiasm, and now, although tho cold fit is on me. I ‘vo got 
to make the best of it. 

It's a curious thing how little one can judge a man's 
shooting capacity from his externals until he begins to 
slioofc. Them's a man I know who lias large dreamy eyes 
and haggard lines in his cheeks and forehead. His hair 
is long and untidy and his moustaclio straggles, and ho 
generally wears a sage-green tie in a flannel collar without 
a gold safety-pin. Everybody would put him down as a 
poet or some rubbish of that sort, but everybody would he 
wrong, because he's in a Ijondon Bank, and he’s quite 
incapable of missing any bird that comes within range of 
his gun. 1 know another man who looks as sturdy and 
strong as a hippopotamus. His face is red and his cropped 
whiskers are also red, and his manner is llio hluffest thing 
I ever came across, and when ho shakes }ou by tlu^ hand 
lie makes your bones crack. Ho ’s got an old retriever dog, 
too, wlioni ho controls by nicking the nail of his tlmmb 
against that of his middle linger, and he can load his own 
cailridgos. A sportsman, you say at once, and a dead shot. 
Not a bit of it. Ho can’t bit a haystack. I can honestly 
say that, had as I am, I 'm hotter than tliis barbarian fraud, 
though ho seems to enjoy himself just as heartily when ho 
misses as otlior men wlien they hit. 

How would it ho to sot out your shooting account with 
your host in the wjiy that accountants and men of that 
sort employ? It might ho done in sonictliing like the 
following form : — 

liOBJmT Hall (Guest) in with John IhuiKH (Host), 


To one day uader the open 
sky 

To .some birds scientifically 
hit .... 
Toono lunch and sloc-gin 
To gettiiiR tired 
To good dinner . 

To ono breakfast 
^Co being motored to 
station .... 
To balanoo 


i 

I 'I'o ono hour of rain, when 
everybody said, “liCt’s 
go oil and fiui.sh it ” 

To many birds missed 
But there was noi)igoon-pio 
To lumug sun in eyes 
To being in eovoi; whoro 
you couldn’t see a thing 
To going to sloop aftor din- 
ner in the smoking-room 
To dressing in a burry and 
being late for breakfast 
To leaving pyjamas liobind 


A BACHELOR OF LOVE-LETTERS. 

Lovo-letfcers betwefm young men and woman itudente under tho 
X>ropor guj^nision of tho teacher arc advocated by Br. Arthur Holmes, 
of the University of Pennsylvania, as an excellent xonthod of teaching 
literature.*’ — Daily Press.) 

Helkn, when I deposit at your feet 
A heart which you have hound in silken fetters, 
May I ohsoiTe, without unduo conceit. 

That j'ou might travel far and never meet 
With ono who could indite more perfect letters? 

Study them well, I bog : from start to end 
Their love is decked with copious quotation 
Of classic autliors ; note their careful blond 
Of style and passion ; let mo too commend^ 

Their unremitting zetil for punctuation. 

Mark their unblemished syntax : you will find 
Not one infinitiv'e that 's suffered tmesis ; 

No words of mine are thickly underlined 
To lend them meretricious weight ; my mind 
Abhors excessive aposioposis. 

No doubt you're moved to wonder whence lias come 
This singular accomplishment ; the fact is, 

At college, when I studied for Litt. Hum., 

Although my labours touched the minim, uin, 

To English prose I gave a deal of practice. 

There was a corlain Soplionisba Brown, 

And once a week love-letters I 'd address her, 

And she to mo. Nay, dearest, do not frown ; 

Their goal was hut a gent in cap and gown, 

A frigid-blooded, erudite professor. 

My breast was yet unsiniLten, fancy-free ; 

No chains of love availed to intertwine u 3 . 

My compositions soon returned to mo 
Adorned with various cryptic formulae 
Hanging from a -p to y - 

So. Heloii, wdth 1115^ heart my skilful hand 

You 've captured for your own — a priceless trophy. 
But, if you can appreciate the brand, 

Ono thing in simple justice I demand : 

[ Think kindly of that vile corpus, Sophy. 


“THK INSUIIANCK ACT. i 

Cl-I'H raACTJCK A CI’KSJ'L 
Bin JAMES UAHIt DISUUSTKD.” 

(Uasgolu News. 

Country visitors should linger outside the Constitutional j 
Clid) any morning from eleven till one, and they will hear 
Sir James conducting tho club practice. It is rather a long | 
curse, involving as it does all tho Cabinet Ministers and 1 
their relations, and some of tho members are a little slaw 
in getting the rhytlim correctly. It is this slowness which | 
has tried the patience of Sir James; but “disgust" is too 
strong a word to use. 

Impending Apologies. 

I. 

The oncrgics of tbe * divine Barab* soom inoxbaiiRtiblo. Bbo is 
now torturing tho jirovincos in iierson .” — AsJiboume Teleffraph, 

li. 

'*In addition to tbo disadvantage which they oxporienoed from 
the weather tho visitors wore entertainod to lunebeoa at tbe park Iby 
tbe cricket association .’* — Manitoba Free Press. * 


Total . . afifSaaS* Total . . . “Again, for an instant, she raised those wonderful eyes to bk. 

^ Ho studi^ tbe thickness of tbe lasbos as they lell once mom to 

Of course' you can add plenty of other items, but the Queer Story/* 

above will do as ^ sample. Like leaves in Yallombrosa. 
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PID BARNES WRITE BARRIE’S 
PLAYS? 

A wELii'KEPT secret has at length 
been divulged by the dramatic critic 
of The Westmin$Ur Oazeth in his 
reference last week in tlmt paper to 
*‘Mr. Barnes’s delightful comedy ‘Rosa- 
lind/** It is many years now since 
Mr. Barnes, disguising Ins identity 
under the pseudonym, “J. M. BAiuai:,’* 
began to charm theatre gooi-s by his 
wliimsical and artistic plays, and it is 
a question whether his admirers at this 
late date will consent to rec(»gnise liim 
by his real name. 

How Mr. Baunes came to adopt the 
name of “ J. M. Barrie” is not certain ; 
one tlieory is that in liis hoyliood lie 
knew a yoiitJi of that name, hailing 
from Kirncuiuir, N.B,, and that a 
friendly exchange of names was mad(‘ 
between them. 

Certain entliusiasts arc chiclining to 
admit tli»t Mi*. Barnes is identical 
with Ml’. Barrie himself, and a Barnes- 
Barrie controversy is beginning to rage. 
“Did Barnes write Barrie’s plays V” 
is the question that is troubling the 
minds of some, while an equal number 
of minds are wrestling witli the problem, 
“ Is Barrie tlie author of Barnes’s 
plays ? ** 

A well-known baronet lias given up 
all his engagements in older to devote 
his whole attention to the inqjortant 
subject. lie has spent the last two 
days in Kiniemuir, where the real 
J. M, Barrie is supposed <o liavo lived. 
“ Remember Jamie Barrie ? ” exclaimed 
an old lady in a mutch with whom the 
Baronet conversed. “Ay, 1 remember 
tlie wee birkie, sittiii’ in Jiis little 
blacks in the kirk, drinkin’ in tlie meat 
of the'moenister’s discoorsc. And is it 
likely that a bairn wi’ sic upliringings 
wad gi’e hiinsel’ to play-actin’ anti tlie 
like? Ay, 1 knew the liairn; lie was 
a sicht i(X> clever to bo wastin’ his < ime 
writm’ books, and when Mistress iMac- 
pborson read me a bit of A Window 
in ThruniH, ’t was ca’ed, I said to her 
‘ Losh, wumrfian, oor Jamie never 
wrote sic or’iierv nilibish ; ye 've been 
deceiv’t.’” Largely owing to this con- 
versation, tlie baronet is preparing a 
pamphlet to bo entitled “ Barnes is 
Bakiub,” and to be published at 12^-. (W. 

Much indignation has been caused in 
Kirriemuir by the arrival of a foreigner, 
declaring himself to bo a Jhofessor, 
wlio intends to drag the Kirrio river in 
the hope that something may be found 
not later than Friday next to establish 
his theory of the coriTct solution of the 
problem. At the time of going to 
press noriuDg had l>eeti discovered. 

An amusing incident took place ib 
Kensington Gardens last Friday. A 



Rt'lppil ITvfheit* “I BAY, didn't \o\: i'Im> imm 1 owu 

HTl'EF ? ’* 

Pcrscvei'uuj Pcrci/. “WEITy, it DJIW’T LILL lliu Wiruh, jut I think, UJili.N 1 D.IU 

THEM UP, IT BA\E8 THEM MUCH VAIN,’* 


charming young lady rushed up to 
a short, shy-looking gentleman who 
was smoking a largo pipe, and said, 

Oh, would you be so kind as to put 
your autogra^ib in my book ? “ ( J real] y 

perturbed by tlie request, ll»o gentle- 
man liad not the jiresence of mind to 
refuse, and, seizing I bo pen offered to 
him, wiote, “ Samuel Barnes,” much to 
the lady’s dismay and disappointment. 

“ Oiiculatioiin could not bo so frerjr.ciit nor 
ftinart without lieing brought about by active 
buying or selling. Yehterday’s n )o)i j)rico« 
coinijarod with those of to-day arc almost 
identical.'* — Manchester Kremmj Neua. 

Our buying price affer luncli is just 
the usuail pair of gloves. 

“ Tho oountn' churchyard where the rudo 
forclathers o| ifazUlct tdeop.** 

Literary Monthly* 

It must have been from them tliat 
Hamlet^ $ unde got his rough ways. 


! "Dr, 'runur and a niUHo bav^? arrived by 
I tn»|x'do gout frojn (hlmiitar.’” '* “ Cur- 

j K 'ifKjnth nt at 

iVrsonaJIv wo prefer (ravdiing by a 
subnuirino li\dniulic ram. 


"N\';inl»d, b\ icupci-, table Ciuide (l*^'y 
bule). Ac(oinijjodutiou for larflP camp/* 
Jtli't. tn *' Stidtn^y Humid/* 

VVe cannot imagine a mom iwpeetablo 
LTjuplo than tliis, 

“The cniiiin*, and a blaek yobiur bai.kcn- 
circled Kvuclin and Lady l>fe(bv , . . Hir 
PrincAiHti Was a long of tailU*s» 

mother of^tho bruio.” Vail ihklt tMjrcf.V. 

\Vc wiinply caniml keep wp Wit It the 
fashions. , 

— * ‘ * 

Notice ill a NottlnghaAn slfcop window : 

LaDUW OuMRlNAtt^S. 

Thifj i« a ojimuA • 

Wo hardly llKo io nay it 
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TUC DOitfiicric AC cuiycAAc nuulo its way into iho stables and was mask, and was armed with a Bliithstoin 
THE PRIVILElSE OF EMINENCE^' dinlod^^jd by the united efforts of overstrung revolver. Conoert-Direciion 

The agents of a lady well known in all Sir Jlnrhertri four footmen, whoso Leiormann cannot too emphatically 
tlvo tnusical world roc(mily coinmnni- ajipcLarance after the stniggle (as they insist on the fact that in issuing this 
catod to the Press her exf)orifinc(}s witfi were in livery and powder at the time) warning Mr. Bainheu'ger is solely 
a musical marauder’’ as a warning to was most distressingly dishovclhjd. As actuated by humanitarian motives on 
other stars of the musical fii jnanKsnt, ilio oi’iuig-utan escaped and has not yet behalf of artists less riclily endowed 
adding iho following admirahh) ])f»st- been cajilured, Messrs. Pouglior 'and than lumsolf. It is pleasant to know 
cript : “It has just occuinul tons that Blowiu’ have thought it desirable to that Sir Pompoy is going on well, and 
these ine.idents miglit cone 'ivahry, he send tliesi^ facts to the papers hy way was able to eat a poaciiod egg yesterday, 
constnu'.d as an ‘ a-dv(M‘tising paragraph.’ of warning to other members of the aris- 1 , . 

Wo assure )oii that such is not tiio tocracy w'Ihj live in the neigldiourhnod, I im / t tvt itst a t i 

case. Mudamo — - is totj well known an<l ma) not ho so avoII ef|uij>poil with I ^ bTOKM IN A PIGSTY. 

to a(l(»pt such moans.” male retainei s in cas(‘ of a visit from j The strictures of the Archhisliop of 


case. Mudamo — - ii 
to a(l(»j)t such moans.” 


BTOKM IN 


PIGSTY. 


to a(l(»j)t such moans.” male retainei s in cas(‘ of a visit from The strictures of the Archhisliop of 

Wo have already rocoivc'd several the unwelcome intruder. Tlio suggos- YoiiK on contemporary fiction, which 
similar notilications, fiom wliich wo tion which may conceivably ho enter- he described as “hot, panting and 


select the followibg : 


tained by some vulgar minds that tliis I hliMr oyed,” liavo caused tremendous 


Klaiue Kunnyinode, the famous child luimiine warning is (hetated by a craving ! (3xcitonu)nt in literary and publishing 
pianist, whom the CIeuman J^Impehoh Jor pulilicity carries its own refutation : circles, and already J)r. Gang has been 
wdtiily called the Patti of the keyboard, with it. Non iuh aiistln) SdDi'ion cf//’/, ■ obliged to secure police jirotoction 
lias lately had a curious - - ! — — , against several in- 
experience. While she ifk. I fniMM.f.Pfl wl’in 

wais walking across ihoj 
links at North Ihirwick, 
a tt30-shot, driven with 
great violence, hit Die 
toe-hux and hounding 
off' to fine slij) struck 
her on the olliow. Tli(‘ 
golfer, who iimiiedi-| 
ately rushed backwards 
to make his apologies, i 
turned out, by a re-j 
markable coincidence, I 
to he none other than i 
the Grand Dukej 
Kapluiel of Kussia, 
wlio has the lowest 
liandicap of any mem-| 
her of tlio house of Uo- 

inarioff. Onloarninghis, - • i estaDiisiiCd r>o laKo care 

identity Miss Kunny- IWe ( soliloquhinij ). “ Wu.vr 1 AfAVAYs kn-jov bo much in tiikkk tuincs m | His abuse is 

1 i-niK DKIAClOUa I'KKMNO ONE HAS OP ASSOLCTH INDEPENDENCE AND PUIVACY A.4 1 „ • , , xi 

medo at once f'x - , one kcshes ai.on(i.“ really aimed at the 

perienecd a w elcome ' groat public w^hich roads 



, against several in- 
fin-iatod ficlionists wlio 
liave vowed to stab liiin 
to death with their 
stylos. 

Mr. Oriley Garhidge, 
the famous psycho- 
logical romancer, 
writes: “Dr. Gang’s 
remarks are altogether 
harhavoLis. When J 
wrote The J)ev{l's J) '- 
I Iff Jit iny temperature 
and respiration were 
normal and my vision 
))elluci(lly cle.ir. Put 
this is not a matter 
which concerns mo 
chiefly, for my repu- 
tation is .sufficiently 
established to take care 
I of itself. His abuse is 
I really aimed at the 
■' groat public w^hich roads 


cessation of the pain, and an invitation [ as Messrs. Pougher and Iffower happily I my lK)C)ks by the million, and kt the 


to tea with the Grand Duchess soon jiiit it. critics W'ho ha\ 

restored her to lier normal virtuosity. Mr, Hans Gamherger, wliile recently ably witli K.' 
Concert-Direction Nathaniel Meyerbeer returning from the country seat of Ids de Maupassan 


critics W'ho have compared mo favour- 
ably witli Kalzac, Flauheut and 


(solo agents for Miss Glaine Kumiy- father-in-law. Sir Pompey iloldero, Messrs. Jtoador arid Blower, on being 
mode) are aware that this information P.K.G.S., in his motor car, stopped at interviewed by our representative, 
inight possibly he misconstrued as a Metlieglin Castle to lunch w ith iho expressed great indignation at the ohsor- 
pieco of Vih'litvie. There is not the Duke of Wiltshire. The party included vations of the Arclibishop, “What,” 
slightest ground for so ignoble a siis- one Prince of the Glood, two bolted they asked, “does this obscurantist 


piece ol rih'litvi(\ Ihere h not the Duke of Wiltshire. The party included vations of the Arclibishop, “What,” 
slightest ground for so ignoble a siis- one Prince of the Glood, two bolted they asked, “does this obscurantist 
picion. Miss kllaino iiiinnymode, who Karls, ami several Jlishops. Shortly prolate want? Does he think that an 
has boon ki.ssed by four Kmptjroi s, is after l(?a\ing the Castle, at about enlightened democracy will rest content 
the last porsDh in the world to on- ,‘1.45 r.M., Mr. Ikimhorgor was lield up with such mawkisli fictional pabulum 
deavour to make any capital out of by an armed footjiad w ho throatened to as that provided by the Karly-Victorian 
her casual acquaintance with a muni shoot Sir T\)ni])(\y unless Mr. Bam- Sentimentalists? Ijot Dio preacher 
Grand Duke. burger at once lianded o\ur £1,000. stick to his pulpit. Tho liusineBs of the 

*K regrottiihlo inciiloiit (we are in Fortunately, Mr. Baniho-ger happened conscientious novelist is to explore the 
formed by Messrs. Poiigher and Blower, to have the money with him, and a drains and dustbins of humanity in the 
Dio well-known dnimatio agfuits) ro- forriblo tragedy W’as thus averted. But host interests of moral liygierio.” 
cently occurred at Mari(‘iihud IJall, the man is still at large, and Mr. Mossalina Miick, the renogvned 
Windsor, the country residence of Sir Bamhoiger has auDmrised Iiis agents, feminist writer, says: “These archi- 
Horhort Samson, the famous tragedian. Con cert -Direct ion Leiennann, to issue episcopal fulminations leave me cold. 
While Sir Her^iort an<l Gady Samson a \varning to hiwS brother artists to bo No novelist worth her salt is interested 
were entertaii^ing a niunhor of Dieir piepared for similar extortions. The in anything that is normal. The 
‘friends at tea, an orr.ng-utaa which had robber was a tall man with piercing delineation of virtue may be left to 
escaped from a travelling niouagorie eyes, wlio wore a black leather suit and imbeciles and raattoids." 




First Snhtirhnn Fut. “T say, yoi nurs, did you kkk in thk dadkiis that tuk no'i ruN oi.i> Hknhou is ooinu to s’lnr t uiMw 


HJUNd SHOWN AT TUM CINHMAR?” ScCOIld Sltlurban NuL An1> DOO-YlOHTSl ’* 

Third fiiihnrhau Nut. “ J.V7) ruizK-FKiHTS ! W'hy, dash it, it’s MNOtrciH TO Ditivja onm into THio TwniinouiM-H.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Tiy Mr. Vunch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

I UKMKMJiKK nicu't.in^ hoiho cliaplors of The Joyous Adven- 
tures of Aristide Vujol (John Jj.vnk) iti tlio jiaoos of a 
popular ina^MziiK^, and llio ploasaiit; iniprossioii Llioy tlion 
left, lias only htvMi in(!roast3(i l)y re-rtTuling thoin in this 
collectod foi jii. Ml'. W. J. IjOokI'I has sliown liiinself (*qual 
to th(? lather diliicult task of cic'ating a consistent 
cliaractorln a nundier of short stories. Aristide indeed is 
a. worthy companion to any in the author’s gallery, and his 
adventures, joyous to the verge of imjiroliahility and a little 
heyond, are always the greatest fun in the world. 8eo him 
outwitting a rogue of a jiicture-dealer, smoothing the course 
of true love, and ineiilen tally putting live liundred pounds 
in Ids own pocket., all hy one amazing stroke of impudence. 
That is “ The Adventure of Kind Mr. Smith.” Elsewhere 
we find him adojiting (for a sj)ac(i) a foundling, reconciling 
hushand and wife, and even — oiu-e only' -himself the victim 
of swii'dlei’H. And througliout lie is the same merry, kind- 
hearted and wliolly nuTcurial soldier of fortune whom (1 
think) Mr. Lockk s})ecially delights to draw, and (L am 
quite sure) the circulating libraries will take to woleondng 
armn. Only in the lust adventure, where Aristide is cauglit 
in the toils of a rather unreal domesticity, did my faith in 
him waver ever so slightly. Married existence in the 
English suburbs - no, Mr. Lo(n\n, I cannot think you 
meant ipe to believe this I Magazine readers have no 
doubt their demands, but I for one shall not sacrifice to 
them the reality of such a beloved vagabond. 

1 have just been having the most dclightfui visit to 
America in the company of Mr. Awnold Bennett. The 
vehicle in which tlie trip w'as made was a volume called 


Those United States (MAirriN Kkckku), ami, in simple 
honesty, 1 never yet mot any collection of priided pages 
that conveyed so vivid an impression of actuality, Nobody, 
T suppose, needs to l )0 told at this ))eriod of time that Mr. 
AnNOJiU Ih'jNNHTT is gifted with an cy(3 for the otleotive 
detail. Two contiuerits are enriching him foi' it at this 
very moment. Naturally tlunefore this makes him tlm very 
man for a tianscriher (d the emotions poxluced hy strange 
places and jieople. 1 have runer pin soiially seen the ijnitod 
States, hut this |)ook inis for the lirst time nuuh' mo waver 
in the hitherto iixed determination that 1 ne\er will. 
Perliaps this is liee-aiiso wherever lie goes, on great limu'S. 
in trains, and hotels and institutions, the author fasiens 
imeiTingly upon the human interest of the Hoene; and 
human interest is a wonderfully i‘('assui'iiig thing. It can 
even rob of its terror suc.h a spectack‘- as tlm interior of the 
chief Itdeplione exchangi* in New York or the ])filace of an 
insurance king. 1 wish 1 could qunt<^ |o you some pasHages 
in the book, hut that is not possible. Moreover, the fascimv 
tion of it is cumulative; once liegun it holds you like a 
romance, oven like one hy tlie Sana* aidJior. TIm> ehajilfjr 
on a journey by the Now- Yorlotodlhie.ago train isiu capeeial 
an epic of modi rn travel. On tluv wliole, 1 (nma* a\vay 
from my visit with a firmer coiivicJhm than ewev tlud, if 
Those United SlnCs are a wonder, this Mr, Ahnothi 
Bicnnktt is very ceutninly another. 

My Love and /, says in ofToct an intriguing amtouuee- 
moiit of tlio English imblishors ,((k>NSTAHmi), is the W(»rk 
of a well-known (American) novelist, who niofers to adopt, 
because of his autobiographical rofereiujos, the piiBud^nym of 
“Martin Rbdkikld/' The author imlulp^s himSelf i(iu some 
rather flamboyant diction, as when, in tie^iciibing young 
lady bringing in a newly houglit hat, he speaks of her as 


really happy in that she carried a bandbox and was so 
fain of it that she had to open it in the hall and show me 
her finit, plucked from the tree of iifci.*' Accepting or dis- 
counting this imaginative idiosyncraf^y cC style, whicli tends 
to mask a real sincerity and Ihonghlfulnoss, one can enjoy 
. quietly interesting story, earofully planned and told. 
Martin, making an (^arly litt^rary Biiccess, marries a w'oman 
whose coldin^H^, Klmliownoss, siiburhiiu outlook and petty 
avarice are Jiidden from her adoyer hy her beguiling beauty, 
lie later linds Jiis real afUnity in Tract/- meets her 

in an onclianteHl garden, a ^sentimental variant of the 
rendezvous in The ]irmhirnod /io//— but under the in- 
«])iiution of her generous demaTul that lie should he 
“ splendid " cleaves iionourably to liis wife and little son, 
checkmating tlio iniperturat>l(\ crass constancy of ricli, 
owlish (!i)tisin,Totii, a w'ould-brj lover. The hoiiuty, distinc- 
tion, und courage of J^Ulni are wellc'xpi-essed. Andtliore is 
anotJier charming character, a pattern of patient unselfish- 
ness, Mary O/ec/i, w itii whicli llie author makes amends for 
any eccentricities of stylo (it vsH^Mary wlio was carrying 
the bandbox). There is 
throughout a strangcj , 

BtrivinK after U,« cx- 

proHSlOU of the tragedies . 1 — , 

and glories of literary | *■ ' — 
endeavour that would 
bo pretentious if it 
were not so ub\i(^UHlv 


Tht‘ underlying Uicme 
of Mr. liuniAHDBAooT s 
book, Darnrloy Place 
(Mktjiubn),* is the 
theory that a ^icrson 
may be unconsciously 
influenmi in In's ac- 
tions by the will of 
anothei- not necessarily! 
alive. I call tliis a 
theory because I sup- j 
pose none can take the 1 
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fried a bandbox and was so ! problem of the Golf Caddie.” Those who are interested in 

... .. .It ■* » - I V I ^ I'lsii 




THJC VVOKLD’S \VOlt4\KXlS. 


the solution of the difficulties of ” blind alley” occupations 
will welcome this very sound and honest piece of work. 
It gives statistics, drawn from a largo number of repro- 
sentativo clubs in the neighboiirhocd of London, of the 
rates of caddies' payments, their hours of employment, their 
ages and the. conditions under which they work. It recoaxls 
the efforts already made by a few golf-olubs to improve 
tliese conditions and to find employment and instruction 
for caddies in tlieir long waiting hours. It shows that the 
very circumslanco of enforajd idleness, which is apt to 
demoralise the caddie and unfit him for sub8equent*employ- 
ment at homo or in the colonies, offers opf>ortpnities for 
training and education whicli are denied to most boys of 
liis clans engaged in other fields of labour ; and it modestly 
offers suggestions as to the best means of utilising tliese 
opportimitios. The relations Ijciwecn caddie and player 
slioiild he somotliing closer and more personal than those 
that arc commonly recognised between employer and em- 
ployed ; and no one can read this little book, so happily 

entitled, without a frosli 
sense of the responsi- 
hility that these 
" relations impose upon 

Mr. Hmea in The 
Neitrovies, ho stood, 
“looking steady, you 
know, as if he w'as going 
to see wdiereabouta he 
_ should hit Boadishia.” 

- ■ ' — - Jle had no chance at all. 

S \VOlt4\ Kits. ^Jliere she was, that slim, 




insk of stating it as aj \ 'juAiNru mir.'KjNo in wild nAiiniTs r<»ii coNjrruNc, rcitPOKCR. rjijiiant girl, painted 

fact, except by proxy. - bright blue and jabbing 

AikI Mr. Bagot does not actually do even tho.t. lie at him with a six-foot spear. An aw’kward' situation 
sets two very delightful people ihsciissing it, one from for Marcus. However, be liad murdered lior hanc^, so 
the religious standpoint., the other from tlie scientific, perlui])s pity is wasted on him. j^lventually he got it 

and they are mutually convinceil t.o the extent of — literally- -in the neck, and lioudicca, with the satisfy- 

not hoiiig able to fiml any other explanation of wliat iiig feeling that licr duty Jiad been done, maiTied licr 
happens. The first is Cardinal Lvlli, a shrewd, kindly socond-in-conimand, -4 frtu?/, and went off to live happily in 
adviser of all who bring Jiim their troubles. The other is the forest. Tiiat is the main theme of the spirited narrative 
Professor Jiossano, who mingles liis penetrating arguments wliich in liis novel Boudicca (Oijseley) Mr. C. II. Dudley 
and his convemation generally witli good - }iurnoure<l Waud has woven j*ound the picturesqueopcrsonality of the 
sarcasms, unless he chances to be correcting proofs, wlien “ British warrior queen” ifovBotidicca, despite the spelling, 
he sends everyhody, from the Princcs.s, liis daugliter-in-law’, is none other tlian Mr. Gandish's Boadishia). It is a story' 
downwards, to the devil. Various complications are full of tlirilling movement, and — to me at least— atmo- 
worked out by a number of very lovable people Avho live spherically convincing. J know a great deal now about the 

and love in very lovable places --chiefly in Jtja-ly^ — with the manners and customs of tlie ancient Britons, and it is 

ainistcr shadow of a Sicilian vendetta in the background, extixMiiely interesting to note how some of the quaint old 
The J’oung couple arc ovonlually brought together by In- practices survive to tliis day. “ When you have lived in 
jSuences (with a capital letter, since there is something tliis country a bit longer, Geininius, you will be amazed at 

occult about them) which ^ But 1 liavc already tackled some of their customs. He . . , had a passioix *for 

the influence question. Mr. JkvooT gives such generous boirowing money. Ho wished to borrow from *niie, and 
measure— there is quantity sis well as (juality — that I can repay in the next world.” Not fifty yards from Bowveric 
tell no morg of the tale tlian that. And sample tlireads do Street liave 1 met again and again the desceodluits of this 
not give much of on idea of the pattern. It is too well woven, nigged old ear-biter whose vex 7 name is test in the mists 

^ of the past. The formula, it is true, is now^^‘ Sikturday,” 
I commend and the Fairway (Hkinemakn) to : hut the system remains unchanged. And th^ ore p^ple 

all golfers. It is An enquiry by the Agenda Club into the j who do not believe in heredity. , , 
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CMARIVARIA. 


Dicing recently near Persons vrho eveentmi «io 

Kamache, when they were suddeDly survive Jthat we werii in teiwiW tarw 
Td» fact that the disooyory should confronted by a lion. He looked in a contemporary Iasi week inter* 
have been made last week, in course of them for a moment, roared, and then view with A Hpauish pitvfessor who 
excavations at Delphi, of a beautiful tumo<i tail We have easily guessed has been endeavouring 1(* carry on the 

what he mistook them for. educatioiml movimunit in Hpain starter} 

by the late Sefior FwiUiSiit, w hose cxecu 
As t4ie result of a recent lire at a lion for treason caused Such a B4UiHation 
dairy, the proprietor is now advertising 
a salvage sale of milk slightly injured 
by water. ... 


statue of Victory is looked upon b 
(Iroeks as a happy augury. It 


r>y the 

- happy augury. It is 

certainly remarkable, as an illiterate 
correspondent points out, that this 
should have been unearthed almost at 
tfie same moment as tlie statue quo 
was being buried. 


who is now in 


Een6 Paroisso, 77ic J^h'pirss tells us, 

It is nof strictly true to say that not was arrested the other day at Viarmes, 
a single victory can bo placed to 
the credit of the Turks. The war 
correspondents attached to the 
'J’lirkish Army had to acknow- 
ledge themselves completely 
beaten by their hosts. 

Annun says it is quite like old 
times having all those pretty 
foreign warships about. 

Several Members have been 
complaining that they voted in 
favour of the flogging amend- 
ment to the Criminal Law 
Amendment Act by mistake. 

Still, better to do good in error 
than not at all. 

. Jl; 

The request that the instru- i 
mont and tlie frame by which 
Hogging is administered to pris- 
oners should bo exhibited at the 
J louse of Commons makes one 
wonder whether the Wliips are 
beginning to find Members in- 
tractable. Taken in conjunc- 
tion with the recent defeat of 
the Government the incident is 
certainly significant. 



WIVrUA VA 1 1 HU 

throughout Enmuo, imd 
Engliiurt on a visit." 

Jit 

Happening on aii old it'^fi^vUDCe to the 
performance of in Gpaek at 

Cambridge, a dear oltl huly who had 
.seen Mr. Mahtin JIauvuv*^ pm- 
iductiou askexi wim was tho 
clever gf3nUmmin sVhn had tiuns- 
lated it into that language. 


Discontented Twin. “Pretty. rott’En luck on mk. 

' shouldn’t 60 MUiUl MIND HAVING A FACE LIKE MlNiS IF 
wasn’t so beastly like Y 0 UB 8 .** 


The Da/hj Preu on 

Mr. lUfiFoiTu : - 

‘'T1u 5 old war hor^n \>aw evidmitly 
roady to luako a Ktdful «»irok« with 
tho rapitT wheuevor n t^hould 
lU'cosHiiry.” 

We roalise now whivl a deadly 
hiisinoss a cavalry clmi ge can ho. 

'* And yot if 1 wore luUinnictt Storna 
{ conlti uhnottt dn^p u ioar. Niwwr 
again will a bridn pann Uudiigh the 
glaMH dooru. Novtir agtiin Hut 
t iniiHt be Ktorn.” Me. Hind 

<n “ The Ihitly < 

.l)ot3s tljat mean he going 
(jjy ? 

“ During tho woek ‘ Miuntin ,' * Tlw 
Third Difiht TImt FaiUnl.’ ‘The Vm^ 
Hing of thn Third Floor ilkink,' and 
Hcnnird Shaw’a • (yamr and (iioo- 
IMitra ’ have been |>orfoi*nnkU * 

Mniwhester City News. 
The second-named play is our 
favcnirite. Th(» groal< miiene in 
the last Act, where the hero 
asks for his money hack, always 
brings down the houne. 

“OnN»TAN*iTN<H*LK -Nuno of this 
I’owcrH haH yi^t ropHiHl thu Pnrtn’s 
rt qiioht for unditation . ” 

Ncfc Vf}rk 


The Duke of Bedford’s pro- 
posal that the House of Lords 
shall not reject the Home Kulo 
Xkill but stand aside and throw 
on the Government the re- 
sponsibility of bringing it into 

operation, is said to have the support Brittany, in the act of flinging his wife | selves 
of Mr. Bedmond. ,u out of a third-storey window. It is, 

however, only fair to Ken6 to mention 
In a letter to The Pall Mall Gazette ^ ; that his wife was responsible for the 
Mr, Theodore Maunder desenbos the j situation, she having annoyed liirn by 
Mentally Deficient as “the children , serving insufficiently cooked potatoes, 
who never grow up." Poor Peter Pan ! 

Speaking at the Queen’s Hall labt 
** All lotteries,” says a daily paper, week on the subject of religious work 
country, and no j in Canada, Principal Lloyd said that 

them are I there was a real need for a Society for the Member, for the Snap Divip<u)n of 
columns.” tlie Prevention of Cnielly to Bishops. Middlesex. 

But what about “ Our Pets’ League ” *? 

❖ in 

This is an age of specialisation. Not 
only do we have a play devoted to a _ 

From South Africa comes the news Glad Eye, but last week w’o imd an is ho relation of tJjCi fainout ojwra 
iluvt some English ladies were pic- account of a Glad Eye Balk eomposor, the late Eichaid Wegner. 


** are illegal in this 
announcements 
allowed ^to appear in our 
How comCs it then that ouv con- 
temporary permits itself to publish 
matriage announcements ? 


Thon-fure we take it u|h>i\ our* 
to inform Iho I’orte that the 
I*owoi8 are irioditat ing. 

The Revival of Tattoolhif. 

“Thu bride wnn^ ii drewM <*f ciaRkm^vre, 
trimmed with Rilk fi'tMRo, and was Ailk aud 
leuid ciubroidored,” SomerHcl t^imV4ard. 

It is rumoured that Sir FaEi>Euu;K 
Baniutuy will be known in futnm as 


Constant EHomuKit No, one 
and only war correspondent afc the 
Bulgarian front, Lieutenant Waunrr, 


VCWu CXLlH. 
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THE WAR IN THE NEAR WEST. 

[“When war ewiftly apponn and great armies sweep onwards to 
ft BUooeHsion of rapid victories, the blood of o^very martial nation 
tinglea with reaponftive oxcitoment.'' — “ Times " Leader, Nov, 14.] 

When Balkan warriorH, breathing fire, 

And rightly fooling rather perky, 

March Blithering on through seas of mire 
To pluck tho remnant plumes of Turkey ; 

When Islam, beaten out of breath, 

Back to her last defences 'scram bios, 

And Jibe last sortie goes to death 
From Adrianoplo’s sh ambles ; — 

What wonder if the wind of war 

Should fan to flame tlio flickering omhors 
Resident, in tlie fiery core 

Of martial-breasted British Menibors, 

And giving way to sudden heat, 

At risk of seeming rude and vulgar, 

They too sliould emulate tho feat 
Of Ferdinand the Jiulgar? 

If roar of cannon, sharp and stoTn, 

Now belching forth tho doom of Byzant, 

JCchoes on lips that cry “ Adjourn ! 

Is that a marvel ? No, it isn’t. 

With yon example how, at need, 

To fight a tyrannous legislature, 

Boys will be boys, the hull -dog bred 
Confirm its bull-dog nature. 

Nor was it strange in this affair 
Modelled upon tho Balkan tale, if 
. They. went for poor “ Old Cromwell ” thero 
, As though ho wore the Moslem Kaliph ; 

i Nor if, his “ resolution " gone, 

1 Lost in the loud incessant bicker, 

He took tho part of Sick Man on 
; And visibly grew sicker. 

No blood (thank Heaven !) was spilt like wine; 

1 They used no weapons known to science ; 

^ Merely the human voice divine 

In ordered volleys flung defiance ; 

I Wit was their only sword and dirk 

(And far too blunt to hurt a fellow), 

; Their weightiest missile ju^i a work 
Of reference, bound in yellow. 

But, see, the morrow makes amends 
(Let dogs delight in being snarly, 

Our mouths were built for bettor ends !) 

And Mr. Speaker calls a parley ; 

So on tho nono-too-glorious page 
Recording that preposterous shindy 
Both guilty parties, purged of rage, 

Agree to write liescinde ! O. S, 


^ Forthcoming Apologies, 

1 . 

“ Have luncheon on Monday in tho grill room of tho Hyde Park 
Hotel and you will moot thoro^ alnioHt ovory man and woman in 
society who is really interested in horseflesh.” — WorM, 

. II. 

't “The General Seorotarios have boon— tho Kev. E. A. Berry, Vicar 
of Pieasloy Hilk; tho Rev. C. IjOiv-WUsoh, Vicar of Old Radford; the 
Rev. P. H. Ogjo, Vicar of S. Nicholas’, Nottingham ; and Mr. W. E. 
Radford. The brains of the whole businc.ss have been supplied by 
the Organising Secreiary, Mr. T. H. Baxter, of tho Missionary Leaves* 
Assooiation.” — SouthfweH Diocesan Magasine, 


AFTER OLYMPIA, 

This is tho year of the Cheap Car for the Man of 
Moderate My means are moderate enough, heaven 

knows, but it appeared to me before I visited the Show 
that 1 could just manage a useful and reliable car, complete 
and ready for the road, for about £200. 

It is jus.t »as well that I wont to tho Show, because 
previously my ideas about accessories were all wrong. Just 
lamps and a horn, I tliought . . . And these, according to 
the advertisement, were included in the £200. 

But there is a little fat policeman, it seems, who .stands 
on tho radiator cap and waves his arms. He, I realise 
now, is essential. ' 

And an electric horn. I am filled with contempt for the 
aquash-hiflb horn. Tho very name gives it away. Squash- 
bulb. You see how impossible it is, or you would if you heard 
the same gentleman pronounce it at the Show that I did. 

And a “ loud -speaking ” telephone, which magnifie.s, so 
they told me, tho teeniest whisper into a veritable shout. 
That would he too jolly. I should never tiro of using it. 

And an electrical arrangement which, upon a button 
being 2 )res 3 ed, makes a little platinum grill red hot and 
enables oi^o to light a cigar or cigartitto with ease. 

And lamj^s which eliminate the ultra-violet rays. How 
extraordinarily lucky I was to liave tho importance of 
eliminating tliose rays brought to my notice before it was 
too late. 

And another electrical arrangement wliich warms the 
steering wheel and tlio foot-mats, illuminates tho clock, 
82 >eedometer, otc., boils a pan of water, and would doubtless 
cook a chop and wash uj) tho dinner things if required. 

And scores of others. Altogether they came to just about 
£200, and the problem now is to decide whether 1 shall buy 
the car or tlie accessories. On tIio whole 1 inch no to the 
latter, for, at any rate, they would be useful and amusing 
about the house, while a car without thorn is unthinkable. 
They all told mo that. 


A PLEA FOR RECOGNISABILITY. 

Dear Sir, — I am a Hagios Stratian. If you look on the 
map you will find in the .ZEgoan Sea a sort of nettlorash 
of pink sfiots. Ilagios Strati is one of these. 

Perhaps you can tell me to whom I belong. Nev^s fillers 
through slowly to little rural spots such as this, and we 
Hagios Stratians are "in a sad state of perplexity on this 
point. Until a few months ago our breasts remained 
imtorn ‘ by any such doubts as tliese. We wont about in 
fezes and under a bapj)y conviction that we were Turkish 
subjects. The younger ones of us had been unquestionably 
so all their lives. And then a cruiser and a torpedo-boat 
came to our shores, some odd-looking men with moustachios 
landed in our town, there was a little business with flags, 
and we w'ere told that we were Italian. 

Just as wo were getting used to this wo were informed 
that some treaties, -and things liad been signed, giving us 
back again to Turkey ; and within another few short days 
a fresh torpedo-boat arrived and we were invited to regard 
ourselves as Greeks I 

And now. Sir, we hoar of secret clauses and other incom- 
prehensible things which declare that we are really Austro- 
Albanian. Is it never going to stop? 

1 am, Yours perplexedly, ' 

Ali Guqlielmo Poxolopos Pasha. 


“ Vacuum for sole ; almost new.'* — Advt, in “ Hampstead JBapress.'* 
It would be something to keep our studs in, anyway. 










WHAT WE MISSED AT OLYMPIA. 

FiKlKMIt OK T.TVINO MODKl.S KUOM Wllim TUI? DKSKiNtlUH OK MOTOIl llOIlNH DllVW TIIICIU JLNrtl'TU \UONrt. 


THE UMBRELLA TREE. 

An c.vcrchc in the farile m innrr of one 
of the “ Boat Sellers'" of the (hi//. 

'With arkriowlod^MiicMit.^ to llio AuMi'^r of 
Thctl jrts Tree aiid The Jiosartf.l 

Taut I. 

The sun ^vas streaming tlii*ongli ilie 
“(Uacier” })anea of tlie old Tudor 
grange. It fell on the boyish curls of 
the famous novelist, Donald Hast ; it 
fell on the regal form of his beloved 
mien, the wealthy lioii ess in whose iiall 
lie had hung up Ifis hat; it illuminated 
the old motto which some idle visitor 
had scratclied on the “Glacier”: Ad 
hoe. 

“I often w^onder what that means, 
Donnie,” said EHon, as she took ofl* her 
spurs, for they had been rabbit hunting. 

“ My darling,” said Donald, his 
boyish face all aglow, “ like a breakfast 
sausage, Greek is a great niy story.” 

Elleif was silent. There wore times 
when Donald’s merry humour got on 
oven her mftl-ordered nerves. 

“Darling,” ho continued, “I want to 
go to Portuguese West Africa. I want 


' to lay the scene of iny now novel 
til ere.” 

“ Very well,” slio said, supyin'ssing u 
sigh, “I’ll write the \isual choipie. 
And oil your way liack I wisli you ’d 
look in at Hayrei3»li and got mo a 
German flute.” 

“ I will, darling,” said Donald, “ if you 
will give mo the money for tliat, too.” 

“ Jlut bo sure of one thing,” said the 
beautiful Ellen, as she signed anothe)- 
clKMjuo, “do not go near my cousin. Sir 
Uupert Malatosta, wlio has made Jhiy- 
routh his home. For he is both hold 
and bad. Ho wears evening dress in 
the morning.” 

Part If. 

It was six iijontlis later. Donald 
was seated in an arm-chair in ilie rocun 
of Sir Rupert Malatosta, at ihiyreutli. 

“Ha, ha! So 1 have you in my 
powder,” hissed Sir Rupert, removing 
his cigarette in order to bring his taetli 
close together. 

But Donald did not bear, for iio was 
in a liigli fever ; ho was also too much 
engrossed in playing with his wife's 
cheque-book, which he called “Baby 
Balance.” 


“ Hero is a li^ttcr from I'lllon for her 
miHorahle ninrompooji,” Hir Uuyiort 
wont on, lighting iinothoi olgarotto. 
“ it says I hat you are a father. But 
shall 1 give il to \oii ? Nevor Malapert 
that you ar(‘! Did I not loio, her first ? 
No, 1 will moiraso fhn fovc.r which you 
caught in Portuguese West Alt tea, and 
H(5nd you liomo to (ho, Ha, ha iodic!” 

Again l)oimld did not lunii , so wrapt 
was hobi “ liahy Ihilant^o.” 

“You clown,” cried Sir Hupoi't, “I 
mean l-o Kiss hilkm again.” 

PAicr 111. 

Two (lays lafor l>4mald East reached 
Liverpool Hin»et Station, where all the 
[lorters kn(3W him by name. 

“ Have you corin' from th(» Hook, Mr. 
East?” asked the obsequious inspector. 

“ Yes,” said Donald ; “did jou think 
I had come from the E\o? ‘ 

It was such humour us tins that 
helped \m Anuuing popularity, but the 
inspector know' in a moment that he 
was suffering from Portiiguniiio West 
African fever. t 

Donald rusberl tbrougb ^joivtton in a 
taxi, caught his tmtii, and wan q>iickly 
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Ill llio old Tudor grange, where Ellen ** Ellen,” he Haid, “I must go to the “Come, Donnie,” said his beautiful 
waited for him. old Tudor grange all alone, to work out wife, “ and see your second son.” 

Tliey shook Imnds casually, and this Umbrella Tree problem and see “ My second son I” exclaimed Donald. 

Donald handed her her Gennan flute, how I can, from this moment forward, “ Twins 1 Great Scott. But what does 
“ By the way,” he said, “ before I go live solely on my own earnings.” one say to a second son ? ” 

to my room,*! wish you’d look at “ Very well,” said his beautiful wife. “One says ‘ Blessums,* ” said Iiis 

* Ba])y Balance,’ and sign anoiliordo/.en No sooner had ho gone than a letter beautiful wife. 

■ “ ‘ arrived for Ellen from Sir Buport Donald looked bravely at his second 

Malatesta, confessing all, cxplair'iing all, son, for Jxo too w^as a changed man, and 
and repenting. “ My dear wronged ho had no more fight in him ; but when 

his beautiful wife in- 


blank clieques.” 

Not a word about bis fatberfiood ! 

Ellen was in dospair. Was this her 
Donnie ? 

“I wish yell’d sign 
thorn now,” lie added. 

* ‘ Do n n io, ” said lijlb *n , 

“you are utterly, mis- 
erably, boil ndingly, 
rapaciously, evilly, 
loathsomely and last- 
ingly avaricious.” 

Donald looked at lier 
in pained Kurpri.se, and 
a moment later had 
flung from the morn in 
a towering rage, using 
language calculated to 
make his great-aunt 
ijouisa of sacnid mem- 
ory turn in her grave. 

Donald placed bimsolf 
in a valuable Morentirjc 
chair, hefor-o the costly 
Venetian mirror in his 
room, and Ix^gan to 
fondle “ Baby J3aUiuce.” 

Then ho ron^ernhored 
what his beautiful wife 
had called him. 

Ho said the words 
over slowly to himself, 
with a capital letter fur- 
each : IJ tterly , IVl iser- 
al)ly, Boundingly ,Eapa- 
ciously, I'lvilly, Loath- 
Bomoly and Lastingly 
Avaricious. Ho wrote 
them, and heliold their 
capital letters spelt um- 
brella. 

“ That 's it ! ” ho ex- 
claimed. “ The Um- 
brella Tree at Lorerujo 
Marques. Jtwasunder 
that that 1 first felt 
queer. I ’m an Umbrella 
Tree. Ellen is right, 
to the core. 





vitod him to see the 
third he brokd down. 

“ J t 's no good, Ellen,” 
he said. “ Although I 
make twenty-thousand 
a year by my pen, my 
own income won’t sup- 
port such a family as 
this. I must he an Um- 
bi-ella Tree again. In 
otfier words you must 
continue to help to 
support thi'i family.” 

“ Donnie, ’’said Ellen, 
“the iruv^orablo law of 
the H a p p y E n d i n g 
forces me to agree. 
None tlio less, you are 
iittorly ” 

Bui Donald stopped 
lier mouth with a kiss. 

Afl hoc, darling,” he 
said. 

The Golfer’s Vade- 
Mecum. 

Erom the sale cata- 
logue of a recent Art 
Collection : — 

“Lot 16!J. A iiiittursoii 
cnaiin*! boxcjorituining Llirue 
Ciiddios . . 


“ (Jojjnniiiiflrr Diadoque 
states that the Turkish 
Army has rdtircd from 
Salonika.’’- Exchange. 

Wo don't know wliat 
the (inuMAn Kaihek 
thinks of this French 
adaptation of Diadokon 
-Greek for Crown 
Prince — but we have 
unimpeachable autlio- 

I ’in avaricious | cousin,” ho concluded, “ 1 am a changed | rity for the statement that in the recent 
You” — lie pointed to his man. I will never don evening dress telegram of congratulation, concluding 


TrdrclliTUf Lecturer for Society (io one remaining listenei). “ I Rnounn i-ikto td 
THANK YOU, Sin, roit so attkntivkly heauinu mb to the end oe a hatheu 

LONG SrEECJI.” 

J.ocal Member of Sociei If , *‘Kot at all, Sjh. I’m the second SHEAKEn.’’ 


reflection in tlie mirror — “ you ’re 
avaricious to the coi'e. You’ve got to 
bo stopped. Take that 1 ” 

And, so saying, ho flung the valuable 


Florentine cluiir at the costly Venetian him at the door, “ and see your son.” 
Tnirrnr. “ Mv son t “ Itn nvf.lii.imnd “ P 


before G.30 1‘.m. any more.” Having witJi threie I lochs, which he sent to his 
road this letter, Jilllen flow in a motor- royal sister-in-law-, ilie Crown Princess 
car to got to tlie old Tudor grange first, j of Greece, he did not address her as 
(ioine, Donnie,” she said as slie met Madame Diadoque. 


mirror 

There was a terrihlo ciacli 


My son ! ” he exclaimed. “ But 
what clocs one say to a son ? ” 

“One says ‘Didduins,’” said his 
beautiful wife. 


From tlie ^Veste,m Pacific Herald* s 
description of a fancy-dress dance: — 

“Clowns (Messrs. M. J. Gallaghor, J. Bish 
and N. Ijtwy). Second only to the nmnortal 


Part IV. 

It was SIX weeks before Donald j Donnie gazed long and earnestly at , 
came to hiinself, and when he did he ’ the tiny creature so exactly like himself. | It was Garibaldi’s war-cry, “Here we 
was . on 1*110 beach at Margate, on | “1 am glad to have seen it,” he said t are again ! ” which used to strike such 


Christmas Eve,4i:A’atching the liathere. ^simply. 


1 terror into the hearts of the Austrians, 



THE PASSING OF THE ‘^NUT” 

With tlic falling of iijo bofxjh leav(?8 tlirough the ruiiujd 
woods and haro, 

With ih(3 wailing wind of antmnn coinos a \oicG that 
whispers, ‘"’hit, 

Tliei’o is nought tliat lives for ever; lio was wonderfully 
fair, 

Hut Adolphus is departing: wo are pretty nearly shut 
Of the out 

Of liis stylish coat and trousers and the ointment on his 
hair ; 

Jia/cl-optic’il hainadr^ails, let us sorrow for the ‘ nut ’ ! " 

f 

Fallen, fallen are liis fatheis: the inexorable scythe 

Hrnofo them in their bloom and swept them to the dim 
]jethean trough. 

Wlicro is now tlie “ masher ’’ bleeping, the musiachio’d 
and blithe ? 

Wliere the “swell,” th.o hcavy-wdiiskered hero of the 
urcliin’s seolTV 

. Wliere ’fi the “toft”'? 

Where 's the — Nay, 1 cannot tell tliem, not a quarter, 

not a tithe, 

Only tliis I know, that Chronos, old cartoonist, took 
them oli‘. 

Are not his days also numbered ; shall ho die not as did 
they? 

Shall the squirrels of Nepenthe not consume him at the 
last, 

And hi» husk be left to moulder in the trampled forost way 

With the fir-cono and the aconi and the sweepings of 
the mast ? 

Only cast 

Just an eye upon his Homourg, it is purpling for decay. 

And the splendour of his neck-wear is too Ibvdy to be fast. 


I Ho fthall'die, hut there are othors. As the or^UMeuw redlatnO I 
When the daughter of Hcnujtor new aiises in llm Hpring, 
Ho shall seek him a Kuccesbor; hut ah! what shall he his 
luiinn ? 

Never mind, if I Ihe jioot may he piivileged amg 
Of the tiling 

As it puts the blushing peacock to a novel pang et ?ihanu> 
And invites the bluo cheeked mandrill to salute it a king 

Shall it.s waist ho l(n>se and baggy, or elahoratelv ihin ? 

Shall its trousers clasp its ankles and l>o ti(Ml laiueath the 
sole ? 

Shall ihe amaranthino lieardlct he ituluced upon its ehin ? 
h Shall ihe glory of the heaver luivo a place upim ita poll ? 
Shall it jell ? 

Or with delicate progression, as if hurry wore a sin. 

Shall it grace its ISecadilly on a matutinal stroU ? 

Nay, 1 cannot tell you these things, hut I know that 
Fath(3r Time 

Is devouring tlio belovtxl ; I ctiu almost hoar the iicrunoh 
Ah Adolphus, the honpatted, the reHpUMident, tlu' sublime 
(Like the kernel of a filbert that a persmi lias U> imnuih 
For his lunch 

At the restaurant of Fuhtaok) is receding to a clirim 

Where tliese fancicH are foigotton - save in funner vols, 
of Punch, 

The ramble on Sunday from nioRHop to Duuford gave 
pleasure to thos^> who took part in it, imm ibough the iviiuf on th«i 
moorland and hills was strong ahnoist to brnnWrouftnemn. Hut the 
wind was friendly, for when it ceipsed the rain eatiio> dkmu <n a 
itiloss torrent, and it woa a thorotighly dnmeluHl party that ^at 
own to tea at the Kail way >{oiel.“ - Manchester ('ity 

We do not grudge them their sifinple ploanur^js. 

* 

** There may be thing« \yo do not know/* , 

Why this absurd diffidence ? ♦ 
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MORE SUCCESSFUL LIVES. 

(A, 9 revealed in the Magazines.) 

I. — Thk Heib. 

Mil. Trevob Pilkinwton, of tho woll- 
known firm of Trovor Pilkinpton, fixod 
hia horn spectaclos carefully upon hia 
noao, took a pinch of snuff, snoozed 
twice, pave his papers a proliiqinary 
rustle, looked slowly round the crowded 
room, and began to road tlw will. 
Through forty years of will-road ing 
Jiis method of pj’ocoduro had always 
been the sarno. But Jack Suniiners, 
who was sharing an ottoman with two 
of tho outdoor fSorvants, thonglit that 
Mr. Pilkington’s nuinneriHins wore de- 
signed specially to annoy him, and he 
could scarcely control liis impationco. 

Yet no one over had loss to hope 
from tho reading of a w'ill than Jack. 
For the first twenty years of his life his 
parents had brought him up to believe 
that his cousin Cecil was heir to his 
Uncle Alfred’s enonrious fortune, and 
for tho subsequent Ion years his cousin 
Cecil had brought his Uncle Alfred up 
in th(J same belief. Indeed Cecil had 
oven roughed out one or two wills for 
signature, and had offered to help his 
uncle — who, liowover, preferred to do 
these things by himself -to hold the 
pen. Jack could not help feeling glad 
that his cousin was not there to parade 
his approaching triumph ; a nasty cold, 
caught a week previously in attending 
liis uncle to th(^ Lord Mayor’s Show, 
having kept Cecil in bed. 

I “To tlio Society for the Prevention 
of Cruelty to Children, ton shillings and 
sixpence " — the words came to him in a 
meaningless drone — “to the Fresli Air 
Fund, ton shillings and sixpfmeo; to 
the King Edward Hospital Fund, ten 
shillings and sixpence was all the 
money going in charities? to my 
nephew Cecil Linloy, who has taken 
such care of mo ” — Mr. Pilkington hesi- 
tated — “four shillings and ninepence; 
to my nephew, John Summers, whom, 
thank Heaven, I liavo never seen, five 
million pounds " 

A long whistle of astonislirnent came 
from the ottoman. The solicitor looked 
up with a frown. 

“ It 's the surprise,” apologised Jack. 
“ I hardly expected so much. I thought 
that that brute — 1 mean I thoxight my 
Qousin Cecil had nobbled— -that is to 
say, was getting it all.” 

“The late Mr. Alfred Linley made 
three wills,*” said the lawyefr in a mo- 
ment of expansion, “In the first he 
left his nephew Cecil a legacy of one 
shilling and t^nponce, in tho second ho 
bequeathed ^im a sum of throe shillings 
and twopence, and in tho ho set 
aside the amount^of four and 


ninepence. Tho evidence seems to show 
that your cousin was rapidly rising in 
his uncle's estimation. You, pn the 
other hand, have always been a legatee 
to the amount of five million pounds ; 
but in the last will there is a trifling 
condition attacliod.” He resumed his 
papers. “ To my nephew, John f4um- 
mers, five million pounds, on condition 
that, within one year from the date of 
rny death, ho marries Mary Huggins, 
tho daugliter of my old friend, now 
deceased, William Huggins.” 

Jack Su minors rose proudly from his 
end of the ottoman. 

“Thanks,” he said curtly. “That 
tears it. It’s very kind of tho old 
gentleman, but I prefer to choose a 
wife for myself.” Ho bowed to tho 
company and strode from the room. 

It was a cloudless August day. In the 
shadow of tho great elms Unit fringed 
tho Sussex lane a girl sat musing ; 
on its side in tho grass at her feet a 
bicycle, its hack wheel deflated. She 
sat on the grassy bank with bar hat 
in her lap, quite content to wait until 
the first passer-by with a repairing 
outfit in his yiocket should offer to help 
lier. 

“Can I be of any assistance?” saidj 
a manly voice, suddenly waking lier 
from her reverie. I 

8ho turned with a start. Tlio owner 
of the voice was dressed in a stylish 
knickerhocker suit ; his eyes were blue, 
his face was tanned, his liair was curly 
and ho was at least six foot tall. So 
much she noticed at a glance. 

“ My bicycle,” she said ; “punctured.” : 

In a minute ho was on his knees i 
beside tho machine, A rapid examina- 
tion convinced him that slie had not 
over-stated tho truth, and he wl lipped 
from liis pocket tho repairing outfit 
without which ho never travelled, 

“I can do it in a moment,” ho said. 
“At least, if you can just help mo a 
little.” 

As she knelt beside him ho could not 
fail to he aware of her wonderful 
beauty. Tho repairs, somehow, took 
longer than lie thought. Their heads 
were very close together all the time, 
and indeed on one occasion came 
violently into contact. 

“ There,” he said at last, getting up 
and barking liis shin against tho pedal. 
“ Conf That will be all right.” 

“ Thank you,” she said tenderly. 

Ho looked at her without disguising 
his admiration ; a tall, straight figure 
in the sunlight, his right shin rubbing 
itself vigorously against his left calf. 

“It’s absurd,” he said at last; “I 
feel as if I’ve known you for years. 
And anyway I’m certain I’ve seen you 
before somewhere.” 


“Did you ever go to ‘The Seaside 
Girl ’ ? ” she asked eagerly. 

“Often.” 

“ Do you 1‘omeniber the Spanish 
princess who came on at tho beginning 
of the Second Act and said, * Wow- 
wow I ’ to the Mayor? ” 

“ Why, of course ! And you had your 
photograph in The Sketch, The Taller, 
The Bystander, and The Sporting and 
Dramatic nXl in the same week ? ” 

The girl nodded happily. “ Yf s, 1 ’m 
Marie Huguenot! ” she said, 

“And I’m Jack Summers ;• so now 
we know each other.” Ho took her 
hand. “Mario,” he said, “over since 
1 have mended your bicycle I mean, 
over since 1 have known jou I have 
loved you. Will you marry mo? ” , 

“Jack! ” she cooed. “ You did say { 
‘ Jack,’ didn’t you ? ” 

“Bless you, Mario. Wo shall be 
very poor, dear. Will you mind?” 

“ Not witli you, Jack. At least, not if 
you moan what 1 mean by ‘ very poor.’ ” 

“ Two thousand a year.”*' 

“ Y^es, that’s about wluit I nieaiit.” 
Jack took her in his arms. 

“ And Mary Huggins can go and 
marry tlio Pope,” ho said witli a smile. 

With a look of alarm in her eyes she 
pushed him suddenly away from her. 
There was a crash as his foot w'ont 
through tlio front wlioel of tlio bicycle. 

“ Mary Huggins? ” she cried. 

“ Yes, I was loft a fortune on condi- 
tion that I married a iiorson called Mary 
Huggins. Absurd! As though — ” 

“ IIow much? ” 

“ Oh, quite a lot if it wasn’t for those 
confoimded death duties. Five million 

pounds. You see ” 

“ Jack, Jack ! ” cried tho girl. “ Don’t 
you understand ? I am Mary i 1 uggins.” 
lie looked ai her in amazeniont. i 
“ You said your name was Marie ! 
Huguenot,” ho said slowly. 

“My stage name, dear. Naturally 
I couldn’t — I moan, one must — you 
know how particular managers are. 
When father died and I liad to go on 

the stage for a living ” 

“ Marie, my darling ! ” 

Mary rose and picked up her bicycle. 
Tho air had gone out of the hack- wheel 
again, and there were four spokes 
broken, but she did not heed it. 

“You must write to your lawyer 
to-night,” she said. “ Won't he bo 
surprised? ” 

But, being a great reader of the 
magazines, he wasn’t. A. A. M. 


“ Tho Liberal Whips ivatohed OiiA other 
like tigers watched thoir proy.“ 

Dundee Courier. 

Mr. Percy Illingworth {eyeing Mr. 
Wedgwood Bern hungrily ) : “ ^ne '8 
a wing.” 
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OUR THEATRE CORRESPONDENT CATCHES THE WAR FEVER. 
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Saturday, 6 . 30 .— Tiiwre has bkkn iiicavy promTNa abotjki) CnAniNU (Jiiobs. Tiih ArrAtutiNO iruttcHH arm turowin^I mi'.M*- 

Rr.liVMB A lAINBT TI1J3 ENTHKNCmMENTS OF TllK ALDWYUU OONTlliaifiNT WITH A HEai'JClUTJfl HlflXlOlHM, Wini.IB THIS LAlTBll AUJC Um Al I \ I’lHa 
WITH ALL THJOii FAMOUS FlGHTlllO TOWER. 
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Saturday, 6 . 46 . — In the extbkmr Wbst-end of the tbuatbf. of ofehationb the ‘‘Drakes” (“Hw Majehtt'e (Vwn 

FORGED THEIR WAY OF THE HAtMABKET TALLEY, ARE THBEATBNIKO TO OOOOFY THE IMPORTANT CHAIN OF BKTWREN 

PiCOApILLT OlRCOS AND 8 t. JaMES'B STREET. f 



414 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAIIL CNovewibb 20, im. 



“Will you btcnd -nvo ruuNus dog-bjscvitb, rucABE? Who Fon^~^\u\\ tuk 

DOO, OK COUUSli I ” 


instance, the IHirlts by a tardy recovery 
suoc^ in rolling back the Balkan 
invasion and thus re-creating the $UUus 
quo, the whole problem, regarded from 
a territorial point of view, would have 
to bo reconsidered in the light of new 
facts. If, on the other hand, the Allies 
reach Constantinople, as the final out- 
come of the surprising incidents of tlio 
past few weeks, other aspects of the 
situation — it is not too much to say — 
will be thrust into proininfenco. M^n- 
while in the momentous negotiations 
whicii are daily going forward among 
the Powers it would appear that no- 
thing is more urgently insisted upon 
than the desirability of marking time. 
That is a wise and statesmanlike vi6w^ 
The problems of Balonica, a very ticklish 
question, and of Albania, another very 
ticklish quest on, are still in the future. 
In dealing with the whole question of 
Turkish supremacy it must always bo 
remonj bared that it is one thing to take 
territory from Turkey ; it is quite 
anotlier thing to bo allowed to stick to 
it. There need be no confusion there. 

Perhaps in conclusion a few words 
about the position of Bomo of the 
Powers and their individual attitude 
will not be out of placa. Great Britain, 
then, while still acting loyally witliin 
tlie Concert, and therefore avoiding an 
independent lino of action, is under- 
stood to be pressing for delay. France, 
while al)solutcly maintaining her hearty 
co-operation with the other Powers, 
and thus avoiding an independent point 
of view, is all in favour of deferring 
action. Germany, while disparaging 
any infringement of the general har- 
mony, and thus avoiding an inde- 
pendent train of thought, is eagerly 
advocating what we may call a policy 
of pause. 

Tliore we must leave it.* The most 
liopeful sign at the moment is to be 
found in the amicable sentiments with 


AND AFTER ?~WHAT THEN? 

{Being Our Own Contribution to the 
Symposium of Intelligent Forecasts.) 

Wb are enabled to give lo-day (most 
fortunately and to tlio intense relief of 
our readers) a complete an<l detailed 
survey of the present position in 
European politics, resulting from the 
sudden and surprising events in the 
Near East. We have this on i!m 
Highest Authority (Our Own). We can 
vouch for every one of the new facts hero 
disclosed. The first point that wo wish 
to makd is that the Powoijs-”- contrary to 
common belief — are waiting on events. 
In the meantime the one outstanding 
hopeful sign is that they remain on 
the frien19iiest temrs. Sympathetic 
messaged of conrb^DtS goodwill and 
kindly advanQOS towaiv4 ^ closer inti- 


macy are passing daily between them. 
While events are moving so rapidly it 
would, it is felt, be prc3nuiture to con- 
sider what steps will have to be taken 
in eventualities which liave not yet 
arisen and are not (in the opinion of 
some observers) at all likely, in the 
immediate future, to aiise. 

Witli those few words of introduction 
wo may at once embark upon a full con- 
sideration of the position. We may say 
wifliout hesitation that no definite re- 
sult to the “ conversations now pro- 
ceeding may be looked for at present. 
The Powera — to tell the simple tinitli — 
are waiting on events, feeling that it is 
bettor in the interests of the main- 
tenance of European peace to allow 
circumstances to shape themselves 
before dealing in detail with situations 
which have not occurred. Should, for 


which the future is awaited. 

One of the Bhoya. 

“MUSTAPHA PA^HA (Delayed in 
Tranamission.) 

AKRIVKD IN IVUPLIN TUESDAY 
NIGHT.** 

Irish Times. 

The temptation to spend a few days in 
Paris on the way — but there I wc 
mustn’t blame him. 

From the iiiles of the Winchester 
Badminton Club : — 

Anv Members striking a ahuttleopok with 
hia or ner racquet while lying qp the floor, 
shall bo subject to a flue of 8d. ' 

We have often gone full length on the 
floor in the card-room to get tb a 
shooter, never dreaming that ware 
infringing any rule by it. 
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“MaItuk" Asgrmi. Touche i I'm touched, IMvid, but it ’h not a Rood hit. Oivo Hanihuiv a bag of nuU/* 


House of Commons, Mondaij, NoverU ’ « 
her 11.™“ Such larkn ! ” as Joe Uarijery 
used to H:iy to Pi}). 

Ministry, having thus far got througli 
Coniinitteo on Homo Tlule Hill with 
majorities averaging 100, dofeatod by 
majority of 21 in House of 434 Metnbors. 
Amazing ^victory duo to strategy com- 
monplaco in conception but cleverly 
worked out. lousiness on hand was 
lleport stage of Kesolution governing 
financial clauses of the Bill. Arranged 
that division should betaken somewhere 
about seven o’clock. As to result there 
was no ground for anxiety on Treasury 
Bench. In Committee tlie Kesolution 
had boon carried By a majority of 121. 
This exceeded the generous margin 
declared night after night, even went 
beyond actual numerical strength of 
Ministry, 

Why therefore should faithful Minis- 
terialists bother? Sick to death with 
tiresome itei*ation of talk avowetlly 
designed not to amend but to obstruct 
the Bill, why should they waste a 

f )reciou9* hour or two of week-end 
holiday in order to be in their places ? 
So they stayed away, some 170 all 
told. When they arrived in good 
time for sevon-o’olock division, they 
found the lights were fled, the garland 


of financial Bosolution dead, and the 
crowd, ono-lialf abashed the other 
jubilant, departed. 

Surprise admirably manoDUvred. As 
soon as question of accepting Com- 
mittee’s Kesolution put from the Chair 
Banduuy casually stoiipod in with 
amendment. It did not appear on tbe 
Paper. Was apparently one of those 
inspirations that without premeditation 
flash on busy brain of City Baronet. 
Nothing in appearance of House sug- 
gested peril to Bill. As usual, when 
Order of Day was called on — the business 
being discussion of revolutionary Hill 
striking at heart of Empire— Members 
with one accord arose and strolled 
forth to Lobby. 

Banbuhy rattled on unheedful of 
familiar aspect of empty I^onches, No 
one on Ministerial side scented danger. 
One significant incident, remcirvbered 
after, might have aroused suspicion. 
Lonsdale, seconding Banbuuy’s 
amendment, contented himself with 
uttering formal sentence. In ordinary 
circumstances he would have contri- 
buted his full share to speech-making 
that would have occupied the sitting 
up to stipulated hour when guillotine 
came into operation. Further evidence 
of there being something in the wind 


was siip})liod by abstontioii of PuioiiistB 
fn)m prolonging dohale. Mrvonicur 
'rnoMsoN said a few wonlw (allowing 
I ’oBTM AS rKu-( I KN Kiuii’s conteiuptuous 
rejection of Amendment. T\\m un- 
wonted sikmce fell on IhMuvbes to 
left of Bbeakkr. Had ban>Ht sus- 
picion of plot existed in Ministerial 
ranks it would liavo been easy to defeat 
it. Needed only to ))ut up smteeHwion 
of speakers to delay division till the 
dallying week enders iimvod in nuiubor 
sufticient to save situation. 

To vary a familiar tafj, Whom i he gcnls 
would destroy they first make luind. 
Ministorialisis saw nothing ummual till 
tboy behold Clerk at Table, having 
compared return of figures brought from 
Division Lobby b\ tbe ToIIoh, hand 
the paper to the blushing Baeonet 
Banbuky. It did not need the wild 
shout of triumph iliat wont up from 
Opposition Benches to tell that the,j 
Government had been defeated, 
Business done. -Amendment to vital 
Kesolution of Home Kule Bill oaiTienl 
against Govennnent by 23T votes 
against 206.* On inoiion of Tiumk 
MiNiHTBBHou8esimighiw%y adjbdrmHl, 
raesdat/."— Colonel YAti-j Stp bub- 
bling with complacency over part }daycd 
in organised demonati%iiun of pillions 
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pre8<jnied against Welsh Church Dis- 
CBtabhshment Bill Others in pharge 
of rolls of paper rose from their 
acoustomed places to announce parti- 
culars. Kot BO iho old campaigner, 
llis usual scat is in coinparatively 
obscure background of Oppesition 
Benches above Oangway. His s]>ecial 
mission justified full share of what on 
the stage is known as limoligbtt Ac- 
cordingly, by forced inarch rivalling 
that oitlio Bulgarians on Lulo Burgas, 
ho readied Oangway and took pos- 
session of Cousin Ilran's corner front 
seat. This the centre of attraction, 
the very pivot upon whicJi attention 
of crowded Hduso turns. Eandolph 
recognised this wlicn, thirty- two years 
ago, he fehouldercil Bi-ihksfoiid Hope 
out of the scat and therein installed 
himself. 

Udighiful to watch and hear the 
Colonel inako the most of straU'gieal 
position thus temporarily unnexr<l. As 
nuittor of fact, preseulation of petitions 
to Houbo of Commons is the extreme 
of futility. They have no more in- 
lluonco upon debate and decision than 
ha-i a feather floating downwaid from 
one of the galleries. Tliey iivo igno- 
ininiouely thrust into a bag hanging by 
the Clerks' Table and are not further 
lieaid of except in not unfamiliar cases 
where discovery is made of batches of 
bogus signatures. To the Colonel his 
mission was as momentous as if lie 
were presenting a Budget or intro- 
ducing a Keform Bill. As in loud voice 
lie cited particulais of each jietitioii 
eommilted to Ins chargo, he paused a 
moment and looked fixedly at the 
Sj'EAKEU as who should say, “ What 
do you think of iJmt V " 

Case-hardened l)y long occupancy of 
Chair, Mr. Ijow'Tjieu managed to con- 
ceal any emotion that may have welled 
in his bosom. Berliaps acute ear 
caught sometbing like a gul]) in his 
voice wdion, the recitation completed, 
ho said, “The honourable Member will 
please bring the petitions up to the 
Table." 

As for iho Colonel, liis mission ac- 
complisht'd, lie marched with soldierly 
tread to the Table, dropped his rolls of 
paper into the unsympathotio bag, and 
i-ctreated to his accustomed seat on 
back bench . 

UHsiness done . — Homo liulo Bill 
•temporarily shelved. Criminal Amend- 
ment Bill takes a turn. 

Wednmlny , — Opened f^uietly enough. 
PuEMiEU moved liesolution i^escinding 
Vote of Monday night. Bonner Law 
■ in vigorous speech denounced procedure 
as dishonoufable, cowardly, tyrannical, 
revolptionaiy and destructive of Parlia- 
mentary customs established and main- 
tained through SOO years. Insisted that. 


being defeated on what was admittedly 
a vital question, straightforward course 
was to resign. 

This view of situation approved 
with thunderous cheers by Opposition. 
Prince Arthur listened with far-away 
look. Situation a little awkward for 
l)im. As Premier reminded House, 
seven years ago Prince Arthur, then 
head of1/he Government, lia<l refused to 
resign w hen beaten in the division lobby, 
the very course now exciting the 
righteous indignation of liis Party. 
Ahquith mainly justilied his action by 
citation from Prince Arthur's speech 
in 1905. If mud were tlirown at the 



C< loud Yatjs has a mission. 


erring Minister to-day, some flakes must 
stick to his predecessor of 1905. 

Some of his old supporters must have 
remembered this and regretted the per- 
sonal pain inflicted on -sensTtive nature. 
To do them justice, the main body were 
able to ignore disagreeable facts. They 
w'ore out to liarry Asquittt, and 
they did it with a will. It was Bull 
who applied iho match to the con- 
veniently handy train of gunpowder. 
Summing uj) the indictment against 
pRKMiEU ho bellowed, “ He 'k a traitor ! " 
SrKAKKR insisted on withdnnval of 
unparliamentary phrase. He declined. 
Taking Bull by the Jiorns so to 
speak, Speaker commanded him to 
withdraw^ which he did, clieered on his 
way to door by Opposition now blazing 
with excitomeiit. 

Shortly after, Attorney-General 
appeared at Table with intent to 
reply upon debate; met by persistent 
cries for adjournment. Affc^r vainly 
attempting to restore order Speaker 


suspended Sitting for an hour. Mem- 
bers returning, refreshed by hasty 
meal, moie than ever reaolvea to pre- 
vent discussion of Premier's motion, 
shouted ATtoRNEV-GENERAri down. 
Speaker recognising impossibility of 
restraining disorder, adjourned the 
Sitting till to-morrow. Opposition went 
off triumphant. As they filed out 
pelted Ministers with missiles impro- 
vised out of stray copies of Orders of 
the Day. < 

Busiiness dme. — None. 

Thursday . — When Questions wore 
called on, the House presented appear- 
ance rarely witnessed. With Homo 
Rule Bill in Committee average 
attendance through a Sitting soldcwn 
oxcoeds four-score. This afternoon the 
Uirong, including Strangers, probably 
mustered 600. Every seat on floor of 
House was appropriated ; side galleries 
on both sid(3s packed ; a crowed elbowed 
each other at the Bar; Gangway 
steps and steps of Speaker’s Chair 
eagerly competed for aT* coigns of 
vantage ; Beers struggled for places in 
their Gallery with the ruthlessnoss of 
ordinary mortals ; Strangers’ Gallery 
peopled to topmost range of benches. 

little attention paid to Questions 
which ran their ordinary course ; replies 
occasionally inaudible amid rise and 
fall of conversation. Excitement deep- 
ened when hand of clock pointed to 
third quarter of the hour, signal for 
taking in hand busincBS of the day. 
This set forth in notice on paper of 
Buemier’s intention to move that the 
Houbc fortlnvith resume discussion of 
the Resolution rescinding hostile vote 
on clause of Home Rule Bill. 

What would happen when Bremier 
stood at the Table ? Ministerialists 
regarded with concern the sorried ranks 
opposite which yesterday shouted down 
Attorney - General and compelled 
adjournment. 

What actually happened was the un- 
expected, a not unfamiliar occun*enee 
in House of Commons. Speaker rose 
presumably to call on Bremier to move 
his Resolution. This would no doubt 
be signal for i-epetition of yester- 
day's clamour. But the Speaker had 
another task in liand. Assuming that 
no party or section desired to witmisc 
renewal of yesterday’s lamcntaWe riot, 
bo suggested that, with opportunity for 
reflection and consultation, another 
method of procedure might be deviseil 
that would avoid such calamity. 

PREMiERt briefly accepting sugges- 
tion, moved adjournment till Monday. 
Bonner approved, and before the vast 
assembly quite realised what hod hap- 
pened it was dispersing. 

Bnshms rfoRc.— The Speaker saves 
the situation. 



THE MIBE WORSHIPPEBS. 

O DODDEuiNG tcmpoTis acti 

Laudator, wJiy i/iust you repine, 
Like a host who appears in a black tic 
Whenever ho bids you to dine ? 

The leaders of life and of letters 
Long since have your niling defied, 
Yet you aim at reforging the fetters 
That crippl(3d their stride. 

The aged, the weak and the toothless 
May need to bo nourished on slops, 
But the young, the robust and the 
ruthless 

Can thrive on tlie toughest of chops ; 
Yet ycjp seek to enforce upon feeders 
Who always at table go “ Nap 
The army of ravenous readers — 

A diet of pap. 

An age that is feebly fastidious 
Is nearing the end of its race, 


And another that welcomes the hideous 
Is rapidly taking its place. 

Why then, to encourage tho purist, 
Who stands for a day that is dead. 
Should we ban the unflinching Futurist 
Who stands on liis head ? 

We are weary of Deans who arc 
dismal, 

Of archiepiscopal fudge. 

Of prejudice blind and abysmal 
IJsurping tho rd/c of the judge ; 

Too long has the sensitive sinnoV 
Been checked by tho cry of “ Yc 
mayn't ! " 

We welcome him crowned as ti 
winner 

On top of tho saint. 

You seek to imprison and lino us 
Because wo are over agog 
In painting tho homo porcintis 
To go the whole horrible hog — 


The liell that a hangman lias ianciml, 
Tlio dreams of a Hcavenger's wifot 
And all that is noiHomo ami ramdd 
In Jiovo and in Life. 

Belittling our visioii as blcarHiycd 
Because it is fnarUwH and 
You calnily j)rt>IVss to Iks clear -eyed 
Bocaiisis from onruption youtloo; 
You make of 1.1 le art (sf Beleetion 
A fetisli through tliiisk and lh»*ough 
(Jiin ; 

Wo cherisli the charm of infwiion, 

Tlio savour of sin. * 

Cndauntcd Isy cU'rical strictvu^os 
rtu'iirbed by cijusorial chains, 

Wo paint in our books and ouir jnetJuxss 
The glory of duslbins and drains ; 
And, nobly refusing to h^low 
Tlie call to asciutd and aupiti^, 

We hold it far wlaer to will low ‘ 

In worship hf^muo. 
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UNDER TWELVE. 

** Feaucbkca/’ I said* “you do wot Beom to bo aware 
that to-morrow morning we afe to leave thb house on a 
viait to your mother/* 

“ Generous man ! *’ said Francesca. “ He has a startling 
piece of news and ho imparts it. One good turn deserves 
another. Let mo tell you that we are taking the four 
children. Their nanum am Muriel, Nina, Alice — those are 
girls— and Frederick, who is a hoy.’‘ 

“ But,’* I said, " the packing-7 ” 

* Tlie packing,” said Francoscfa, “ is in a very advanced 
stage. A stout butler is ovon*now preparing to kneel or sit 
or lie on various trunks and boxes which will not submit 
to be locked without the imposition of Jiis weiglit. There 
is a mservo of some hundredweight of housemaids. The 
sandwiches are ordered. The children, poor darlings, have 
their gloves ready and mean to wear tliem. The stable-boy, 
summoned from liis inystorious lair, is, already shedding an 
aroma of hay over the scene, 01\, yes, the packing is all 
right. You need not fuss.” 

“ I was not alluding,” I said, “ to your packing. The 
packing of women is an easy matter, for their tninks arc 
mountainous and their hat-boxos ” 

*' We will not discuss their liat-hoxes,” said Francesca 
witli dignity. 

“No, but we will discuss my tv\o suits of clothes. One 
is brown, the other is of blue serge. 1 cannot make up my 
mind which to wear and which to pack.” 

“ But you do not pack yourself,” said Francesca. 

“ No, I shall travel unpacked and free. 1 havj never yet 
submitted to ho packed.” 

“That,” said Francesca, “ is the funniest thing you liavc 
ever said. Ha-ha ! ” 

“Francasca,” 1 said, ‘♦do not let your appreciation carry 
you away. And remember that I will not l)e ha-ha’d into 
silence. When 1 give a humorous turn to the conver- 
.sation ” 

“ Oh,” said Francesca, “it was a lunnorous turn, was it?” 

“ Yes,” I said, “it was. It was luuuour, not wit.” 

“ It was certainly not wil,” said Francesca ; “ and it will 
not Jielp you with your ])iicking, which somebody else 
always docs for you.” 

“ Francesca,” 1 said, “ you do not state things accuratcl}. 
You are unfair. This very afternoon 1 have })ut out my 
white ties and my Inind kerchiefs— yes, and my knicker- 
bockers and my green knitted waistcoat, the gift of one 
who in happier days ” 

“ Oh, bother I ” said Franeescji. 

“ So be it,” I said. “ Happier days shall not again he 
mentioned. Ilow many not-happier da\s arc wo to bo 
away from homo?” 

“Mamma said ‘the inside of a week at hnist,’ and I 
accepted for six days.” 

“ The invitation was curiously worded,” I said. “But 
are six days ‘ the inside of a week at least ' ? Docs not 
one day answer more strictly to the * least ’ ? Francesca, 
we shall outstay our welcome and offend your mother.” 

“ Mamina,” said Francesca, “ meant six days, and i 
accepted for six days because I knew she meant it.” 

“ bVancesca,” 1 said, “ you amaze me! How do women 
guess these things? lliero is an idea abroad » — ” 

“ If it *8 abroad,” said Francesca, “ for heaven’s sake don’t 
disturb it. We don’t w’anl imported ideas. None of your 
Free Trade in ideas,” 

“ Francesca, you shall not deride Free Trade.” 

“ Many people do,” said Francesca. “ And if w^e got Tariff 
Reform 1 l:\ppe they 'll begin with the railways, llave you 
got the money for the tickets ? ” 


That,” I said, “ is one of tlie important t have 
seen to. I liave also reserved a opmpaiftmekii i«l 10.^ 
train. We shall be seven, incIucKng nurse. ' Tibat will 
mean four fulhtickets and three half-iiekets, in other words 
five tickets and a half.” 

“ No,” said Francesca, “ it will mean three full-tickots 
and four half-tickets, in other words five tickets only.” 

“Muriel,”,! said, “is now twelve years old. She must 
have a full-tiicket.” 

Francesca gasped. “ What ! ” she exclaimed, “ do you 
seriously mean to tell me you are going to take a full-ticket 
for a child like that?” 

“ But she was twelve years old a fortnight ago.’» 

“ And therefore,” said Francesca, “ she is still in her 
twelfth year.” • 

“No,” I said, “ she is in her thirteenth year.” 

“ That is impossible. She cannot be at the same time 
twelve and thirteen.” 

“ Let mo explain,’’ I said. “ When she had lier fimt 
birthday she wras one year old, and ” 

“It’s no good,” Haid Francesca, “going hack to the 
beginning of tlie world like that. 1 say she 's in her twelfth 
year, and as long as she 's that she can travel on a Jialf- 
ticket. Besides, she ’s not a tall child for lior age, and it 's 
size that counts.” 

“ But the railway company says it 's age. She ’s over 
twelve ” * 

“And that,*' said Francesca, “is just what she isn’t till 
she 'b tlurioen, and not oven you with all your extravagant 
ideas can pretend she ’s that.” 

“ Hhe 's not under tvs^elve,” 1 said w^carily. 

“You w^on’t make it true,” said Francesca, “by saying it 
over and over again. It ’s l idiculous to take a whole-ticket 
for a baby like that. And the idea of spending unnecessary 
money on a ricli railway when there's so much jiovorty 
about is repulsive. You shan't do it.” 

“ She 's over twelve,” I said. But Francesca had gone 
to pack. li. C. L. 

AP1>LE-GREEN PLATES. 

Tine prettiobt colour that ever w^as scon 

To sot off a muscat or rod tangerine 

Is the ancient and honourable real apple-green. 

So, if you eat apples or raisins or dates, 

In fact any fruit out of gardens or crates, 

Tiicy taste much the nicest off apple-green plates. 

Their colour 's so quaint and the magic it brings 
Is the kind that contrives the most marvellous things 
Such as April in orchards and old Chinese kings. 

Their colour’s as frcsli and its charm is as high 
As the green of a leaf on a blue-and-white sky 
When over the orchard the cuckoos .go by. 

Their colour ’s so old that it 's captured a tang 
From gi’oen Chinese dragons of horrible fang' 

That lived “ in the reign of the Emperor Hwang.” 

But mostly to me their enchantment assumes 
Rep curtains and firelight and spicy perfumes. 

And pleasant old ladies in house-keepers’ rooms, 

Who kept them in cupboards where I'ancy still spreads 
Bweet almonds and raisins and brown ginger-J^reads 
For boys “who had ought to have been in thou: bods.** 

So these are the reasons I ask of the Fates 
That, should I eat apples or raisins or dates, 

I may eat them for always off apple-green plates ! 
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UTBBABY NOtES. 

Showing what a strong flair for topu 
ealiig is possessed bg the publishifig 
trade. 

In view of the fact that Kino 
Fnbpikand of Bulgaria is a oonfirmccl 
botanist, Messrs, Bills and Moon beg 
to draw attention to a lum work of 
fascinating interest on English wild 
flowers which they are issuing. 

Mesnsrs. Watto and Cinders announce 
for speedy publication a new edition 
of Mi8s*8arah Codgit's ingenious little 
work, Eight Httndrcd Anagrams of 
“ Constantinople.** 

The probability that in the near 
future the Sultan will make a flight 
into Asia should create a warm wel- 
come for Mr. Ernest Goeiy’s Across 
the Hellespont in an Aeroplane which 
Messrs. Shortmans will soon put forth. 

A new edition of Mr. Jules Verdant’s 
famous Letters from a Jicleag tired City 
is reported to he in active preparation. 
It is tnio that the city in question was 
not Adrianoplo, but Paris; still, tlio 
conditions are sufficiently similar to 
warrant, in the opinion of Long Jane, 
the publishei*, this new impression. 

Messrs. Btouter and Odder have j 
nearly ready a remarkable travel hook 
of great topical interest by tlie Rev, 
Silas Morne, in which the popular 
pastor of Plimpton describes his summer 
wanderings in the Tyrol, a mountainous 
district very similar to tlie Balkans 
in its physical and social conditions. 
The work is entitled, Not Very Far 
From the Near East. i 

As a suitable acknowledgment of the 
fact that Bulgaria is the country whence 
otto of roses is largely exported, 
Messrs. Oflley and Tosher are about to 
QMi-edition-deAuxe of Stkvknson’s 
Prince Otto, witli pink end-papers, and 
illustrations by Mr. Laszia), wlio is tlie 
nearest approach to a Bulgarian artist 
th^ GOidd secure at short notice. 

From the oflice of Bural Happenings 
a monumental work on The Pig in 
Health and Disease will shortly be 
issued from thq pen of Mr. liashleigh 
Trotter, Professor of Poi-cology at the 
Univeraity of Chicago, A peculiar in- 
terest attaches to the work from the 
fact that the Obrenovitch Dynasty in 
Servia, which was so rudely overthrown 
by the liouse of Karageorge, was 
originally founded by a pig-jobber, a 
trade which has always been held in 
high repute in that country. 

“ Shak^peare— our own/ att ilio Germans 
call him — is still a potent box-offlea attraction, 
1,042 of his plays having hoen produced. ’ ^ 

Olmrvcr. 

This beats tb© record of our own Kiste- 

MABOKEBS. 



Kast-end Clergyman {anxiouH U> interest lady in hu parish), Wku-, wiiat d » think 

OF THE LIFE THESE POOR I'KOPHC LEAD? AWKUl., ISN’T II ?** 

Society Lady {who thinks everything a erase), “ DnicAnri'Lt 1 ‘d no jdka. flet isn’t it 

RATHER, OVBKIKJWE? ” 

TV 0 4 oW-fashiouiNl damsel, 

LYllA HEBOICA. elegant, swee^t and reft ue<l i 

Hail to thee, possible champion, solid Nothing has made you notorious ; tell 
and beefy and strong! me, my dear, do you miutl? 

Striding the earth like a goddess, Wouldn’t yon lather the ppei Orowned 
whacking the pellet along! you innnortul in song? 

What if your liands should be lioniy ? (Note hy the huly referml Ui * Alfred, 
what if your hair isn’t curled ? old sport, you are wtoUg ) 

Pressmen arc watching your doings and imaiiwwmr,i i i iVTPrmti 

flashing them over the world. Idle Thoughts About t&H Fellow/ 

T-T.,;i ” And there is this k> iw said fdr IdU nuudi, 

Hau to thee, tuibulont sibter, latteiul thrive m they m Uwj Idle, 

and tousled and torn! one oi uie «wiftcf*t rivtfr*^ iu whst 

Nymph in a country of satyrs, cliased will they du in the calm t«ul iwaiem 

by a constable- faun I ^f uiotiotdeHi} lake? ” 

What it your parents disown you? What, indt^d? Mr. liMborik Oeoboe 
what if your purpose should fail ? might do worse thati < hii att^ulion 
Is not your name in the Court and the to the Idle Roach an soon |ys* he luts^ 
Visitors’ Book in the jail? finished with the Idh' Hicli. 
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LIVE AND LET DYE. 


I was with my family, quietly 

talking of politics, when the truth came 


Btandino in the early mominjf sun home to me. Every detail of that 
at iny mirror a few weeks ago, I was scene is indelibly burnt on my brain, 
running my fingers through my hair, I remember the puppy was stretched 
vaguely conscious that I had seen my full length on the lieArth-rug, and on 
face somewhere before, when my atten- his whiskers a fragment of paper 
tion was suddenly nnestod by a sinister which he had been chewing when 
streak in the general ebony. Hitherto, sleep overtook him, and I wondered 
by retracing my movements on the pro- whether the Lake of Geneva is really 
vious evening and aided by the distinc- as deep as they say it is. And then I 
tive characteristics of colour and «length knew. To all outward appearance I 
common to hairs, I had been able to am still in the heyday of youth. If 
clear up satisfactorily any misgivings 1 you wore to meet mo in the street, you 
may have entertained upon the inattor. would turn round and say, “ There 
But the previous evening 1 liad stayed goes a man with youth in its glorious 
at homo; the evening beif ore that I had flower and with hope his handmaiden!" 
opened an important debate in our local Hut, in my heart, I know J am growing 

F arliarnent; and the plot thickened as older, running rapidly to st^od. Already 
remomliored that on the evening before tliirty-ono per cent, of my life is flown. 

that again I had boon at 

the club, because that was ' 

the evening 1 lost my last T’, TvT- •!* h rr”' ‘VM.'.if. 

sixpence at snooker, and \ ^ ^ ^ 

or possibly to the autumnai j -^ 2 — ^^:zrrT — ^ 

frosts, wliich had already .. ^ 

acquired a nasty nip in the n /* 

early mornings. So far all - 

was plain sailing, but the question was, Next year it will bo thirty-two, and so 
what was to be done? I decided to conceal on, adding one for each year till you 
it, for the moment, behind a couple of come to a hundred. But somotliing 
black ones that happened to ho near, and tells mo 1 shall never live to a hundred, 
trust to a little more care on iiiy part in Perhaps, if I were a life-tenant, an 
the matter of diet and warmer under- annuitant, or anything of that sort, I 
clothing, for soon restoring it to its might, with the prayers of others, 
natural colour. A week later the in- struggle on into the nineties ; hut, 
feotion had spread to anotlier; and lacking encouragement, 1 Jiavo none of 
where, but a fortnight ago, all was as that obstinate vitality. Good-bye, then, 
black as my hat, the number of grey to pliysical perfection, good-hyo to 
hairs had risen to two, though, happily, strength, good-bye to beauty, though 
still in a minority. Hut, the iron having the wroncli in tliis case is not quite so 
once entered into their souls, they sank hard I •Looking hack on my life, 1 am 
into a decline, from which they never at least tliankful thi:t there have been 
rallied, and four days after the poor passages in it that I am not altogether 
fellows were dead. I pulled tJiem out ashamed of, c.f/., when at great personal 
tenderly and put them into tlio‘fire. This, risk I rushed up and prevented a liorso 
I learned subsequently, was the very from running away, for which I was 
w,orBt thing I could possibly’have done, presented wuth an illuminated address 
And thencefotward I had no peace, by the carman ; and again, when I was. 
Eaoh morning that I went to my mirror honourably mentioned to the Boyal 
there was so much weeding to do that Humane Society, which never properly 
I got tired of pulli&g them out. followed up my letter. To tell you. 


‘ K\8Y with that WASUINCJ, LiZA ; YKU MAY *AVE MY DRUBS BIIIUT 


any more of tny exploits in the fields 
of heroism and romance would scarcely 
be fair to my biographer. You will 
read about it all in due time. 

To proceed: love shall fly past me 
to hia hangar with a rush of gilded 
wings, as Anacreon has it, for the 
thread that bound him is no longer 
young and glossy and black. Fare- 
well, flosephine ! Farewell, thou best 
and' fairest of women, second only to I 
forget how many just now, wbo^sittest 
in thy bower overlooking the Park, yet 
sittest in vain, for it shall novel be said 
thou hast married a greybeard. But 
thou art yet young (comparatively, that 
is), and very soon someone will come 
along who is worthy to fill my place — 
no, not so very soon, but still in time. 

fn the old days we have been very 
liappy, Josophino and I. 

___ Hut the deed 1 am about to 

N commit will sever us for 

» ji over. No more shall we go 
/ a-nutting, with the small 
' boy I had hribdli wdth a bag 

Vc of Barcelonas to walk in 

front and throw down on 
the pavement the empty 
shells she so delighted to 
r " crack under those dainty 

I foot of hers. But there ! 

I I And now, dear friends, 

ju J'' farewell ! It is my simple 

wish that you go on en- 
joying yourselves, as if 
nothing had happened. 
But rernombor this. Who 
was it who let you into the 
secret of the cosiest of all 
London's sitting-out places, 

. L the tube staircases? Me. 

smuT Wljofe bright intollocfc was 
11 that suggested to you the 

value of a strong right arm 

in protecting your Josephines’ waists 
from the draughts that wander up and 
down those deep solitudes all day? 
Mine. Whose name and address did 
I toll you to give, if over you were 
summoned for obstruction? Yours. 
And now farewell I 

■ 5 .'- Vc 

I think I liave completed all my 
arrangements. On Thursday afternoon ' 
I have an appointment to sign my will; 
the same evening I have to see a man 
about a mowing machine ; and on Fri- 
day 1 go to the barber’s. 

*‘ When I am dyed, my dearest, 

Sing no sad songs for me. ' ' 

But stay 1 What do I see in the far 
distance ? Is it not a faint glimmer 
of hope ? It is. Josephine . . f hair- 
dresser’s . . . Wednesday afternoons. 
Heavens! what if Josephine has hers 
touched up, too, occasionally, here and 
there ! Someone bring me my hat and 
let me go to her mother at once. 




T 
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THE STRATFORD-ON-AVON HUNT. 


“Some okiefb ake uEo*cirxKBiM»**—Cymbeline, Act ill., Sccyi 0 2. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Ihj Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

It is a rare bookish fragrance that oxiules from the leaves 
of Mr. Gossk’s Portraits and Sketches (I Ikinemann). There 
are portraits of such men of substance as Swinbuhne, 
Aubrey de Veue and Mandrll Cjikiohton, and sketches of 
such literary ghosts as “Orion” Horne, “Fehtus” Baidky 
and “ Jnglehant ” Shouthousk. TJie Swinburne memories 
are delightful and affectionate : in particular of that all but 
fatal opisoJe at Etretat, when the little poet and foolhardy 
swimmer was carried out by the tide, rescued — a moat 
casual stroke of chance — by Captain Vallin of the Marie 
Marihc, and wrapped in a spare sail, whereout he preached 
to crew and captain of the splendours of Kepublicanism 
and spouted Victor Hugo to them. The mad Englishman I 
And one likes the lady who played “ Throe Blind Mice ” to 
him, representing it as a just-discovered, very ancient 
Florentine ritomellp. Swinburne, enchanted, “ found that 
it reflected the cruel beauty of tlio Medicis.” It is also 
pleasant to hear of the recurring comedy of the poet sitting 
about with his latest manuscript obtinding from his breast- 
pocket, obviously waiting to be invited to read it and 
habitually replying when so invited, “ I had no intention 

in the world of boring you with it, but since you ask me ” 

Tlie whole book is an occasion of intercourse with that 
t)rpe, none too frequent in an age of hasty writing and 
overprinting, the authentic, leisurely “ man of letters.” 

As the laurels wither on the temples of the epistolary muse 
we look more and more for the merely human and personal 
interest in the correspondence of the great as they pass away 
from us. Obobgb Meredith lived on to a time when even 
in country villages you may see men hastening to catch the 
winged feet of Mercury as he clears the box. But so large 


land prodigal was his genius that it may well hw doubted 
whether tlie readers of these Letters (collected hy his son and 
publishod hy OoNSTAiUiE) will And much cause for regret in 
the fact that many of them were evidently ponruKl with haste, 
For if he wishes to look at a finished fabric of the master^ 
weaver, he ha« only, after all, to turn to the romances upon 
his bookshelves; and even in these stray fragmenU and 
patches that were lavished u])on particular friemiw there is 
much to remind him pleasantly of the manner of those 
classics. In letters to WiLiiiAM llKiiDMAN, to Lord MoilLttV, 
to Admiral Maxse, to Mr. Fuedekujk Gbeenwood, la Mrs. 
Janet Bosh, one may seize Meredith at his joUieHt. at Ids 
most nonsensical, or, again, in his acutost, his dfwqK'sti* his 
most intricate moods ; one may pass from the flamisiyant 
flippancies which ho slmwors on Ins “ Friar Tuek ” to the 
wonderfully beautiful words in which he writes of the death 
of his wife. There are letters too, of course, of pi^uUar 
literary and political interest — it is impossible to i^frain 
from mentioning one addressed to M. ANOitiji liAErAMiViOH, 
containing a marvellous appreciation of CAHiiVtE. But 
whilst many are naturally written to the editor of this 
book there are all too few which can tain re(ei*eitce^ to 
those other children of Jus -//arry Pichmond^ Svan 
Harrington, and the rest. Meredith seems to have 
worried far lesfs than K. L. Stevenson about his characters, 
though there is one letter written to this other maker of 
tales in which a confidence is breathed on the subject of 
Diana of the Crosirways. On the whole, so ennnent are 
the recipients of these missives tliat I have a fancy |Mcture 
of the superior mien, the arrogant intelieciual airs, of that 
Dorking postman whose privileged duties (unbraceri, the 
collection of the oorrespondonoo dated from UillO^rttago. 

It does not often fall to the lot of Junior Oounsel, ol now, 
to pass sentence upon a County Courif ^fldge* otherwise 
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than fH comerd. It is th&mfym i^ith some personal satis- 
faction that I reprimand His Honour Judgb E« A. Pabby 
for a spUt iniinitivo on page 304 of Iiis What the Judge Saw 
(Smith, Elokr), For the rest, though I am tempted to give 
it His Honour hot, just for the fun of the thing, honesty 
forces me to confess that I dorive<l infinite entertainment 
and some profit from his eloquent and breezy work. His 
pages are full of delightful anecdotes, very few of which are 
tamiliar, and there is a sequence in the whole which makes 
for the most comfortable reading and enables one to form 
a vivid impression of the life and career of a succossful 
lawyer, tilings by no ineans devofrl of excitement and romance. 
His Honour complains of the unblu^lnng sycoj^hancy usual 
in the demeanour of the Bar to the Bencli. To give him 
wlmt he asks for, I note a naive egoism and self-satisfac- 
tion in his opinions, (Hpecially when they refer to himself. 
The Bench, in his opinif.n, was not faultless while he was 
at the Bar ; the Bar is not faultloss now that he is on the 
Bench, Again, when he loaves the judiciary and speaks 
from the point of view of a legislator, his proposed reforms 
are, to my thinking, nonsense ; except when tliey are deliber- 
ately nonsensical and then there is something in them. 
Which said, it must bo 
acc^qitod as a genuine 
expression of opinion 
when I add tliat 
Honour possesses a 
large fund of hntnonr 
and a rare gift of words, 
both of which may bo 
seen in tliis \vork in full 
play. 

The Correspondence oj 
Sarah Spencer Lady 
LyttelUm (Muriiay), ed- 
ited by her great-grand- 
daughter, the Hon. Mrs. 

Hugh Wyndham, is one 
of the pleasantest and 
most amusing books it 
has been my good fortune 
to read for many a long day. Lady I^ytteTiTon became lady- ' 
in- waiting to Queen Victoria in 183B, and in 1842 was mode 
governess of the royal children, a post whicli she retained 
until 1850, The letters in this book prove her to have been a 
woman exceptionally endowed with intolligenoo, with kind- 
ness and with humour. She is never malicious, but what she 
writes is always interesting. She has an unerring eye for 
the little laugliable tilings which, even in royal Courts, 
make up so large a part of human intorcoui'se. In 1838 
she writes from Windsor, “ Wo are alone now, several ton 
weight of Royalty having departed.” In 1841 she describes 
with inimitable verve liow, during a drive to Woburn 
Abbey, Mr. Anson quite unintentionally ** knocked off 
l/ord Headi?ort’h hat, always worn with a jaunty tapagenr 
slant on the toj) of his hair (suspected of being false),*' 
and how Lord IIe.vdport “sat down for a good while 
on a basket full of currants put into the "carriage for 
luncheon.'* In 1845 she gives us a pretty picture of the 
Queen and the Prince Consort. The Queen, as it appears, 
had by a false report bepn accustxl of VerdriessUchkeit 
(“ crossness,” not “ irksomeness, ” as the editress translates) 
when they wore travelling abroad, and it was judged right to 
' tell her the story. “ Of course she (the Queen) listened with 
an air of mebk endurance, as usual, and said she feared she 
might have looked cross from fatigue and shyness, before 
she leached Coburg, but that it was dreadfiu to have it 
interpreted into ingratitude. . . , JThe Prince advised her 



THE WORLD 

The BHOr-WALKEBB* CLABB AT 


(on her saying, like a good eb0d, * What oia I to do another 
time ? ’) to behave like an opera-dancer after a pironette and 
always show her teeth in a fixed smile. Of course he ac- 
companied the advice with an immense pirouette and pro- 
digious grin of his own, such as few people could perform 
after dinner without being sick, ending on one foot and 
t’other in the air.” I have only to add that the book is' 
crammed witfn amusement, not forced, as is often the case, 
but woven into the very texture of the letters. 

1 have to confess to a perhaps churlish dislike and 
suspicion of the practice of puffs preliminary as printed by 
publishers upon the covers of books submitt^ to my critical 
notice. To be told that a novel was written to* amuse a 
friend, “ without thought of public or publisher,” or found 
in a cloak-room, or fished out of tlio Tliames, is invariably, 
so far as I am concerned, to he prejudiced against its 
contents. That is one reason why Windyridge (Jenkins) 
failed to satisfy me. 1 admit willingly that Mr. W. Riley’s 
pictures of the inhabitants of his Yorkshire village, and 
still more of its heather-clad landscape, are drawn with 
skill and sympathy. But, like the historic farmer with 

the claret, 1 could only 
feci that the interest, of 
Windyridgg got me “ no 
forrader.” It is written 
in the first person by 
young lady named Grace, 
who desei ts a hoarding- 
house in Chelsea to esta- 
blish herself in a cottage 
on the moor. Grace 
appears to be a press- 
photographer — an occu- 
pation new to fiction — 
and her experiences and 
emotions are written in 
so obviously feminine a 
stylo as to lead me to 
j suspect that “ Mr.” Riley 
is a nom de gtieire, 
'Though of course this 
may he merely his artfulness. To sum up, those who care 
for a tale of simple happenings, told in a manner that at 
its best is tenderly sentimental, and at its worst not wholly 
free from sloppiness, will rejoice in Windyridge: The 
others can keep away. 


S WORKERS. 

Haiuudue'b tratning farm. 


In Adnam's Orchard Sarah Grand 
Explains, unless I much mistake lier, 

How all may make, who farm our lahd. 

Six luindred-'pounds a year per aero ; 

And, but for one important flaw, , 

The scliemo round which she builds her story 
(IIeinemakn) might be backed to thaw 
The frost in England’s rural glory. 

But no —the folk who work it out 
Are too exceptionally gifted ; 

The typo, at least, is not about 
In country spots where I have drifted ; 

And so, its higher worth distilled 

To nought that carries much conviction, 

Remains a bulky mass of skilled ’ 

And readable, though wordy, fiction. 

Esperanto again f 

** Worked on the ono side is hk monogiaiu, and on the other * Pro 
neoe loco ot oreoo. ’ — Somerset Standard. 
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fl»e ittMMto qImms bM 'ttfe «very o^ot heln thinking IAhiI» 
CHAfliyARIA. potn by offieinliani.”' Stnely th« word 

Is io now stated definitely that the ehoold have been “pa'w.'' 

Palaee of Peace at the Hague will be *4,'^ ” 

<^wned next year,^ The Teas, to whose One day last week a number of Welsh 

— u ti — :-i 1 .. j — U-. vi 9 it<OT sang songs in chorus on the 

terrace of the House of Commons. It 
is rumoured that they may have to 
whittle for their Disendowment Pill. 


initiative Hs erection is largdy due, has, 
it beaid, promised to be present unless 
prevented oy war. 

, ije :}t 


T" ^ ws-*«|v«'swa*a|!| wsaffwwe ’WO'awr, 

Nation baa been tbenniithly aiwuMl ^ 
the euesUon, ah bvtrtttheuiiiag malwibr 
will be found to be In symnathy vrtih 
the residents/ 


)}r 


Certain of liis supporters have he&n 
likening Mr. Asquith to Olivicb Cbom- 


s!» 


It is stated that has tiwe^ty* 

one Olouoester Streets, and the Ij.O.Q, 
is now trying to thinll onk new names 
for them, ^hy hot <iW to private 
citij^ns, by nuhtie auotbhi the right to 


Messrs. Vedreknr and Eadik, we, 

WEisL. Seeing that the latter was the read, have recently acquii^od one or two ' iia\ai these slieeis nanieit Hitter them ? 
Protestor, and the former is , - — 


irreconcilably opposed to ' 
Protection, the comparison 
is not very apt. Moreover, 
CiiOMWRLL had his Ironsides, 
while Mr. Asquith — to judge 
by tho Government’s Indian 
policy — favours Silversidcs. 

Tlie Vaihj NewSy witli 
splendid loyalty to tho 
Oovernincnt, is detenninod 
to make tho outlook for tho 
success of ^ho Insuranco Act 
appear as rosy as jiossihlo. 
Last week it announced ilie 
half-yearly inoeting of the 
“ llritisli Homo and Hospital 
for In sural >loR.” 

suggests that, 
if Sir WiLiiiAM TjKVIsh has not 
already come to any decision 
with regard to tho future of 
Stafford Houso, ho might 
consider tlio possibility of 
lotting it 1)0 tho ollicial rosi- 
donco of the ruiMK Mjnistku. 
Mr. Bonak Law sa) s it would 
suit him admirably. 

By-the-by, wo boar that 
ibore is yet another proposal 
as to ii suitable residence fur 
the Bhime Minihi'kr, and it 
is said to cmanalo from 
SuH'ragctto quarters. Tlic 
suggestion is that tiie nation 
should acfjuiro for the pur- 
pose a certain Palace, 
situate at Byflonbam, whicli 
entirely of glasjv 





OUll WOllDLKSS SPKCTACT.KS. 

Exasperated Tlemliardi, “’Kuk, come ojif it I (ii\i 
CIinilKD CLAWSl!)B A CIIAJINKT.” 


THE GOOD TIME 
OOMING, 

[H in vilBt il<» mv«U 

should bo puMiNb«)4 lor yoiim, 

00 m m givo thfi piiblio a ohimoo 
of catohiug up ^ iMi tho 
Klnt. Thu ii4- 

hi th«» 

0 SWAHON of joy and of ghi-rL 

m»% 

Descend on us, Imsteii io 

staid ; 

lict novels of varying bad' 
nows 

No longei* euouaihtH' i,ho 
niait. 

1 am sick of tbo Foliie# of 

Kashi oil, 

Tho Htrifo 'ivvUt tlu^ Tht\ 
and tho Tougli, 

The details (^f Glorified 
Passion, 

And kindred hot stnIV, 

I.‘ho public, iIopri\*^<l of iU 
hot ion 

To tit nil its Mvriiui j mooiln, 
May pine for poet und diction, 
An<l 1 can deliver tbogoodM ; 
'riie {.HJUfftivo, Uic ga) , the con- 
soriouM, 

I'iUcIi one 1 'll oudmvoiii to 
suit, 

\ Mill on, it may Ih' inghirionw, 
Hut far, far from mute. 

c.(»mphi<’cntly 


IS made I 


“Kaiskii opens huge ham” 
repoits a newspaper. It soeuns a mis- 
chievous thing to liavc done, for tlie 
water, of course, niimt Imvo simply 
poured through the opening. 


additional plays for the Koyalty Theatre. 
Wliilo it IS hoped to produce tliose 
during the lifetime of the authors, this 
must of course depend on the run of 
Milestones, 

It is proposed that tho tlioatro (j?ie}ie 
should bo abolished. Tho inanageiHl 


My ver.^es 
hI ringing, 

I ’ll tickle the Invie of tlic 
t imrs, 

J^lach month to the puhliwlierhritiging 
My regular revel of rhymus. 

To yon will tlm hard he beholden 
When pnveily coascH U> vex, 

O ago that will surely be golden, 

O liihtro of cheques. 




arnatciu^ hivak down wIumi Iht!; 
seem to have little to say in its favour, diavn to nsr) tho ^rw(.* in the first pimn 
A contemporary, in referring to the j ami playgoers, with few excoplions, ! hold tho lo^t in th*i hiui l, 

CHsiiKe lb. in lact tno Hcuns lo rw j nnulo ahd the oi?o k* diverted. Tin lavo 


injustice done to a widow who w^as 
required to take out a frosli licence for 
a dog, her late husband’s licence not 
having yet expirotl, publishes a letter 
from a cori’espondent wlio says: — 
♦‘This is, however, only an ordinary 
illustration of the manner in which 


tlie tail that wags tlie dog. 

:}J j;c 

Residents in Cross Siro(3t, EatdilT, 
are, we aro told by The lixpresSy ob- 
jecting to the proposal to re-name that 
thoroughfare Periwinkle Sti'eet. We 


diouhl ho ptwod fhit < 11 Gu' tnhloimh th deft 
hand uot hoUlnig it, luii ru-ismBUH 't 

Then grasping the hrnily in the 
right hand the young plkvor W> easily 
make his cannon with thehutSend of it.* 


YOL. CXLUl. 
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MORE SUCCESSFUL LIVES. 

II. — The Btatksman. ^ 

Ok a certain night in the middle 
of the season all London was gathered 
in Lady Marchpane’s drawing - room ; 
all Ijondon, that is, wliich was worth 
knowing — a qualification which ac- 
counted for the absence of several 
million people who had never heard 
of Lady Marchpane. In one corner of 
the room an Ambassador, with a Tow 
ri))bons across his chest, could have 
boon seen oliatting to the latest Ameri- 
can Duchess; in another corner one of 
our largest Advertisers was exchanging 
epigrams wdth a titled Newspaper Pro- 
prietor. Famous Generals rubbed 
shoulders with Tost -Impressionist 
Artists; Financiers whispered sweet 
nothings to Brooders of priy:o Poms ; 
even an Actor-Manager might have 
boon seen accepting an apology from a 
Koyalty wjxo had jostled him. 

** Hallo,” said Algy Lascolles, catch- 
ing sight of " the dignifu'd figure of 
Rupert Mei^ton in the crowd ; liow 'a 
William?” 

A rare smile lit up Rupert’s disiin- 
guishod featui'es. Ho was Under- 
secretary for . Invasion Affairs, and 
*! William ” was Algy’s pleasant way 
of ixjferring to tlie liill which ho was 
How piloting through the House of 
Ooramons. It was a measure for doing 
something or other by moans of a 
what d’you call it — I cannot bo more 
precise without precipitating a Euro- 
pean Conflict. 

“1 think we shall got it through,” 
said Rupert calmly. 

“ Lady Maidipane was talking about 
it just now. She’s rather interested, 
you know.” 

Rupert’s lips closed about his mouth 
in a firm lino. He looked over Algy's 
head into the crowd. “ Oh ! ” ho said 
coldly. 

It was barely ten years ago that 
young Meryton, just down from Oxford, 
had startled the political w'orld by 
capturing the important seat of Cricklo- 
wood (E.) for the Tariffadicals— as, to 
avoid plunging the country into Civil 
War, I must call them. Tliis was at 
a by-election, and the Liberatives hod 
immediately dissolved, only to come 
into power after the General Elootion 
with an increased majority. Through 
the years that followed, Rupert Mery- 
t<Iiln, by his pertinacity in asking tlio 
Invasion Secretary questions which 
had been answovod by liiip on the 
previous day, and by his regard for the 
dignity of the House, as shown in his 
invariable comment, “Come, come — 
not quite thd gentleman,” upon any 
display, of bad manners iqpposito, estab- 
lished a clear rig] it to a post in the 


subsequent Tariffadical Goveniment. 
He had now been Under Secretary for 
two years, and in this Bill his first real 
chance had come. 

“Oh, there you are, Mr. Meryton,” 
said a voice. “ Come and talk to me a 
moment.” With a nod to a couple of 
Archbishops Lady Marchpane led the 
way to a little gallery whither* the 
crowd had not penetrated. Priceless 
Correggios, Tintorettos and G. K. 
Chestertons hung upon the walls, 
but it was not to show him tlioso tiiat 
she had come. Dropping into a won- 
derful old Chippendale chair, she 
motioned liini to a Blundoll-Maple 
opposite her, and looked at him with a 
curious smile. 

“ Well,” she said, “ about iho JJill ? ” 

Rupert’s lips closed about liis mouth 
in a firm lino. (Ho was rather good at 
this.) Folding his arms, he gazed 
steadily into ijady Marchpane’s still 
l)cautiful eyes. 

“ It will go through,” lie said. 
“Through all its stages,” ho added 
professionally. 

“ It must not go through,” saidTjady 
Marchpane gently. 

Rupert could not repress a start, l)ut 
ho was niastor of himself again in a 
moment. 

“ 1 cannot add anything to my 
previous statement,” ho said. 

“If it goes through,” began Lady 
Marchpane 

“ I must refer you,” said Rupert, “ to 
rny answer of yesterday.” 

“ Como, come, Mr. Meryton, what is 
the good of fencing with ino? You 
know the position. Or shall I state it 
for you again? ” 

“ I cannot believe you are serious.” 

“ I am perfectly serious. There are 
reasons,' financial reasons — and others, 
why I do not want this Bill to pass. 
In return for iny silence upon a certain 
matter, you are going to prevent it 
passing. You know to wluit I refer. 
On the 4ih of May last ” 

“ Stop I ” cried Rupert hoarsely. 

“ On the 4th of May last,” Lady 
Marchpane went on relentlessly, “ you 
and 1 — in the absence of my husband 
abroad — had tea together at an A.B.C.” 
(Rupert covered his face with his 
hands.) “ I am no fonder of scandal 
than you are, but if you do not moot 
my wishes I shall certainly confess the 
truth t(J Marchpane.” 

“ You will bo ruined too ! said 
Rupert. 

“ My husband will forgive me and 
take me back.” She paused signi- 
ficantly. “Will Marjorie Hale ” 

(Rupert covered his hands with liis 
face) — “will the good Miss Halo for- 
give you? She is very strict, is she 
not? And rich? And rising young 


politicians want money more than 
scandal.” She raised her head sud- 
denly at the sound of footsteps. “Ah, 
Archbishop, I was just calling Mr. 
Meirton’s attention to this wonderful 

Bot’Ucell (she looked at it more 

closely) “ this wonderful Dana 

Gibson. A beautiful piece of work, is 
it not?” The intruders passed on to 
the supper-room, and they were alone 
ag^in. 

“What am I to do?” said Rupert 
sullenly. • 

“ The fate of the Bill is st)ttled to- 
day week, when you make your big 
speech. You must speak against it. 
Confess frankly you were mistaken. 
It will be a close thing, anyliow. 
Your influence will turn the scale.” 

“It will ruin me politically.” 

“You will mari’y Marjorie Hale and 
bo rich. No ricli man is ever ruined 
])olitically. Or socially.” Slio patted 
his hand gently. “ You '11 do it ” 
lie got up slowly. “ You ’ll see next 
week,” ho said. 

It is not meet that wo sFiould watcli 
the unhappy Rupert tlirougli iho long- 
drawn liours of tlie night, as lie 
wrestled with ilio torrihlo problem. A 
moment’s sudden madness on that 
May afternoon had brought him to the 
cross-roads. On the one hand, repu- 
tation, wealth, the girl that ho loved ; 
on the other, his own honour and -- so, 
at least, be h 9 .d said several times on 
the platform~rthe safety of England. 
He rose, in the morning weary, hut 
with hi8|ri)ind made up. 

The Bill should go through I 
Rupert Meryton was a speaker of a not 
unusual typo. Although he provided the 
opinions himself, he always depended 
upon his secretary for the arguments 
with which to support them and the 
actual words in which to giw them 
being. But on this occasion he felt 
that a special effort , was required of 
him. He would show Lady Marchpane 
that the blackmail of yesterday had 
only roused him to a still greater effort 
on behalf of his country. lie ivoiild 
write his otvn speech. 

On the fateful nigh^ the House was 
crowded. It seemed that all the quests 
at Lady Marchpane’s a week before 
were in the Distinguished Strangers* 
Gallery or behind the Ladies’ Grille. 
From the Press Gallery “Our Special 
Word-painter” looked down upon the 
statesmen beneath liim, his eagle eye 
ready to detect on the moment the 
Angry Flush, the Wince, or the Sudden 
Paling of enemy, the Grim Smile or 
the Lofty Calm of friend. ' 

The Et. Hon. Rupert Meiyton, Tarif- 
fadical Member for Oricklewood (B.) 
rose to his feet amidst cheers. 

“ Mr. Speaker,” ho said, “I rise — er — 
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Tjady {who lias upset her jug of milk ore^' gentleman's best trousers). “It i>ok»n’t mattkr, TitAKKh; I don’t tauw wh k. 


lo-niglit, Sir — h’r*in, to — er ” So 

much of his speech I may gi\o, hut 
urgent State reasons compel me to with- 
liold tlio rest. Were it over known with 
wl»ich Bill tlio secret history that I 
have disclosed concerns itself, the Clreat 
I’owers ill an instant would be at each 
olliers’ throats. But though I may not 
disclose the speech I can toll of its effect 
on the House. And its effect was curious, 
it was, in short, the exact opposite of 
what Kupert Mery ton, that promising 
Under Secretaiy, had intended. 

It Avas the first speech that he liad 
ever prepared hinfself. Than Uupert 
tfiero was no more dignified figure in 
the House of Commons; his honoui* 
was proof, as we have seen, against 
the moat insidious temptations; yet, 
since one man cannot have all the 
virtues, he was distinctly stupid. It 
would have been a hopeless speech 
0-nyliow; but, to make matters worse, be 
had, in the most important part of it, 
attemped irony. And at the beginning 
of the ironical passage even the Tariff 
fadical word-painters had to confess that 
it was their own stalwarts who “ sud- 
denly paled.*' 


As Lady Marchpane had said, it was | 
bound to be a close thing. The Libora- 
tives and the Unialists, of course, wen^ 
solid against the Bill, but tliero was also 
something of a cave in the Tariffadical 
Party, it was bound to be a close 
thing, and Bupoi’t's spoecli just made 
the difference. When ho sat down the 
waverers and doubters had matle up 
their minds. 

The Bill was dofoeted. 

That the Tariffadicals should resign 
was natural; perhaps it was equally 
natural that Kupert's secretary should 
resign too. Ho said that his reputation 
would bo gone if lluport made any 
more speeches on his own, and that he 
wasn’t going to risk it. Without his 
secretary lluport was lost at, the 
General Election which followed. For- 
tunately lie had a grateful friend in 
Lady Marchpane. She exerted her 
influence with the Liheratives, and got 
him an appointment as Governor of 
the Stickjaw Islands, Here, with his 
beautiful and rich wife, Sir Rupert 
Meryton maintains a regal state, and 
upon his name no breath oi scandal 


rests. Itidetul his only trouhio wu fur 
has IxHin with the Stickjaw language — 
a diillcuhi language, but otu^ wbieb, 
pevhajm fovtunaldy, ikm not lend 
itself to irony. A, A, M. 

QUOT BOllOUJW. . . . 
Thkkk spinster sistj^rH came to (ea 
And talked of books with John and me. 

A ha(»k we both (jould roconmK'iul 
Oontuine<l a chaph'r, near tlie end, 

Which seemed - wi‘ thought it liest to 
state - 

Just the least hit iiidelicate. 

After a fortnight had expuieth 
“ I low did you like it? ” W’O ettquiiod, 

Klaino replied, with neetUess rting : 

1 do not mwl tlnvt kind of thing ’* 

Quoth Gmep : “ I read the Iwk with 
glee - 

Omitting chapter 2d,” 

Barbara sniffed and lussedjmr Mad. 

“ The twenty-third was all 1 — 

And very good it was,*’ slm fcaid^ * 


PUNCH, on TJii^: j/lndon ciiauivaiu. 
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.a. u. If waa? Soinobotly's diy billery. Good between his teeth, and gradually I 

AN UNQUALIFIED SUCCESS. heavenHl Sillery;' worked tlio whole half-glaas into him. 

“And wliat kind of a doctor ^id you He stopped for the onorinity of the And, if you believe it, he rallied from 
have?" ho asked me. situation to got hold of me, and J that moment, and he steadily got well, 

“Not good,"! said. “Capable enough, nodded iiitenso acquiescence. and to-day he’s as fit as I am. And 

no doubt : all the letters afh^r ids name “ 1 told lior to wait a iiiinuto," lie hero ’s the cigar-case he gave nio to 

and so forth ; but one of the jigreeing contiTiued, " tii)-iood out of the room commemorate tlio euro. See what it 
type. All doctors can ho divided into and down the stairs, and was in a cab says, ‘To my old friend Dick, whose 
two groups tliose that <k) wliat you in a jitVy— it was before the days of prescription saved my life.* Wo often 
want, and those that make ^ou do what taxis - and driving like blazes to the laugh over it together." 
they want." nearest hotel. , - , 

The littlfi man braced himself. “ Yes,” “ * I want the manager,’ I said, ‘ and 
he said, “ that ’s true. And ydurs took tho wine-list, quick! * rAAlE. 

the easy way with you ? " “ Nothing, of course, is quick in such I was talking to a cabman on tho 

“ Always agr(3cd witli nui," 1 said, places, hut tho manager came at last Brighton Frojit- a hit of a' character 

“ Tho result was I had no confidence and I made him take me to tho cellar, in his way — on this and that, changes 
in him hecaiiso J was so nmcli below and there 1 found, all ov(?r dust, a bottle in the town, clmngos in locomotion, 

f ar that I hod no confidence in myself, of tho very host ]88!) vintage - Jack's wliat 's the world coming to, and sucli 
didn’t want it fortified; \ wanted favourite mark — tho only one left 1 topics, wlien suddenly ho laid his 


it replaced, 1 wanted one of 

commanding men who 

would he responsilile 
for mo: tell me what 
to do and soe that 1 
did it — someone on ^ 

whoso fitrengtli 1 could if I 
repose." V -a r 

“ Exactly,” lio replied. 

“Ah," ho continued, 
stretching to his full 
height of some livo feet 
four, “ I ’ve always 
thought I should have 
made a good doctor of 
that type. I like to - — - 
tell people what to do 
— yes, hy jingo ! and to 
BOO that they do it." 

I could hclitjvo it, 
looking at him ; and 
I had ho not in his day 
[ been a famous athlete ? 

I “ Upstairs," ho went 
on, « eoi.i 

I cigar-case with an in- — 
soription on it, saying — but I ’ll tell 


“Back to tho house we drove, full I hand on my arm. 

— . I “Look," ho said, 

“ there ’s someone com- 

I I Who\lo 

Id il'IrR ' ! was lioarse, and hushed 


^ wni 

il 


sTARl* 


jASTECj 

i 

' JCRACS B 

I I 

rout y 

mmd 


with inipurfance. 

I looked an<l saw a 
portly elderly gontl<‘- 
man mu Hied up to Ins 
reddish-grey heard in a 
black coat honeath a 


A FT^OWKn OV BPEECir. 

‘Yus; YOU UIVK AIK ANY MOllK O’ YIUI SAUCE AN* t ’LI j TIE 


— yes, hy jingo ! and to square black hat. Ho 

see that they do it." driving very 

I could hclitjvo it, ' , . thoughtfully a trotting 

looking at him; and horse in an American 

had ho not in his day - . >o.- four-wheeled trap, and 

been a famous athlete ? . beside liim sat a stolid 

“ Upstairs," ho went Al‘T,OW‘. l ‘ BlEECl . groom. Neither looked 

on, “I’ve got a gold you uivk aik any moue o’ y.:u sauce an t lu tie 

cigar-case with an in- — - — ^ ^ left. 

soription on it, saying — but I ’ll tell you. gallop, and within twenty minutes I “Talk ai.'out celebrities,’’ < said tho 
1 liad a very good friend who was very ill wms in the deaih-cliamher again. The cabman, “ who do you think that is? " 
— in fact, dying; and, althougli he was ilootor and tlio nurse had finished with and, without pausing for my reply, ho 
past rox’ognising anyone, Ins wife sent the oxygen for tho moment and Jack continu(‘d, in a kind of ti*ansport of 
for me to see him once more before he was a shade restored. aw't', “That’s the owner of Adam 

died. 1 got there in no time -the “‘Leave it to me,’ I whispered to Bede." 

house all tip-toe, you know, ami luish — his wife and hero he rose and rang Thoughts of lirttij SarreJ, Arthur 

and was shown to the bedroom. There tho hell “‘leave it to me,’ and Donnithorni^ Dinah Mornn crow’ded 

ho lay, with his eyes glassy and his opened tho bottle myself close to tho through jny mind, only to ho again 

face like wax, and tho nurse and doctor bed, near enough for liim to hear tho dismissed as I suddenly recollected tliat 

were giving him oxygen. You know })o[) of the cork. Then ’’ - ho paused some important race had been won a 

how tliey do it : all tho paraphernalia again to tell the maid who answered week or so before hy a horse named 
of death. J drew his wile to one side tlu3 hell to bring a gold cigar-case after OeokciI': Eliot’s hero, 
and whispered lo know what nutriment from a certain djawerin lus bedroom -- - “ Indeed! " 1 said. 

Jack was allowed. 1 knew him so well, “ tliej^ 1 poured out half-a-iumhler of “ Yes," the ecstatic cabman replied ; 
*you see, and this interested me. tho whu», and while liis wife supported “ hut he doesn’t look it, does he?" 

‘“A little champagne at intervals,’ JaiJv’s head for she trusted me ahso- And J came away, I hope properly 
she whispered back, ‘just , a tea-spoon- lately, good soul - I iield it to his lips, improssod, wondering how a man ought 
fill.* ‘Jack,’! shouteil, ‘Jack, it's the real ! to look in an American buggy on tho 

“‘What champagne?' I asked in tiling — \uur own special’ and 1 waved j Brighton Front several days after his 
another whisper. She led me to tlie the liottle liefore his eyes for him to | horse had won tho Cambridgeshire 
adjoining rcA)m, whore on tho table was seo the name. Well"— tho maid re- ; Stakes. But I withdraw everything I 
A boUle witMi one of those mechanical turned with tho cigar-case — “well, with j said about Brighton not l)eing what it 
corks in it; and what do you think it torriblo dilliculty we got a few drops | was as the resort of the distinguished. 


died. ! got there in no time -the 
house all tip-toe, you know, and luish — i 


*you seo, and this interested mo. 

“ ‘ A little champagne at intervals,’ 
she whispered back, ‘just, a tea-spoon- 


“ Indeed 1 " 1 said. 

“ Yes," the ecstatic cabman replied ; 
‘ l)ut he doesn’t look it, does he? ’* 

And ! came away, I hope properly 
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THR SAFETY LATHER. THE HAFinV SHAMPOO* 

Bafety nAzoiis aue a veiiy tiseful iNVESTiox, nuT couLi> Aluo t«e BiiAWio*) wuiiir in; of i»F ru ttowno^i 

NOT BOMETIirNO UlO DONE TO UENOEtt THE LATHKIllNO PHOCEBB BY THIiJ FSE OF SIONAl.fi (oF DlliTHIIMW, AND OTlItftU'*), 80 THAT 
1.ES8 FBAIIOHT WITH THE DANGEIl OF SUFFOCATION WHEN THE THE VICTIM, E8I»E(M A I.I.V WHEN HAllU FHEftSKl), COi'I U UOMMCM 
OPEllA tor’s ATTENTION JS DISTRACTED? WiTAT AHOCT A BREATH- CATE WITH UHE OI'J IUTOR. 

INO-TUBE ? 


ICAMETC’C iPDFMiAnc Bosulcs, tlicy \\(‘ar JuooKtai>^lic8 and Uu^y disvoj^ard tbo 

JcAIVico 5 JbnclYIIAUS. Since one* of them was ilslt.orod in a jday liy BlfittN vuo SHOW. 

H, 

The orfnl plan of huildin' sliops alo.i;^ our hoIjIo l i.ino Whonc or Jli takes iny walks abroad in Mayfiiii A bow lions 

’As failed pro tern, coinplctclv, iliou^ii it may crop Imp , stvcols, , * , , 

again ' " ' blush to Miink id wot s tn sforoior boibor ducal scats ; 

Bat R1 tUeic’s otliov rocks on uileli tlio Ship of StaU^ Somp rich lobncwnmt iiaiy mvlizo Iom wiwli 

*inay sink, boccupy the palhs of flu*. ’Ouse of CaveiulHa I 

And since ibis noii^ of StaffoJil ’Ouso Jli ’aven't slop a * c .4 i r ir.o*. i c . . i o v\ .i 

. , ^ A hcotcli nor iloliiccr nanjcd loru as said, WiM H i ours 

wink. ■ Af •» 

IS Mine, 

It ain’t that Hi bobject to llicni as inanufacturcs soap; And modern deium\crals declare t!u^ right fo bn divine; 

Hi use it quite as regular as banyone, Hi ’ope ; Ho wot ’s to kIoj) an after, vvunce \nu badmit tbts pUni, 

We cawn’t dispense with bi/ness men as eaters for our From laying ebiim to Aliiebl, I va!\ cannot smE 
needs 

And TiKVERS 'aiT boon useful sineotbodavs of Ahchimhoks. tbe savin l-i. \\ Imre lulled Hearln weri? 

born, 

The Morning Post binfonns me that ilic purebasin' binlends And plusli, gold lace aiul powder wert^ 'abiiually worn, 

To dedicate tlio building to patriotic licnds ; Jfich parvynof)s oo ’m; jiiade tln ir j)ile in low hignoldt? 

But it ’b lurt tbe hindividdle, it ’s the princeiTilc Hi bar - trades 

The housting of tbe bold rayjecm that made us wot wc liar, j ’Krcaftcr will bo wailfil ou l)y )u*ndl<*ss parlournEtids. 

Besides, these modern riutycrats, wot reads The Daily Meanwbilcs the Ikinks nmsf slri\o to ktuip Wn ir lai^ibl) 
Noo$^ mansions Imp, 

Up’olds the most igstrornaiy and femniyuistic views; Disdainin' to bo terrorised by floebaliHiiiv gup ; 

And in the 'omes of some of them, whei’e wimmen rule And, if ihey’ro drnv to hertimigraU» ]»y Hkoihh-is 

• hunoliecked, schemes, . 

The servants is igsclusively drorn from tlie female sect. At least their liexilc will be sharoil by tbeir deviled tmiuiies. 

Their sbofors don’t belong to hm, and give themselves sich * 

haire, “ Fafas Buuoaa uvacuaTf.u.’' Voi A shkr I'Nijf., 

They simply won't hamalgamate with hanyone downstaiis ; Now they can be cut down for FievkWc^ 
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THE MOTOR SHOW. 

By our Very Own Expert,^ 

Tiik Motor Show of 1912 iw a thing 
of tlio past, and there is nothing now 
to be done but to wait till November, 
1913. This irt a truisju - a word J 
always use whonovor I have a good 
opportunity of inisapplying it. While 
we w'ait, however, there will b© no 
harm in filling up a few columns with 
reHoctioiis, made as difluse as possible, 
on the leading ov(^nts of the Show. 

Among many now thirigs at Olympia 
it was pleasant, on first entering, to 
recognise the familiar atmospluTo of 
last year, and 1 am glad to acknow- 
ledge tlie coiirUisy of the powers that 
be (1) in retaining the breathing mix- 
ture intact and undiluted during the 
intervening twelve months, so that 
those who engaged in wordy conflict 
on this subject last year might meet 
and settle the matter in the very 
presence. For my part, 1 found the 
air everything 1 expected and in exact 
accord with my previous descriptions. 
It is a rich, den.so and tasty Idend, of 
a bright nutty flavour, and of a re 
mark ably low npecific gravity that 
stimulates the action of the diaphragm 
and promotes the deep breathing so 
much urged bv modern pliysitiiana, 
“ Make the griui thick and slab,” says 
the^ poet, aiul the pow^u’s that bo (2) at 
Olympia have followed his preco})t;. It 
is a fattening atmosphere rich in nutri- 
ment ill a miniiiely separated, easily 
assimilated and appetising form. Taken 
all in all it is a classy (1) l)r(3athing 
mixture, the tobacco smoked last year 
being of a high average ordeir of nwrit, 
conferring distinction upon the oxygen 
present. Some unkind things wore said 
last year of the failure of the pow ers that 
ho (3) to maintain intact the original 
virgin air enclosed when the building 
w^as first roofed in ; but it is only fair to 
point out that it is impossible to keep the 
air inviolate and unpolluted by leakage 
from outside. Even with double doors 
and all precautions to prevent draughts, 
suction is induced by the passage in 
and out of crowds of people, and, more- 
over, all these people bring fresh air 
into the building in their hats, so that, 
instead of anathematising the powws 
that he (4) for not preserving the initial 
air supply in its integrity, 1 commend 
ibein for doing all that is luiuianly 
possible to maintain that ideal. 

The Wbaskij Coy> 

Various improvements have been 
made by this enterprising firm in 
their majestic ,1123 h.p. “ Gi*eat Mogul.” 
Among other things the trip lash flange 
releasing the* tangent trunnion of the 
bevelled safety* vahe spraggo has been 


fitted with a phosplior-bronze instead 
of a cop-bronze nut, as it was found 
that leakage fixirn the accumulators 
coiToded tlio nut and gave it an ugly 
appearance wdion the bonnet was raised. 
The most important innovation, liovv- 
(wer, which wull lead to a revolution in 
the details of motor-body construction, 
is that the stud for holding tho hood- 
straj) is turned instead of down, as 
formerly, so that it is now possible for 
tlui owner to get into his car without 
ripping out liis side pocket. 

Tim BiMi RuN-AnouT. 

Another new revolution has been 
effected in iliis little sidc-car which, in 
common with every other car at the 
Sliow, was so much praised last year ; 
in fact, as the gonial manager (1) of the 
Company told mo with pardonable pride, 
“ Nothing remains of last year’s design 
except the transfer hearing the word 
‘ Biiiii/ ” Tho little car will contiimo 
to commend itself to motorists. Tho 
foot-hoards are now so arranged that 
when climbing a hill the red-hot «ylin- 
dor will not burn off the motorist’s 
boots, and by a most ingenious device, 
too complicated to describe, tho spark 
is automatically switched off and the 
brakes automatically applied just before 
(not after) tho steering column crumples 
uj). One common form of fatality is 
tliercfore avoided by tho little “ Birni.” 
For a trifling extra charge a special 
guard is now fitted (dotachahle at will 
in 14-37 secs.) by which it is made 
imjiossiblo for the tails of tho rider’s 
ilress coat to got w'ound up in the driv- 
ing-hub. This wdll appeal to classy (2) 
motor-cyclists who have experienced 
the inconvenience of arriving at a 
dinner-party on foot, forty minutes late, 
with their coat-tails torn off’. A handy 
little “ Self-aid ” surgical case is sup- 
plied with each “ Bimi ” entirely free 
of charge, and should form a great 
attraction, comprising as it does tourni- 
quet, cocaine, brandy, witfi probe and 
forceps for locating and extracting 
sparking plug.s, and other necessaries. 

Tihal Run of a 12-H.r. Piff-Paff. 

I was glad to accept tho liospitable 
offer of tho gonial manager (2) of Piff- 
Paff Limited and Reduced, and experi- 
ence a run in tho Company’s 12-h.p. 
four-cylinder touring car, with two- 
seater body. This car is fitted wdth a 
patent dog-clip on tho bonnoi, which 
makes it impossible for a dog travelling 
in tlie car to lie down on the acceler- 
ator or try to jump into the driver’s 
lap, a thoughtful arrangement which 
should be made standard for all two- 
seaters. We had a most interesting 
run, and I was abte to make a thorough 
test of tho way these cars can be. 


handled. Leaving the company's well- 
known works in Badgrane Street, wo 
took tlie turning into Palace Road on 
the second speed, and soon reached 
St. Jamos’s Park, wflien we were stopped 
by the gatekeeper, as tho exhaust w^as 
smoking, clue to a defect in the lubri- 
cating oil, as tho genial manager (3) 
explained to mo. Owing to the hard- 
ness of tho Ijondon water, tlie radiator 
boiled as we went up Castle Lane, and 
(nontually w'O found it convenient to 
stoiD in Victoria Street just above tbo 
Si ores, as the paint w-as })ogiRiiing to 
blister on the bonnet. I may say in 
passing that tlio amount of attention 
tho racy lines of this classy (3) little car 
attracted was quite remavkahlo. We 
found the engine at a cherry-red heat, 
and my genial host (4) informed me 
that this w'Jis an excellent tiling, as it 
('nsured that the casting would bo 
tliorouglily annealed and correct any 
tendency to fatigue of tlie metal. It 
soon transpired that nothing was 
wrong, hut that the water'had drained 
from tho radiator info tho crank cliam- 
her owing to some displacicmont of the 
pump casing by tiio man who last 
cleaned tho car; and I was lucky to 
have this opportunity of confirming 
the claim made hy tho company as to 
the ease w’ith whicli the jmmp cjaii he 
cl ism an tied. Very little thought con- 
firmed us in tho best course to pursue, 
and, after one or two attempts from the 
top with tho handle of the jack, my 
gonial companion (5) borrowc^d tlio key 
of tho adjoining church and, wwking 
from beneath tho car, in loss than an 
hour the casing camo aw^ay, tho gland 
was exposed, and tho defect remedied 
temporarily with brown papei- and 
butter. 

Tlio courteous police gave Utii every 
assistance by diverting tho t.raffic and 
maintaining a cordon to keep back the 
crowd, and we were speedily underway. 
At Shaftesbury Avenue the little car 
stopped again ; and my genial liost (6) 
explained that the engine had siezed 
up, and called my attention with justi- 
fiable pride to the fact that there is 
not another engine on*^tho market that 
would have gone so far with the crank 
chamber full of water as the little 12-h .p. 
Piff-Paff had done. We were in the 
neighbourhood of the restaurants, and 
I hod tlie gratification of returning the 
hospitality extended to me. When we 
returned we found a derrick in attend- 
ance and the car in mid-air being slung 
on to a trolley, and one could not but 
admire the ease with which the* work 
was done and recall the advantage 
claimed for the light weight of the^ 
cars, which, with two-seater body* dog- 
clip and lamps complete, w^eighs lees 
than one ton. 
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FYTTES for the PANTOM.IMES, 

Being the sort of article that any 
paper is glad to print at this time 
of the year, 

'•Tkll you aboiifc the Christmas 
Hiiid Mr. MeiHlolsst>liTi Rrovvno, 
l.bo well - known music - puhlislier. 
" Why, of coarse. Sit down.” Our 
special very young man sat. 

“ Wit without vulgiu'it y,” Mr. lUowno 
continued, “Unit's our motto. The 
great British public will not for an 
instant tolerate anything that is in at 
ail douhtful taste. 

“ First of all, jdatc au.r dames ” (Mr. 
Ih’owne has bo(Mi over to iioulogno) ; 
“ let us take the iiero. No self-respect- 
ing principal hoy will consider sho is 
doing her duty hy the inanagoniont if 
she does not warhlo our new topical 
H )ng, ‘ A ]iit of a Nut — oh what,’ and 
also that patriotic maslerpicco, ‘Come 
along and lielp yourself to Turkey.' 
That's topical tco, of course. 

“ For tlie firiucipal girl there is 
Miss Birdie Twitter's summer success, 
* Mother’s litthi tiny Drop of Comfort.’ 
The toucliing refrain, 

‘ No, it 's not a drop of g.n that 1 find my 
(somfort in, 

Hut a tiny Jittlo toddyllor of four,’ 
will lincl an echo in every uiothor’s 
heal t.’' 

“And tlio dame?” asked our very 
young man. 

“ lie, too, is wt?U sui)plied. Perhaps 
Y- u’vo heard ‘ Father’s put the Lodger 
through the Hoop,’ one of tlioso mas- 
terly little sketches of low life that can 
always coinmanil a princely salary. 
Tiion again there is ‘ J^orev *s grown 
too big fpr Fatlier’s Pants,’ at once 
huinorou.s, pathetic and wholly true to 
the best ^canons of jiantoinimic art. 
Listen,” and he recited — 

“ ‘ Vorcy ain’t ungrateful iu the ordinary way ; 
Percy ’s quite a decent sort of kid ; 

N( t a word of imporenco to mo ’c’ll ever say 
’(’oi 'e knows that ’o would cop it if ’e 
did ('avo a banuna). 

But I liken to save rno money, and the way 
the nipper grows, 

Oh, it doesn’t give tlio ’ousekoeping a 
chance ; ^ 

“Cutting down’’ his got to cud and the 
cash I ’vo got to spend, 

Now that Percy *s grown too big for 
father’s pants.’ 

“ By the way,” Mr. Browne, who is 
an enthusiast on his subject, went on, 
“ have you heard *It's always rather 
crowded in my heai*t ' ? That ’s going 
to be popular, too.” Our representa- 
tive pleaded not guilty, and was regaled 
With tha refrain, of which, however, he 
oiin only remember — 

“ There ’a Tom and Dick and Harry love mo 
quite SB much as you, 

And of my love they each demand a part ; 

BtiU, I ’ll love you all I can fiiuce you ask 
mo, little man, 





CLUB REGULATIONS. 

Female Voice {on iclepjione), “Is that tuio iiAi.i. ih>uti>;u? Wira.i., T waht knoiiv 

IF YOU CAN (UVK A MESBAGK.TO MY HU8HANI).” 

Hall Porter, “I am soimv. Madam, hut YrJiut ursnANU )h not in tuu cm u.” 

Female Voice. “But I iiAVifi not told you mv hiikhand’h namk vkt.” 

Hall Porter, “Quite unneojcbsauv, Madam. Nouody’h husijand im kvmu Iiwun 

ANY CHANCE.” 


But it’s always rather crowded in my 
heart. Good morning.” 

After a brief pause our very young 
man found that the last two words, 
though not part of the song, were sup- 
posed to be repeated by the audience. 
So he repeated them. 

From a list of Governesses 


The Fat Boys of Orsnsaby. 

‘At an exhibition at Grmsfiby, U^r Ya^ 
mouth, two bumpkins were fihpwu weighing 
5ul. Pilb.L and 5Mt, Dibs, resuectively/’ ' 
South Warn fUcho, 

Twin sons of a local l)laoksmlUi anti 
only six years old. 

. “Ill tho stomach of a erooodilo i^hudi Wai 
shot on tho Morguan K»tate, MaahM. worn 

' ^ it I....,.™ 


“ 16435. English, flF, H G, g m (]p t), piano , found a python thirtoan feet long, tviiii tobsiooo 
and organ, dan, gms, hkp, g aoc, in nor, ii j pipi^, a uumbsr of piooes id whiskf MUos, 

S out out), g rdor, corr, ago 30, C E, ref ; and a pair of trouBom.” ^ 

lyrs.,, £ 90 .” hheninfUeim, 

We never know what to say to people : The pytlion seems to have* mftile •him* 
like this. > self at home. • 
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Philip's Mutlicr {rcUitintj to visitor thv aJrcnlurvs of Philip's first play). 
OP wijKiCM. That was a compliai knt, wasn't ir?’* 


‘And UiiANViLU-2 J3KnnBOKM kept jt quitk a numwhu 


It is tlio custom, wlien a man i*; wed, 

l‘V)r all his frioiuls to {gather round and conn 
Tip to tlie scratch, as pooplo say, and shod 
A shownr of ^ifts on Ids devoted head, 

Winch saves him quite a sum. 

This is a law to every stcrlin|T heart 

Most dear and precious ; for the hapj)y swain 
(Putting the worldly aspect quite apai t) 

Such open sympatJiy sliould send a dart 
Of rapture through the brain. 

And, for the donors, I may say tliat I 

Have some experience; this way ami t.lva!, 
The mass of articles 1 've had to buy 
Would, taken in tlie aggregate, go nigh 
To stock a fair-si zeil Hat. 

It fills mo with a joy that never ends, ‘ 

Tins privilege ; and it has seemed a slight 
That I — unwed— could never give mij friends 
A chancse to sliow how far their love extends, 
And yield them tins delight. 

So, having deeply ^exorcised my wit 
On the great problem, bpw a single man 


Vo hit 


I live a bachelor, and simply say 
To those that love hkj well, that, on a date 
Hhortly to ho announced, 1 ccleljrato 

.My golden single day. * 

AH will ho hidden — all who hold me doai -- 
To tlie reception ; they, I trust, will make 
On their part every eff ort to appear. 

There wdll be presents — tliat, J hope, is clear— 

A be!?t man and a cake. 

And wlien the day has come and all are tlioro, 

And when iny lieallli's proposed, they will expicss, 
Witli hearty cheers, that 1 liave done my share ; 

And may they, by their offerings, take good care 
To make it a success ! 

Dum-Dum. 


“Of nil this tho writer was an eyc-witnosp, as ho himself was 
nearly ‘ bagged ’ by a Bulgarian patrol as he retired on Rodo.Hto, ^J’he 
Hnlganaus on this flank certainly lost one of the greatest opportuni- 
ties ever jireHcntcd to a victorious army in the field, Why ? ** 

The Times. 


own bock) 1 thiifk lai 
Xl^n a firftt^olass ^lan. 


Why, because if they hod captured a Times correspondent 
Turkey would liave thrown up the sponge at once. 

“Tho intcroHt on £600,000 at 4 cent., saye the ‘New York 
Herald,’ would be £24,000 a year ." — baily Express. 

Our contemporary never speaks without authority. I 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

ExTiiAciJsD ri:oM THE IUaut ok Tory, M.T\ 



>I()ULK AMIUAIULITY. 

WlNHOMlC WlNBTON »iul HoNAl.O ^FuNhILIu 


lluusc of Co7)}7)io)ts, Mou'hnjf Nove^n - 1 
h(*r 18. -Of tlio fiituiition created last | 
week, vavvin^ monotony of Conun iitee l 
stage of Home liule Bill, this afternoon j 
was at once the most dramatic; and tlio 
cjuiotest stage. To ill-regulatcnl mind 
it suggested memories of a day in the 
magisterial court of ilfr. Napkins, when 
Mr, Pickwick and his friends were 
brouglit up under arrest for alleged dis- 
orderly conduct. As in case of Pjhomiek 
and his Resolution rescinding the Ban- 
niJHY Amendment there was adjourn- 
ment followed by transmogrification 
of the scene. On his fii*8t appearance 
Mr, Pickwick, bullied by the Bench, ! 
howled at by^the crowd, was convicted 
and ordered to find bail with alternative 
of imprisonment. Then came adjourn- 
mont» followed, on reassembling of 
Court, bf honourable acquittal, general 
acquiescence and invitation to dine 
with the magistrate. 

Meeting to-day after adjournment 
from Thursday, tiiouse again crowded 
in anticipation of further scenes. 


perad venture anotlu^r division. Kven 
ominously qniot. I^uiomieu, rising to 
move his new Resolution, roccjivcd w'ith 
cheers from Jiis own side. No provo- 
cative response rose from Benches 
opposite. In studiously calm manner 
ho made plain business statement. 



Tiu Hraly nipping in with interjoction. 


Moved discluirge of roH<;indmg Ueso- 
lution preliminary to introdiiemg one 
which, whilst diltering in foimul pro- 
cedure, will ho tMiually olTw.hvi'^ for 
purpose designed. To-inon‘ow it will 
ho taken in Coinmiitoo ; reporhMl on 
Wednesday ; and on Thursday (Join- 
mittoe on llmne Rule Bill will ho 
resuuuKl at pc>int whorcMlehate abruptly 
broke off. 

Thus nothiT»g will have hapfwnod 
except loss of seven Parliamentary 
days, which will ht» n^captured either 
at expense of a Christmas holiday, at 
its Iwwt unseasonably brief, or by exten- 
sion of session in New Year. 

When Phicmihu resumod hin seat,, 
having been on his logs less than ten 
minutes, profound silence fell over 
crowded a^embly. AU eyes were 
turned upon Front Oppimitioii Btmoh 
where Bonnrh sat amul his colWagues. 
He made no sign ami, Hwhsaki^ siih- 
mitting Resolution, it wa^ (oilihwith 
agreed to. Still Members ke|di liieir 
seats, finding it impofiftdde to lielieve 
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that it was all over ami in this prosaic 
(aslnoii. Only wlien 1 /arlt-UIKntaiiy 
Sechj:tauv fok lloAun of Tiuok ap- 
peared at Table and began to talk of 
light Kailwaye Bill a« ainendcd in 
Standing CouHniLto(\ they ro:^ and 
made for llio door. At twenty-two 
mitiutes past six all was over, Home 
Rulers and Anti-ilomo Rulers getting 
away in good time to dress for dinner. 

iiusinrss done. - Now arrangement 
consequent on Snap Division of last 
Monday agreed to without further 
wrangling. 

Tncsdwy.^Howm, once n)ore clotliod 
and in right mind, 8ot itself Irodiseuss now 
formula dosi^ncil to replace Resolution 
disfigured by Baxju ry Amondmont. 
For eight hours it peggo<l away, speech 
following speech with direful regularity. 
Marked peculiarity of debate was fact 
that two Irish Meinhc]"s, (IjNNm.ii and 
CnANov, took part in it, Tim JIkaly 
occasionally nipping in with interjection 
designed to bring low his compatriots. 
As a rule the harp that once through 
Taia’s halls tljo soul of music sh(3c] 
now hangs as mute on Westminster’s 
walls as if that soul were dead. Of 
course it isn’t, (hirront circumstances 
arise out of Hhr(3wd appreciation of 
opportunity. Home Rule Bill must bo 
got through all its stages in order to 
bo sent on to the Jiords as what Lord 
JIalkhujiy would call “a sort of” 
Christmas card. Time is short ; every 
quarter of an hour precious. If aii 
Irish Member uses one or move for 
delivery of a speech ho increases pres- 
sure and imjienis passage of Bill. Ac- 
cordingly, at what personal cost in 
imiividual cases who shall say, the rank 
and file of Redmondiies have sat ami 
listened to olheis talking, themselves 
dumb. 

Swift Ma(;Ni]ii>l providentially dis- 
covered op))orlunity at Question limo 
for opening safety-valves. Usually 
manages to got in a Siipjdomenlavy 
Question giving light and leading to 
one or other or both hVont Benches. 
The rest Rufi(3r in silence with heroism 
that recalls memories of the Spartan 
boy Kuhjoelod to attentions of surrepti- 
tious fox. ^fr. 1^'iiAYiN s:iys he is not 
sure he would not be disposed to strike 
alnirgain about the fox. (knlainly the 
animal making free with >our vitals is 
not a desirahlo companion. Ami the 
pain, taking extreme form of indiges- 
tion following upon presence of an 
undelivered speech, makqs a man ready 
to chance a change. 

Whbtbor on t!m scaffold high or 
on battle-field they die,* Irish patriots 
have ever 'been ready to sacrifice tlietn- 
eelyes for the bpnent of their country. 
This self-denial since Homo Rtde 3^11 
was biought m is less striking in its 


manifestation. But in matter of ruth- 
less discipline it has never been excelled!. 

Debate differed from majority of re- 
cent cases by reason of its close appli- 
cation to question l>efore Committee, 
But liord! as Mr. Piiirys occasionally 
ejaculated, how dull it was, cccasion- 
ally how incomprelieiisible. 'At one 
point Cathcaht Wason frankly ad- 
mitted that the moie Irish Finance wiijs 
discussed the more complicated l3ecanio 
the problem. If a statesman of his 
surface measurement was baiilod, what 
is to 1)0 hoped from lesser mortals? 
BANuniiY, wdio is beginning to fancy 
iiimsclf as a designer of aniondmcnlK, 



Banuuuy, with a poor 20S, f.iils this time to 
aunox a bag of unU. 

submitted a fresh one. But lie cannot 
expect, under ordinary circumstances, 
to repeat his success of Monday \^cck. 
Ho gave Ministers consolation of 
majority of 115. 

linsinrss done.- Resolution replacing 
the one damaged hy BANuruv’s Amend- 
numt carried tlirougli Committee hy 
inajoi'ity of 11 1. 

Thnnday . — What I like about House 
of Commons is the spirit of camaraderie 
which underlies its constitution, occa- 
sionally assorting itself in most im- 
proinising circumstances. It is reason- 
able to suppose that after incident of 
yesterday week something of Arctic 
coolness would have sprung up between 
the WiNSOMK Winston and that deadly 
swift bowler, Ronabd M‘Neill. On the 
contrary, Saek tells’ me it has been 
followed by exceptionally waim friend- 
iship. The two are inseparable. May 
be seen sitting in closest companion- 
ship in the smoking-room or walking 


arm-in-arm np and down Terrace. 
Winston has indeed invited M*Nehx 
to join him on one of his week-end 
visits to the sea-ports, Wliether, once 
aboard the lugger, M'Neill will bo 
blown from the mouth of a gun, or 
whether he will be strung up at the 
yardann, is a detail that does not dis- 
turb pleasing contemplation of this 
generous amicability, 

Sark gives rather interesting account 
of how the little misunderstanding of 
Wednesday arose. Observing honour- 
able (some learned) Members tearing 
off pages of Orders of the Day, rudely 
fashioning them arrow-shape and dis- 
changing volleys across the Table at JIis 
Majesty's Ministers filing out behind 
the ScKAKEu's Chaii', M'NF.iiiL’s mind 
was suddenly — and therefore porhajDs a 
little ha/lily — flooded with memories of 
Jenny Geddes. He recalled how her 
three-cornered stool, flung pulpitwards 
in the sacred edifice of St, GileH‘, 
Edinburgh, wrought marked effect upon 
subsequent course of Church history in 
Scotland. Didn't happen to be a three- 
legged stool witliin reach; hut there 
was liandy a tightly-bound volume 
suitable for purposes of missile. Tliis 
he soi7,ed and with well-directed aim 
very nearly succeeded in catching eye 
of First Lord of Admiralty. 

By a fine touch of irony the volume 
contained directions for the orderly 
conduct of Parliamentary proceedings. 

Busnir.^s done , — Discussion in Com- 
mittee of Home Rule Bill taken up at 
stage wlicrc it was dropped eleven days 
ago. 

= ■- ' ' ',"i 

NATURE STUDIES. 

I. {and /rt.s’f— E d.) ; 

The Worm. < 

The woj-m is not a nohio beast, 

But doesn't mind it in the least. 

If you despise his lack of limb, 
Compare the elephant with him. 

Precisely like liis massive friend, 
lie wears a tail Rj either end. 

For him the tiger has no fears, 

Nor need he wash his teeth or oars. 

Although his weight is less (hy ton.s), 
You cannot bribe a tcorm tvith buna* 

The elephant may ooze conceit, 

But can he walk without his feet? 

I think I’ve shown you whei'e the 
worm 

Can boat the noble pacbydoim. 

" Hr. Llo3*d George left Downing Street at 
about tho samo time for the gold liuka.'* 

Eaitt^i DcAly Nem. 

If a couple of diamond studs wordd 
induce him not to come back agoJn/* 
writes a Tory, please let me know.'* 
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POLITICAL DEDUCTIONS. 

In reply to a question advanced 
during the Honuj Rule debates, “ Who 
is going to be Chairman of tho Joint 
Exchequer Board?'* Mr. Hkwbkkt 
Samukl in the House of Commons 
stated that to appoint or name a chair- 
man now would ho “ counting ilie 
chickens before they are hatched." 

This item of news appears in The 
Daily Express under the headlines 
“ Home Kulo Cat Escapes— Eomarkahle 
Admission by a Minister,” and is inter- 
preted to mean that tlje (jovernnient 
do not expect tho Homo Rule Bill to 
pass. 

Huch a brilliant deduction has al- 
ready stimulated otlier students of tho 
political situation to p\it forward con- 
clusions based on apparently trivial 
remarks. 

Tims Bonar Law’s innocent 

question, “ Ho we jiay old-age pensions 
in llgandaV” is iin(l(M-stood io mean 
that, so lar lrr)ni abolishing old-age 
pensions in TIh^ United Kingdom, it is 
the intention of ilio Unionist party, 
wlu‘n returned to pviwor, t(') extend tho 
system to all British Brotectoraks. 
The news has been received with the 
gi’eatest satisfaction by tho natives of 
Uganda, among whom Iiirth cortilicates 
aie unknown. 

Again, tho epithet '‘Old Cromwell,” 
which luishiM'Mi ajipliod to Mr. Asquith, 
is considered to possess extraordinary 
signijicanco, It is thought that the 
Buemiku himself invented Uie designa- 
tion and seci’etly caused it to ho 
circulated with tlie object of preparing 
the ground foj’ a groat coup ))y which 
Barliamont is to 1)0 disbanded and a 
Hictatorsliip established. 

Another sensational prophecy is 
foundod*uf)oTi the words recently uttered 
by Mr. Reomonj), "The democratic 
forces are determined to . . . preserve 
cheaper food for tlie people,” Tliis 
remark is supposed to indicate beyond 
question that tho wliolo of tho Coalition 
intends to resign its seats in Parliament 
in a body and to embark upon the meat- 
packing and jau^making industries on 
a large scale. 

From Bachelor's Buttons, p. 38 : — 

“'This garduu requires at least two 
gardeners.’ 

‘And it will have t\vo-~jno and Angus.’ 
For cloHo on forty years I had had to be 
ffniiumatically wjrreot. Mow I take a pleasure 
m being as much otherwise as possible. J’kich 
time 1 say * me ’ for ‘ T ’ one of the shackles 
of the past falls away.’’ 

The writer 8 attempts to talk ungram- 
matically are pathetic. Onco again he 
has missed it, and tho shackles of the 
past remain. Next time ho might try 
saying I ” for “ mo.” 



Foreman Plumber. “ T *ij. tjiy anj> okt onu ok mn iauh to cot^ivj alonm ruin 

NOON AM) 3*rT THKM TU.KS lUOlIT ; JU T YOU NMKUN’T XSOIIKY VOUJISKJ .K, unvN»nt. A WA,TC)S' 
ING TJIKM TUCjm JIATIIS AND J’ANH -WJiV, ITJKY \V0N‘T Ui: l'\ M. Hm UOUUM AND UOpilVH 
YJn’.” 


FOR A BIRTHDAY. 

[“The grapes turn to raisins; not wholly 
doth the dry rose perish . ’ ’ — Lamfs Tkeon itns | 

Nancy she is seventeen, 

Seventeen is Nancy, 

Merry as a May-day green, 

Pretty as a pansy ; 

Roses red and white hath she, 
Hebe’s own lier shape is, 

Newly riped and daintily 
Rounded as a grape is I 

Benison, yo Days, and hless 
Nancy’s every morrow 
With a peck of happiness 
And a pinch of sorrow — 

J ust enough of summer showers 
(Too much sun dotli harden) 

To engage the fruit and Howers 
l^'or an August garden 1 

One hath said, when Suftimor 'k 
passed 

From the Southern closes, 
Raisins are the grapes at last, 
Pot-pourri the roses ; 

Grape and rose, *tis sad they so 
Change with Time’s complete- 
ness, 

Yet a Sago hath bid us know 
Both may keep a sweetness ! 


JIoWMo I onny ho a Ihhs, 

Ah tho soasonH travel 
TIiuh the youngest face tlolh pass, 
Wrinkles come a- ravel, 

But iqion th(3 proper kind 
(l^ai es such as Nan<*y*M) 

^rime doth likewise louvo hfsliind 
Wlial their grace enhances! 

Grant mo, then, yo ] hi ys that fade, 
Of yoiir good emieavonr, 

Autumn sees luy April uuud 
Comi^lier 1 luin ever, 

With a heurt to he th(' howl 
UoHtdeaf Baiu y stays in, 

And a mellowriOsH of soul 
l^JeaHiint us a raisin I 

" If a Jjiv('rpo(j) nuiii w.ints up4o dato foot* 
li.ill information ho cMiuuot do without the 
‘ Krho ’ Lnhi ingbl H pa^r WAa alolxo iti 
Irlling Ijivrrpool folk that nmdnhaw hiM.! VUS- 
tiimed a badly-diinuigtHl uotsu” 

Tljcro was certainly nothing it jn 

The Athencetim, 

“ fvl'iO Tiil>lcU quifkl> ouri‘. rhMoiuatban ; 
H day«‘ ireatiueni 

t. ill “ pin^rrn.” 

Wo have fallen Iwhiml agaiih This is 
the fifth day and wo hav^^ ixiily taken 
2013 tahleta. We must put hi a gviod 
day to morrow. ^ 
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THE QARVINtZER OF VICTORY, 

(With ochnowledqmentH to V Th^ Pall Mall Gazette's *’ 
article, “ The ‘ l\ M. O: anti Vie War/' Nov. ISth.) ^ 
OuB Bpocial reproBontaiive in tiie IJalkans, whose duty 
it has Ihkui to ki^p in close toiicfi with the belhgeront 
rnoDarchs, sends us tlio following information by our 
serv ice of airships : — 

♦‘It is well known,” he writes, “that King Petkii or 
Skbvu is one of the most unapproachable of men. ' As soon, 
however, as ho lieai'd that The P. M. G. had authorised me 
to oj>on pourparlers with lum in Uskub, ho scMit four of his 
aides-de-camp to beg me to accord him an interview. I at 
onco consenlM, arid was escorted by the ontim rogiinent of 
Poyal Guahls to the newly 'Conquered Palace of the Kara- 
georgevitoh dynasty. The monarcli, having lielped me to 
divest myself of tny hat and coat, inquosted me to permit 
liim, on behalf o\ The P. M. 0., to address an ultimatum to 
Austria-Hungary. He added tliai tlie services rendered by 
The P. M. 0. to Iho cause of Son ia were indelibly engraved 
on all Servian hearts. The public is aw are that but for those 
services the capture of Uskub could not have occurred. 


Tn other quarters the far-reaching inflnenco of The 
P, M. G. has made itself felt no less sonsibl). An ex- 
perienced aud cool-headed diplomat told nto smilingly that 
Kino Fkrdinant) has had 'Hw P. M. G. War Notes trails- 1 
lated into the Bulgarian language, and is accustomed to ! 
read them aloud to the Bulgarian General Staff. General 
Havofp, having committed only one paragi-aph to memory, 
immediately afterwards gained tlio victoiy of ljule Burgas. 
Tlio General Ims already expressed his gratitude in the 
warmest terms. ‘Tell The P. M. G./he said, ‘that but 
for the support given to the Bulgarians by The P. M. G. 
w© sliould never have been where w e hojie to bo to-morrow.' 
This was said' yesterday, but reasons of State forbid mo to 
reveal where the Bulgarian Army finds itself to-day. 


“The Kings of Greece and Montenegro are equally 
enthusiastic. ‘If one man,' said Kinc* Nicholas, ‘could 
have taken Skutari, that one man would have been * — but I 
must leave tlie rest to the imagination of readers of The 
P. M. G. ‘ Wo shall make no peace,' said Kino Geouok, 
‘ without submitting the terms to The P. M. G. \ of that you 
may rest assured.' Observing tliat I was rolling up my 
war-map. His Majesty added with a smile, ‘ You remind 
me of Pitt, who, }ou will reinomher, asked that the map of 
Eurojie should he rolled up,’ Tliis was most gratifying to 
the I’oprosentativo of a journal which lias during tliis 
anxious time ondeavourod to display tlioso qualities of 
statesmanship, audacity, resource aud genius which are 
usually, and perhaps lightly, attributed to the pilot who 
weathered the storm. J 

“It remains only to iiiontion the Sultan of TruKF.Y. 
His Imperial Ottoman Majesty lias been able to console 
himself in his troubles by reading the comments of The 
P. M, G. on the vicissitudes of Turkish affairs. On being 
told of the Jhdgarian advance on Constantinople, His 
Majesty murmured in a broken voice, ‘ Where was The 
IJ M. (r. ? ' It is quite unnecessary to say more than that. 
I now propose to visit Potsdam rid \ iemui.” 


From a booimakor's adverttsoment : — 

“ Our Kopairiuj? Spo;iU.s for Itself. 
Have you hoard it ? ” 


'‘BOGEY FIVE"; 

OB, The Gukmiko Coumsellob. 

Faint hop©, like a fantail a-flutter 
In tlie light of the crimsoning West — 

Faint hope, like a lucifer splutter. 

Flared up at the last in my breast 
As I looked on my new aluminium putter 
‘ In the hag wdth the rest. 

Very wrathful and keen W'ei*e the faces 
Of niblick and mashio and cleek, 

And my driver made angry grimaces. 

And my brassie, that siruggltxl to speak. 

Ho was merciless too; but, demure us the Graces, 

Compassionate, meek, 

Calm -featured, as lo! when tlio u poorest 
Througli forests of pine-trees that mix, 

On a sudden there slimes at her clearest 
The moon — in the maze of my sticks 
I behold him, the crown of the hunch and the 
dearest i 

(By about throo-and-six.) 

And I said to liim, “ Son, thou art wiser, 

Thy brethren are feckless and daft. 

Thou art prince of them all and advisor. 

What an if thou art sliort in the shaft? 

So is Asquith and so is Lloyd GEouof; and the 
Kaiser, 

Yet look at their craft. 

I have l)Oon whore ilie water was glassy, 

In desolate ruts 1 have been, 

And my third (which was not very classy) 

Was entrapped in the boughs of the treen, 

And behold wdth my fourth, a circuitous brassie, 

I am still off' the green. 

The brows of tliy brethren are torrid. 

They reek with tlie sweat of the fray, 

With the di voted turf they are homd, 

And with lumps of environing clay ; 

Come up, then, thou bald-head ! Thy luriiinous 
forehead 

Is lord of the clay.” 

Bo I spoke and, as erst, when the issues 
Of w'ar were debated at Troy, 

It was not to the strength of the tissues 
Of Ajax, too hot to destroy, 

That the victory fell, hut the feints of Odysseus, 

Tliat artful old boy. 

Even so ibo bright visage that butt(Kl 
Did all that I prayed it to do ; 
luven so I sagaciously putted 
A pill that ran perfectly true, 

And Tliomas took four on the green aud “ tut- 
tutted '' 

(Having got there in tw’o). Evoe. 

JYom an advertisement in The Times : — 

“ Jouos'm Wcat Monmouthshire Sohool, Pontypool. — ^Bosident 
lIc;\duiastor wanted in J anuary , 1913. Fixed Salary, ^400 per hnnum, 
with rosidoneo, coal, gas, rates, and one maid valued at an additional 
iBlOO per annum.” 


Yes. We distinctly remember, last August, hearing several 
pairs of it going up the aisle of tlio Wee Free Church at Our cook, having caught sight of tliis, has given us notice, 
Achnagollagctoh. and is off to Pontypool in the morning. 




AT THE PLAY. 

Tiiii: Haymaiuskt TiutiiK IUxa,. 

Tnr. rnanlloof Uiintff- to «ay nothing 
of lior crinoliuo- is a dinicult gannrnt 
to lit upon a buccnsso!’, and the 1 lay- 
market management did well to pro- 
vide so good a Variety Entertaimnerjt 
to take tho place of tlie. dear depai tod. 
At tho same time J ratlior wonder that 
they should have chosen for their chief 
item one of those sbictly Sal)hahxrian 
interiors with which, in a dilVerent 
geographical S(3tting, Buniy had suJli- 
ciently fainiliari/,cd us. 

Indeed, The Ykmnger Crencratioii must 
have been something of a disappoint- 
ment to those among Mr. St.^nijov 
H ouoiiTON’e many admirers who liad 
looked to liim for a note of freshness 
and distinction. II is H indie Wakc8 
introduced ns to a now and disturbing 
problem. Tho theme of The Younger 
Generalion--^i\io revolt of grown-up 
children against tho narrowness of their 
home*lifa — is as old and obvious as tlie 
everlasting hills. His sense of the 
values of observed detail is not less line 
than before, and there is more gaiety in 
his humour, but tlie atmosphere, except 
when the delightful Mr. Playf.aik, as 


an exotic uncles, brings in a whiff <,f 
Ollier air, seems always a little used-up. 

Wo aio sadly accustomed on the 
stage to cheap ridicule of llio Chmdi, 
and to exchange this for chea}) ridicule 
of tlie Chapel is to olTei- a variant, hut 
not a novelty. And Mr. IIouojiton 
makes the mistake, common in the 
young, of confusing virtue with tho 
excess of it, which is a vice (see Waj.k- 
LUY on Aiuhtotlk), lie elects, quite, 
permissibly, to portray some very strait 
samples of Dissent. But that is not 
enough for him. Tic wants us, on tlie 
strength of this picture, to laugh at the. 
idea of tho Chapel as a centre of social 
life. Yet, if allowaince is made for 
different toinperanients, wliy should 
this be any more ridiculous than the 
idea, for instance, of their t^unplC” 
wwship as the centre of thp social 
life of the Greeks? What wo*uld Mr. 
Houghton liavo us choose instead? 
Tlie realistic stage, pcriiapB ? Heavens ! 

And, when his young man breaks out 
and gets drunk as a protest against tho 
narrowness of his upbringing, ond is 
made to say in ellloct, ‘‘ Human nature 
demands some sueli relief; that is the 
secret of tho Salvation Army,’* surely 
Mr, IIouaifTON has wit enough not to 


imagine (hut he is imposing on any but 
the most fatuous of hirt audience. He 
is not likely to damage very gmailV the 
cr(‘dit of tl Salvation Arnn, hut he is 
pretty hine to damage lew Own, ami 
liadly. 

Mr, lloi nUTON will ploawdorgivomy 
atlitude of heavy father; hut ho is a 
writci of unuhuai lale.tit, and I should 
he sorry to see him drift mio tlio old 
ruts, ami liiul content in tiekhug tho 
gioimdlingH. 

Gf eouis(' h<i will have an anwvvor 
ready. He xvill tell us that he is not 
])ersonally lesponsihle foi the wenii- 
mentH of tliesu levelling ehlUlren. Hut 
wo blian’t he deceived by that. 

It is luud to judge how much the 
author owed to bin cast. Alriiost without 
e\ce[)tion tlieir <;xcellenco was exiia- 
ordinary. I'he lirunt of tho vvoik fell 
upon Mr. Btanuky IhtKwm. whose 
performance was flawless hilt for tlie 
exaggerated unctVK>usncs«i of his y<iiee. 
Tliift.and therhelsu ical ilial rihe asj^igned 

to tho grandmother (Mrs. C'moIvu), were 
tho only tw’o touehes of fetiigiuesH in an 
extremely probable InuiBcript til lifv'3. * 

Tlie opening turn of trie \\m 

more frivolou«, and made uo men lion 
of the Sabbath. lt*^pnly morltl, if any, 
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was that whon the gods want to deal 
out poetic justice tliey are not very 
particular alx)ut their instrumeifts: an 
impostor will serve as well as a better 
man. It was an engaging little 
raisode — An Adventure of Aristide 
Pujol, adapted from Mr. Locke’s now 
book. It oegan a little stiflly with a 
rather too ingenuous device for letting 
the audience know whore they wore. 
But after this it wont with a Joyous 
fluency, thanks to the (lallic breeziness 
of Mr. Leon Lion as the uncleleatable 
Aristide, and the Britisli bluster of 
Mr, Frwlahh IjtiEWRLLYN as the dealer 
in picture-fakes. 

It was followed by The Golden Doom, 
a phantasy by Lord Lunhany. Out- 
side the door of an Assyrian palace 
two sentries stood and talked of affairs 
of state, just as they do outside Buck- 
ingham Palivce. Entered a little girl 
who had a boon to ask of the Monarch. 
The Monarch not being available, she 
prayed to his door, saying, I want a 
little hope! " The exact nature of her 
ambition was left vague for the time; 
hut it Bubsoquently appeared that what 
she w’antod was a little hoop. She was 
joined by a boy playmate wdio liad 
just composed a quatrain, w'hich he 
recited. It was about a purple bird 
that wont up against the sky. lie 
could have made more linos than four, 
but had run out of rhymes for sky. 
(itord Dunsany is clearly a poet, and 
understands the exigencies of Art.) 
So the little maiden contribute<l a fifth 
liijio, “I saw him die.” It was a foot 
short, a defect which was quickly 
pointed out by the author of the 
quatrain, but the soundness of the 
rhyme was incontestable. The girl, 
wdio liad been to a Board School, wrote 
the five lines on the King's door in 
local oharaotei-s with a bit of gold she 
had picked up, the sentries meanwhile 
standing a few yards away with their 
attention diverted. Tlien the children 
wont away. 

Now entered the Monarch, forerun 
by three nearly naked spies, who ex- 
ecuted various evolutions of a strangely 
serpentine character. The royal notice 
was drawn to the writing on the door. 
Who could have done it ? Owing to 
the unpardonable obtusenoss of the 
sentries no suspicion fulls upon the 
culprit. Soothsayers are sent for, and 
each in turn, as ho reads the final line, 

I saw him die,” receives a shock. 
All agree that it indicates the over- 
throw of the kingdom. A few Assyrian 
incantations are murmured and tlioy 
go into mourning. The Monarch, re- 
cognising with groat fortitude that the 
stars are against him, thinks he might 
save Uie siti^ation for his people by a 
personal sacrifice.. So ho lays aside 


his crown and sceptro and announces 
his fixed intention of becoming even as 
one of the liumblest of his subjects. 
Depositing these symbols of empire on 
the ground and giving strict instruc- 
tions that they are not to bo touched, 
ho enters the palaco. If crown and 
sceptre miraculously disappear by the 
next morning this should imply that 
the gods have accepted his sacrifice. 

The throe spies, who might have been 
of some use outside, stupidly follow tliej 
King into the palace and spend the 
night there. The two sontrios, totally 
ignoring their obvious duty, immediately 
go off on remote beats. At dawn the 
little girl returns, kneels down again 
before the King’s door and says, “ I 



The Spies. “ Wo know, Majesty, that wo aro 
rotten bad spies, but wo cost you very little in 
clothes and loss than a poodle in the matter 
of toilet.” 

27ie King . . . . Mr. IfAiioiiKAVEs. 

want a little hope.' Rising, she 
detects the golden emblems, joyfully 
seizes one in each hand, whacks the 
crown with the sceptre and bowls it off 
into the wings like a hoop. 

The Monarch, issuing from his palace, 
finds that his regal gawds have dis- 
appeared. Taking no cognisance of the 
truancy of the sentries, he concludes 
that tlio crown and sceptre have been 
divinely spirited away, and tiiat the 
stars have accepted his sacrifice. 

There was little beauty in the play to 
take the eye ; the dialogue was heavy, 
and its delivery (if we except the Chief 
Prophet, Mr. Ewan Bkook) not very 
satisfactory. Bub two ratlier pleasant 
strains of irony ran through the 
scheme, shewing H) that a child's 
trivial writing on a aoor may be enough 
to unseat a dynasty; (2) that it may 
need a king's sacrifice of his crown to 

f et a tittle girl the toy that she wants, 
ssuos, in fact, are not always com- 


mensurate with tlieir causes. I take 
this to be the interpretation of the 
author's symbolism (if I am right in 
suspecting him of any such motive). 

1 have not the heart to pursue the 
subsequent history either of the Mon- 
arch or of the little girl. In about 
ten minutes, if tliere is anybody in the 
place who has a little more intelligence 
than the three spies and the two 
sentries, her theft will be discovered. 
What will happen to the Monarch 1 
can only conjecture; but thb little 
girl's position would seem practically 
hooploss, 

“ Sylvia Greer.” 

In Tantrums it was a shrew ; and 
now in Sylvia Greer it is a minx. But 
the earlier play, ns I said at the time, had 
an idea in it ; and I could trace none hero. 
Of course it is always pleasant to bo 
told that the most selfish and offensive 
woman has a sort of a htnirt liidden 
away somowhere which tlircatons to be 
unworldly ; but, when the man wlio 
finds it takes his discovofy very coolly 
and doesn’t quite seem to know’ what 
to do witli it, interest lapses. The play 
went moderately w’oll for tw’o Acts, but 
crumpled up in tlio third. What 
episodes there were did not contribute 
much to the scheme. A girl hod an 
epileptic fit on the stage and somebody 
sent the minx an anonymous letter to 
say that her mother had been no better 
than slie should be. But each of thosd 
incidents was just introduced for joy. 
There W’as only one really cheerful 
feature. It w’as a man who stuttered 
and insisted on talking golf-shop — well- 
known weaknesses, both of them, hut 
seldom found in this happy conjunction. 

MissETHELWARW’icK,aB<S?/?rmOr(jer^ 
has a reminiscent manner. 1 w’as con- 
stantly reminded of Miss Alexandra 
Carlisle. But she has a pi(}uancy of 
her own, if only she would not work it 
too hard. Mr. Guy Standing was at- 
tractive as the strong man. He kepi 
his strength under control, and never 
used it like the rugged giant he was 
represented to be. I don’t think he 
was ever quite sure why he kept 
coming in by the balcony at midnight 
to see Sylvia, instead of by the front- 
door at tea-time. 

The popular Mr. Lowne had no 
chance, and the other dull or disagree- 
able jiarts were played in a manner 
worthy of a bettor cause. 

Criticism of the author is disarmed 
by the foot that ho preferred to leave 
his name out of the bill. 1 dare not 
probe his reasons, which are, sacred. 
But he is reported to be a writer of 
established reputation, and we can all 
guess that soineihing must have hap- 
penod, even if we can't guess what. 

O. S. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The Nest (Arnold) takes its name from the first of a 
collection of short stories by Annr Douglas Skdgwick, 
which seem to me to be of very unusual quality. But, 
then, I an specially susceptible to the good short-story, 
always far too rare a bird in English fiction. Not that I 
exactly liked all these ; very far from it. On the contrary, 
one of them, The Nest itself, seemed to me, while 1 admired 
its diabolical cleverness, so painful and probing tliat 1 was 
induced to question whether any autlior was justified in 
writing it. It is about a man who, given a month to live 
by his doctor, spends that month w^ith his adoring wife in 
such a state of super-emotional strain that its end — and 
the discovery that tlie verdict was false — sees them perma- 
nently estranged. Told, as I say, with an almost horrible 
gift for exposing tlie recesses of the human character, this 
tale haunts one afterwards. Tliere are otliers, however, 
where comedy is the chief feature. In all of them the 
adventures are mental rather than physical; and in each 
you will be struck by some new and arresting turn of 
phrase, which yet by its aptness avoids the snares of affect- 
ation. Thus, w'omon who had been the intellectual com- 
panions of the hero are described as “knowing their way 
about his’mind and soul ; ” and tliis is but one remembered 
at random. There will, I hope, be a good welcome for 
Nest from those who can appreciate fine craftmanship, 
and have sensibilities so robust that they need not wince at 
what it may reveal. 


Adam Lindsay Gordon and his Friends (OoNHTAtn.w), by 
Edith Humthrih and Douolab Hi.adkn, i» by no tiuNtns a 
formal “ Life.” It is rathtu* an olla imhida coneorntHl with 
the unhappy poet whom Mr. Sladkn calls “the of 

Australia . , one of tlio inost romantic f}gui*es in litemhwe*” 
Born in the Azoiaea of Scottish parents in iH3ih bo was 
educated at Cheltenham College and the Boya) Mitltaty 
Academy, whence ho appears to have reiircil under cciiWU* 
sion, went to Australia in 1853, joinm;! the South AusiriJian 
Mounted Police, l>ccamo a horse-hn'oker, married In IW$51* 
was elected a Member of tlin South Auslraliati ParlUment in 
1865, rode many Btooplo-chases sucoessfully, and in IWTO, 
under the stress f)f financial diflicuhies acting on a con- 
stitution c'nfcebled by a serious riding aiicideiit, he ahot 
liimsolf. Mr. Sladln has contrihutwi to this hook a dtapter 
on Gordon as a Pout, in parts of wliioh, tliough m^t in the 
conclusion, the note of cmlogy is j)it<died too high* and is 
sustained without sufheient iliscriinmati(»n. Of “The Hide 
from the Wreck,” for instance, ho says “The poem wiia of 
course inspired by Browning's ‘ How they Drought the 
News to Ghent ' ' [lie means, I HU]>i)ose, *' Ilow I’hoy 
brought the Good Nows from Ghent io Aix ’’ ] “puUislied 
ten or twenty years earlier, hut in every way is siqwior to 
Browning’s manufactured tu1>iclO| For in (hndon's poem 
wo have the <lescription, not from an ohsei v<m' hut from the 
man who did t))o ride, or other such rides, wliile ihxmuirtg 
did not wTito like a man-at-arms kny inojv) than he liOl^kod 
like a man-at-arms.” This porincss is ridiouhaii#. A glanco 
at Gordon's poem will show* not merely that it w^ih ini||^rnd 
by Browning's but that it could never have laasn wntten 
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— at any rate not in that wji^y- 4iad BnowKiMa abstained feel yourself plunged suddenly into a eompany Of entire 
from Ymtina his grand galop. Mareaver, if BnowKiKa's strangers, to none of whom have you been miai^iioed, and 
artiole is to Be sneeied at as «* manufeetured/* what is to be none of whom condesoends to a word of eiplanation as 
said of Tuhnyook, who did not exactly write (or look) like to his past or present. When, howwer, the inevitable 
an Elizabethan sailor-man or a Cnmaan cavalry-man 7 strangeness of this has worn off, you will £bd them exceed- 
And under this teat how much would be teft of Mr. Kiplino, ingly pleasant. Do not expect them to do or suffer anything 
another of Mr. Bladicn'h heroes ? The truth is that a whatever, except exist amusingly. Nothing happens from 
great deal of Ooriion'b poetry, iliough the open-air quality the first page Co the last ; whien is perhaps why I am con- 
of it is his own, is in expression merely imitative, now of vinoed thkt the book must be true. It is just a picture 
SwixBvitNR, now of Buowninq, or again, as in In Vtrmiqtie of a Bussian country family, noble but not wealthy, and 
Paratus, of Hood. Still, when all deductions have been a record of their pbcid, conservative and happy routine, 
made, there remains a small amount of authentic poetry, Throughout you will be struck by the pleasing absonco 
purely original in conceptioA and expression, whicli justifies of bombs and vodka and hereditary madness-M)f aU the 
his claim to a seat on Parnassus. All those who have been things, in short, which you have probably learnt to consider 
attracted by his writings and havolieard of liis unhappy life inseparable from home-life in llussia. To watch Baroness 
and his tragic death will find in tliis volume much to Aminofp’b charming family picnicing in a wood, conspiring 
interest them, over suii-optitious gifts to their delightful mother, and 

troubled by nothing more serious than tlie tardy completion 
Frederick Ilciritl Molijnenx, gentleman of hasure, in order of a wedding-dress, is to enjoy an entirely new view of what 


to broaden the social out- 
look of the exclusive Ladj/ 

Duma Lester, wlioin for ten 
years —though lie has been 
too lazy to propose - ho lias 
regarded as liis own ])ro- 
porty, introduces to her an 
energetic plebeian, and is 
promptly cut out by liini. 

Tiioro is material for a 
good, if slight, short stor) 
in the idea. Mr. 1 )un(’an 
Hcjiwann, however, likes 
plenty of elbow-room, and 
his AfolfiHeux of Maif/alr 
(IIjcinkmann) runs to no 
fewer than throe liundrod 
and forty -foiu* pages. When 
an autl)or pads on this 
colossal scale, the reader, 
it seeiiiH to me, is justified 
in demanding that tlio 
padding sliall ho of a high 
(luality. Mr. JkmvvANN and 
.1 ditTor on this point. 

Another point- on which wo 
ditl'er is tlio siilijoct of 
humour. J have not Ids sunny nature, and a p.issago 
such as this: —“tricks that were ahsohitely mouldy hy tlie 
time Ananias told Sapjihiia she was the tastiest hit of 
Huff in Jerusalem ' loaves mo cold. Nor can J se(^ oyo to 
eye with JMr. .Soivvann in his ostiinatc of the liumour of 
]ilr, Molifuciix, drunk, throw ing the slippers of female fellow- 
dinor-s at the heads of male follow-diners; sitting down on 
a dog-hisciiit ; or falling into a pond. 


the leader-writers call the 
“Northern Umpire.” As 
Biinthorne said of himself, 
tliore appears to bo inert! 
quiet fun in it than you 
would suppose. 

The genfloman who plays 
the title role in The lieluct- 
out Lover (Jenkiks), by 
Si’KPiiEN McKenna, is a 
Cynl Ftizroij, member of a 
family of more or less im- 
possible ))osours on lines 
laid down hy a lato master 
of flippant paradox, one of 
whose scintillations ~ “ To 
Jove oneself is the begin- 
ning of a life-long romance ” 
— heads tlie opening chap- 
ter, But Cynl, tlie too- 
conscious egoist, has better 
stuff in liim, tliat is gra- 
dually brougfit out hy his 
being made (not a very likely 
thing at his ago of twenty - 
live) joint guardian by Lord 
Darlinylon of his daughter Violet. When diphtheida bnngs 
Ijady Violet to deatli’s door, Cyril performs that heroic 
operation wdiich sometimes saves a patient, and in this case? 
gjvo.s him both the life and love of his young ward. Tlu! 
author icproduces amusingly the conversation of that type 
which says, if not the same smart things, always the san e 
kind of smart things in the same smart wuiy. Perhaps tin? 
Tlio (Uily pari of the weak point is that folk of real cliaray.ter don’t adopt this 
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story which soems to suggest, that the author, having rid rather cheap derivative sort of attitude; also that a con- 
his bosom of much ponderous waggishne^ss, may later on tinued liahit of scoffing at all sincerities and endeavours 
write something approaching good light comedy, is the effectually sterilises the scoffer. The author’s sympathies 
chalkier dealing with the happy and untidy manied life of seem generally with the poseurs, if not with the pose. Lord 
the Hon. Many ice Lester, the “nut,” and Jtdia Delorme, J)arHn(jton, the chivalrous founder of the Samurai, is made 
the chorus-girl. Bor quite a while the dialogue is on a rather a bore. Mr. McKenna has indeed been less con- 
high level, and then dow n sits !\fr. Molyncux on tlio dog- cerned with serious ideas, whether challenging or orthodox, 
bircuit and all is over. than with the superficial witticisms and railleries of his 

puppets. But he lias certainly succeeded in being entertain- 
I am at something of a loss how to criticise The Broad ing, and (if lie he a young writer) of suggesting (hat he can 


Walk (Constable), hecaust^ to tell tlio truth, for a con- 
Bidorahle time 1 was at rather more than something of a 
loss to determine wdiat it was all about. The fact is that 
Barones? Leoinr Aminoff is one of the most elusive 
story-tellers imaginable. Tlio efl'ect of her stylo is that you 


put more meat and no loss seasoning into a better book. 

In addressing the Nottingham Lambs last Thursday the 
Prime Minister yory tactfully refrained from all reference 
to Sir Stuart Samuel’s Mint sauce. 
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r^UAniv&niB With toference to tho Bgitotion fdi' 

unAnlVAnlA. ^ the abolition ol tbo theatre qiwtio 4 obr- 

Jt 5 « now realised by Servian states- respondont asks, Is it true that Manx 
iijen that they made a mistake in not theatres have no queue? 
ptoinitting Germany that, in tho event * 


of their malising their ambitions as to 
a sea-port on tlie Adriatic, Oonnauy 
rtliould bavo their ordera for a lioct. 


o t'ASHmB VOtt WHN. 

BOOTS iS’oii raw muanr vrmamft." 

OfweHw. 

Tl«o idea is not so novel as the wriln 
imagines. Wo havo v\orn tliam iVs 
years to keep onr soi.lts clonn. 


<■ , !)< 


T)\o CiM^tral rioniKm 1Utt‘«Vttv 5s 


Mcftsrs. Mbthuk^ ftnuounco ilio 
apx)oaranoe of The Complete .Ufiocintmt 

FooibaMer, There has, wo undorstiaiitl, ^ _ 

. . been considerahlo dilliculty in a vortisiujj Five HlMIliJUU Hk*^^ttmrTiokct a 

There was an^ auecling scone at cojnplete one, most of them having had f(n*la<h\ft tlunrig the jncmUirif ijtecf^tnber, 

1 ...1 !>,, -..i T little bits knocked out of them. As this Imo pasites under aome of th ^ 

f::.'’' ^ ^ ^ ^ niost iutorosling Hd^ntny^ in TiOndon 


llulgrado when Kino pETi:n roiurned, 
iind grook>d M. PiVsirim, tho Premior. 
His Slajesty, after embracing his ad- 


ftli interceding hook odihjd hy tliis is sornothhig of a' Isitgaln* lUid 
visor, wopt*on his shoulder— -where, wo “ Vanoo’* and cntitled.4 DmjoJ Mjj Lijd will no doubt prove attracltvo to many 
iiriderfitand, M. Pasitcii has 
fiidVered from rheumatism 


eser Binco. 
to modify 
icsilienco. 


This has toiidcid 
his diplomatic 

jft ^)t 


No little sensation lias been 
ciujsfid hy the revelation tluit 
wooden bullets \vcre served 
out to some of the Turkisli 
troops. As a matter of fact 
the scandal d?)es not stop 
tliere. Wo understand tliat 
some of tho Turkisli StafT 
were sup 2 )licd Avilli wooden 
lu.'ads. -n 

' 5i« 

Colonel SnnLY informs us 
lliat ho hopes to make a 
statement beloro long as to 
the nature of tho assistance 
which will ho given hy the 
War Office to tho National 
Jiesorvo. This conlinns the 
inmour tluit the War Oflicc 
has lecently discovered a 
forgotten stock of muzzle- 
loaders. ... ^ 

“Ili-jei,*' a contemporary 
informs u#, is Hie name of a 
J apai icso 1) a 1 1 1 0 -cruiser 
I'ocently launclied at Yoko- 
suka. It sounds more like a 
liro-enginc. ... 



‘vP AVf 


As Mr. PooBKvr.LT ax^pcars 
t ) he ineligible for one of the 
dfMnanded for ex -.Pra^idents of tho 
Hnitod States, Mr. Carnisoito is to see 
whether something cannot be done for 
him out of liis Hero Fund. 

It is announced at Now})ort, U.S.A., 
that Mr. A. G. 'Vandkiidilt has decided 
to sever linally his connection with 
America and to lake ux) a xiermaunni 
residence in England. Consols un- 
changed. ^ 

Wo understand that Mr. Augustus 
Ioun’s picturo "Tho Mumxxjrs," now 
on view at the New English Art Clul), is 
t> bo followed up -by canvases entitled 
The Measlers’’ ami **Tho lulluouzers.'' 


Captain (lo hero of opposhitj side). “Wjiy ujdn’t voi> it.w rmi tn 

TO-DIY, HlTa.Y SmU'F, BAMK AH YOD BED YOU WAS GOIN’ TO?'* 

The Hero. “Well, yeh know mb terms. I v\ wt i uir'iMNf’i: 
lOR A TUANSFEU fee, BUT I’Y ’LL BE A TXNSEIl BOON.’’ 


a Solicitors Managing Cloi'k write « as | always keeps us lUMike, 
follows: — “What are tho matters 
requiring attention to-day ? A)i ! Hei<^ 
is tho first. A wife seeks dissolution of 
I deal with as rnanv 


I provt 

country eotmitts. 

Ttond i ng that M i PiiuieoNt 
MouaAN'‘Hivorw, which lm\u 
IxHRi on loan at Victoria 
and Albert MuMoum, aiu to 
ho withdraNvn, a pnud. writiM 
to say Unit lie alw aNS imifci Jl 
the simple Ha\v*u word 
" to .j, 

“ I am a Uietololer, Imt fu>t 
a total alistainer," acandidat^i 
f(U" a post tidd the Morpeth 
Guardians. Wlien 1 have 

a cold tho only Hung that 
cures mo is a glass of wluskey 
heforo ^oing t) bed.'* The 
toniptalion to nil in a draught 
must 1)0 enormoua, 

A person wlio nssinlly 
aj)plied for an inu'e^tiiit d 
nmaio licenco for acinohiuio- 
griiph thealTO, siiggei^,led, in 
sUfipru’t of hiB request, that 
if the electric light Were to 
fail a song \votdd aMsIst in 
ke(‘ping tho oudiohoe in their 
scat*. We liave known the 
ojipesito effect to ensue. 

“ ' tUU }nii yarn' At 

ll)o bntek ' Hui'rh , 

iuu! .sli’pt vvjth it uiult rinv ' 

“ ( \tpe TttJM'H '* u(l, 

'Dii^ i.s onr of the things tluii 


We.Uht'r forecast in Cork 
ll*<n : ' - 


inarriiigo. . 


' (Ucf tlu* ;;jVv,|lor rmt nf iu> 


letters as J can disxjo.so of readily, tlicn jiimt-cniil rlnoiKo will like x>kica dutiuji t!io 


go across to tljo Law Courts, wliero 1 
conduct tho unhappy wife’s cash, of 
course with tho assistances of counsid.” 
And yet x)(X)i)lo talk of tho Law’s delays ! 

It 18 said that tlierc arc to be no 
cun 08 in next year's fash ions. 
will have to bo ruthlessly hacked off m 
order to got tho uocesR.ary jiillar-hox 
ai>pcaraticc, and surgeons aiti alrfjady 
lubbing their hands at tho xirospoct of 
an exceptional season. 


ciiHUin^ 21 ^<-arh,” 

Will anybody jday nn 18 liolew iu PJ 3 h ? 


“Tt U Ix'inf? rumonu'd i«i Itomui that a 
sow iitliJird ih'H inornuij^ ufc tiui 
Afuhaut, and bfou^hl th a puppy ?dpip< 
of ttii elophiint, and auivlhor of iii« MhafK^ *>| 
bull dojj(, Tho oloplinnt Is »wid to li.vvi^ du\t a 
few iniiiutoii aftm- liitor, InU iho buU4«»R 
still rtlivij."— I c-icr of iMmtnu .l* 

This ia where our Dominions liii|yi»nd 
the Seas have tlie pultoycr m. Nf^hmg 
like this over luipx^euH m Hurldton, 


\ 0 L. cxuir. 





HOW THEY BROUGHT THE 
GREAT NEWS. 

[Now Ijjiat tlio stnigglo in tlio No:ir I'.Jist 
nppoara to bo drawinj? to a close, the ])iil)lic 
I will bo iiiterosfccd in tlio follo\\iii^' griipliio 
description of tho work of preparing a great 
daily paper during tho earlier stages of the 
War, Written by one who has no professional 
connection with any n wspaper ollicc, it will 
1)0 found not only free from technical jargon, 
hut unhampered hy tho excossisc modesty so 
characteristic of tlio pirns.'] 

In a room at Martin’H-lo-Grand 
the wheel of a little brass machine 
hef(ins to spin and to reel off a narrow 
ribbon of blue paper. A War Special 
from Buda-restli, vid St. Petersburg, is 
oomiug in. 

Trembling with excitement, but 
methodical from force of habit, the 
operator tears off a length from the 
tape, lays it face downwards, ai)plies a 
layer of adhesive paste, and deftly sticks 
it on a foreign telegram form. Emotion 
has made him nearly inarticulate, and 
as he hands^tho fonn to an attendant 
he can say no more than “Battle! 
Shooshr" Then, pulling himself to- 


gether with a supreme effort, bo 
Iho paste from bis lingers and prcjairos 
to lour off anotluT strip of tajio. 

The attendant jmslics tho form into 
an on\ elope, speeds out of tho room Ji;ul 
down a long corridor, clearing a kiuud 
ing clnu’v^oman with a single hound, 
and tlnusts iho envelope into a pneu- 
matic tube by which it is shot Huiftly 
into the heart of newspaper land. 

There, in a large untidy room, lined 
from floor to coiling with hooks of re 
ference and littered a foot deep with 
proof-sheets, a group of sub-editors sit 
in a row playing idly with blue pencils 
---pale, clean-shaven men, with hawk- 
like eyes and loan quivering lingers. 
Suddenly tho ono nearobt tl)o door 
snatches the envelope from a hrcatldess 
messenger and tears out the all-im- 
portant telegram. Jiuda-l*estli, rm 
SL Pcienburg^ A great battle is being 
Ifonght at Tchrvtz*^* lio Veads, and a 
thnll like an electric wave runs from 
end to end of the line of expectant men. 

The duty of the first has finished, and 
the form passes quickly to the seepnd. 


Tho l)liu» pencil puii'toM and Imynrs in tl\M 
air like a living tiling, ami thou swoo)*^ 
down unorvingly. Tho moHUi^*, as it 
rcachtH (h(^ liaiids of the third suh- 
('dilor, run^^, " limine f*ey(h, fid S(. 
l\H('rshiii g. A tniifio baftlv i',v bring 
\ jomjht (\t Ti'hrel : ( ■* Tr/z/O’/.:) '* 

Tho third has a largo nnii> «}>rcrtd 
Ix’foro him and a powerful reading glass 
ill his right hand, llis fane an im- 
ponotraliio mask as ho bends <ncr the 
talilc, hut pt'osenll)' it lights up in a Hash 
of triuuipli, to 1)0 Hucce<^U»d a niornent 
later by an expression of dismay. Thejo 
is no Tchni« or TVhuvt/. Ill tlio Balkan 
ronitiBuk, but ho has found two 
'rdiivt/o^, separated by some d<X) miles ! 

Tlio ffuurth, after a hmried eousuKa- 
lion with tho tliiid, aliora ihe u io 
Tchuvt;5 to an i with a iiuistCily swi'Cp 
of his pencil. As he diWM the fifth 
catches up the ix<ceiver of tbit Iclophene 
which sUnds beside him.. Ts that 
you, Pearce*? he sit\.s lioat^iolv. ^ 

S freai battle is being bvigM 
jfut Iherc appear to I c 5lV.hivt/.ci. 
One is ... * 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[December 4 , 1012. 


Bui let iis go along iho dark passage the course of the war. Another TTTP T^FAfFDTF^ 

and up the narrow Biairs to another rings up tho foreman printer, a dour, XrlBj itJiiairjJJlliiS. 

room which iw tho Banctum of lA5arco, hard-hitfcon Scotsman, who translates •' Oneofniy schemes for the correction 

tho Cartographic Editor, tho man who his instmctions into language that of life,** ho said, *' is very simple. It is 
at a moment's notice has thus to find sends the devil scurrying to his work, merely this : to take the people whose 
a way out of a sooiningly insuperable So tlio busy scene continues till at business it is to supply the needs of 
difficulty, Tho map ho is preparing for last a wet proof-sheet reaches the Editor others and occasionally force similar 
tlio next day’s issue is before him and in his palatial apartment, iillod with needs upon them. For instance, to 
the telephone at his ear. Trained to costly furniture and hung with valuable make an architect now and then live in 
meet all emergoiicios, his decision is works of art. Throwing away his cigar a dwelling-house ; which obviously he 
instantaneous; lie hangs up the rheciver and abstractedly assuming gold-rimmed never does now. To make a theatro- 
and begins work witliout delay, pince-nez^ lie scans tho sheet witli a manager occasionally try to see and 

A few minutes later and eacn of the deliberate air, and almost instan- hear a play from tho gallery. To make 
two Tchivtzes is indicated by a circle ; taneously tho marvellous brain which a hotel-proprietor now and ^then stay 
around one of them are shown graphic- lias raised him to liis lofty position notes in a hotel. Then, since a man reineni- 
ally, by means of arrows, triangles, the defect. IJiula-resth.vid St. Peters- hers his own discomforts, possibly 
squares and oi)longs, the disposition burg. A terrific battle is ragmg at something migl^t ho done, 
and recent movenicnts 
of the Turkish and Bul- 
garian forces ; around 
tho other are shown 
similarly tho disposi- 
tion and recent move- 
ments of the Turkish 
and Greek forces. Tlion , 
ho picks up a big brusln 
loads it with Chinese 
wliito, and waits. . . . 

Waits I Tho tension 
is almost intolerable, 
but at longtli tlio hell 
clangs jarringly. “ Arc 
you there, Pearce ? *’ 
sounds tho hoarse voice. 

The Bulgarians have 
driven hack the right 
wing of the Turkish 
anny." Down comes 
tho brush witli a splasli, 
and the more southerly 
Tchivtz is obliterated, 
arrows, triangles, 
squares, oblongs and all. 

J n tho room I30I0 w, tho 
first instalment of the 
telegram has continued 



"Iloo 18 IT, jEKMiCR, THAT YP. WAK* BIC AN ENAI 11 MOU 8 TIVOFIT AFP YKR 
POTATOES? YJ'JH miClfl IB LOWPB THAN ONY ITHBB IN THU TOON AND YK MAK’ 
EXTUA WEDUCT10N8 I'XJB YER FUKENDS." 

“Weed, ye see, I knck^k afp twa bhuxtn’b a ton becaubb a cubtomkr is 

A FREEND O* VINE, AN* THEN I JIST TAK* TWA UUNDEIIT-WEIOIIT AFP THE TON 
DECAUSE I *M A FREEND O* IllS.** 


“ Or tliero is irony. 
Perhaps the hotel pro- 
prietor is tho worst 
case, so wo might begin 
withliim. * My dear Sir,* 
I sliould say, ' would it 
bo very indiscreet of 
mo to solicit tho favour 
of being, shown your 
own bedroom ? Your 
hotel is so remarkably 
well fitted that it would 
give me the greatest 
satisfaction to see how 
your own private needs 
are cared ior.* 

He would accept the 
bait and loud tl>o way. 

“ * So you road in 
bed ? * I should say. 
‘ Does your doctor not 
object? Ah ! well, you 
don't mind if he does. 
But for other people’s 
eyes you have more con- 
sideration, and that, of 
course, is why in my 
room there is no read- 
ing-lamp and Vho light 
is fixed over tho win- 
dow. Jt is very solici- 
tous of you. 

“ ‘ Again, J observe tliat you have an 
electric bell wliich you touch while in 
I liave to get out of bed 
Here, again, 1 thank 
you, for nothing so conduces to fat as 


to galvanise tho lino of 
sub-editorsintoactivity. 

One, formerly a brilliant Wrangler at Tchrviz (/ Tchivtz)” runs tho message 
Cambridge, is frenziedly working out as it is reverently removed from tlic 
statistics, a table of logarithms open presence of tlie great man. 

beside him. Another has his head At St. Martin’s-lo-Grand tho little bed ; whereas 

buritd in a History, whilo his fingers brass machine continues to reel out to ring mine, 
play fantastically on tho back of his tape; tho attendant runs faster and 
iiecK. Another turns feverishly tho faster till a smell of burning Icatlior lying in l)cd, and the activity forced on 
pages of an Encyclopaxlia. Another pervades tho building ; and witli every one by tlio distance of tho boll is no 
witli knitted brows and projecting line of tho long telegram the newspaper doubt a gieat benelit to mo.* And so on. 
tongue is writing hoadlines. “ Titanic office vibratos and quivers wdih renewed “ And then there is venomous direct- 
Struggle — The Destiny of Turkey-in- vitality. ness: ‘Why on earth can’t you have 

Burope in the Balance — Appalling And'next morning Uiousands of phleg- the sense to realise that it is as easy to 
Slaughter —Will the Power.s inter- raatic Englishmen prop their papers 
vene / — KisJuetP Anotlior with pursed against their colTee-pots and plunge into 
lips is composing an introduction, the football nows. 

“ A telegram frmn Buda-Pesth, vid 5=== 

.y iWsiitn/. reports that a areal .. ^ 

battle is taking place at ichrvtz quality to be superior to 3910. 11.44 ft.m. 

('/ Tchiviz). ^Whatever the result of this GleaiUBofho^w have almost entirely vanished.’* 
engagement, H cannot fail to have a Planters Qaectte (Mauritius), 

profound and far-reaching effect upon Still, one can always refuse them. 


put a bell close to tho bed as far from 
it, and that no ono can read with tho 
light opposite, dazzling tho eyes. Hero, 
give me tho bill and let me find a civil- 
ised place r '* 


Facts worth noting. 

Tho Dilayor haa granted the free use of the 
Topid liatbs to the members of tho Baptist 
CoiifcrtTice during their stay in Chriatchurcb.'* 




ODE TO AN INDOORS WARBLER 

On Lliou who, vvlien the skies are giay 
And on the leailess bouf^lis a-poise 
No feath(‘r('(1 sonj^slers pipe their lay 
(In point of fact, the other day 
I eluiijced on Konici down Epping way 
MakiTig a nir.j old noise ; 

Still, for the purposes of song, 

Tho woods iivi) silent as my hat ; 

Old Winter with his frost-hound thong 
Has cowed and ciushed I ho foathc*ry 
throng ; 

This being clear, we’ll get along) — 

Oh thou \vho,^calm and fat, 

While all tho W(^ods witliout are stark, 
Hero in ilm gonial house, 

More glorious tlian tho rising lark, 
Verger of heaven’s dome and clerk, 
That sttains the neck so inucli to mark 
(Thus differing from the grouse), 

More hmeful than the nightingale, 

The blackbird or tho thrush, 

Or wIjAtsoe’er wild pools pali\ 
Instructed by Olie Daily Mail 
That Spring-tide Haunts it in the vale, 
(jo4efttly forth to flush ; — 

Ah, kettle! lutanist sans wings 
(1 reach my point at last), 


Forth from thy lungs w'liat rapture 
springs ! 

What ecstasy ! wliilst ^fary brings 
The toast anti buUertMl scones and things 
Tliat form my scant repast. 

Thou warbler, frojji whoso li(pu<l throat 
Huch melodies emerge 
As never a hard whom I can qiudo 
Has dared to ape on lyre nor oat 
Nor Pan-pipes [humorous — At^tiiou’k 
Noi'nJ , 

So splendidly they surge; - 

Ilerow'ilh I hymn thoo. Thou caiist 
slake 


Tlnne is tho cup that chtws our woe 
But not iiichriatcs. 

a ;• :i' >> 

Fled is that music. Do I la^o or nuup.‘ 
No longer from thy H]>out 
Strains of tho Pl!ilr)m<^la stauip 
Clonus eddying forth ; thogul>ascanq»‘ 
She never lllls the spirit lamp; 

The llamo is going cuit 1 l lvoi:- 

The imdorhUiuding with tUTinany 
improves daily. Tlie Ahnuiuu'li <f>"r 
Lust iff ni hU'itior, of ikniin, has npjms- 
priated as many tlnee drawings 
from Pfuiih (m one case not even 


Tho feverish pool’s caro 
And waft him to that 1/jthc-lako 


IrouhJing lo re < haw tlu^ picture), and 
HO far j'cgards the }>rop0rty of n^al 


By willow’s lumunc<l ; come, letino lak<’, fiiends as Itcing held in common that 
Ere thou canst boil, a piece of cake it makes no *u knowledgmnnt of the 
And sit in von arm-oluiir. convi'yancc. 


Sing on. I would not break thy tln all 
Thou earriost tlio mind 
To sandwiches that softer fall 
Than snowflakes on an Oread’s pall, 
And muffins dank. I take tiiem ull, 
Though Imrinful to tho wind. 

Still onwaid let thy numbers flow : 

With thee to Eden’s gates, 

With thee to far Cathay I go, 

Not charioted by Bacchus; no— 


From a letter to Thd A)rhilrih 
Journal: * 

‘’S r, ^Vhat lavHUH diHcuHMou jotstirU* 
in;< atv^s of riiv’ts * Rui^l> 
know Avlmti (nrrv h hoot 1 m\v in Uu- Ainl 
i,drn cnt» of luailu uirtOi , ihsit thi‘ 
area of a cinio 

Not being an arclut<u 1* o^hI t||avmg M*- 
gotten what wo 1cm at as V sclwd- 
boy, wo thought the aiv?a a circle 
equals r. , ♦ 
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PUNCH* OR THE LONDON CHARn^4RL 


MORE SUCCESSFUL LIVES* 

III- — ^Thb Maonate. • 

It was in October, 19 — that the 
word •• Zinc ** first began to bo hoard in 
financial circles. City men, pushing 
their dominoes regretfully away, and 
murmuring •* Zinc " in apologetic tones, 
wore back in their ofticos by three 
o’clock, forgetting in thoir hasto to 
leave tho usual twoponce under the* cup 
for tlie vraitrosa. Clubmen, glancing at 
tho tape on their way to tho smoking- 
room, said to their neighbours, Zinc 's 
moved a point, I see,” before covering 
themsolves up with The Times, In tho 
trains, returning husbands asked each 
other loudly, “ What 's all this about 
zinc?’* — all save tlie very innocent 
ones, who whispered, “ I say, what is 
zinc exactly?” Tho music-halls took 
it up. No sooner had the word “ Zinc ” 
left tho lips of an acknowledged 
comedian than the house was in roars 
of laughter. The furore at the Collod ium 
wlion Octavius Octo, in his world- 
famous part of tlio landlady of a 
hoarding-house, remarked, ** 1 know 
why my ole man's so late. * E 's buying 
zinc,” is still remombored in tbe bars 
round Piccadilly. 

■if rr ^l■ * 

To explain it properly it will be 
necf'.ssary (my readers will bo alarmed 
to hmr) to go back ' some thirty 
years. This, as a simplo calculation 
shows, takes us to June, 18 -. It 
was in Juno, tH -- that Felix Moses, a 
stout young man of attractive appear- 
ance (if you care for tliat style), took 
his courage in both Juuuls, and told 
Pliyllida Sloan tliat ho was wortli ten 
thousand a year and was changing Ins 
UMine to Mounh^nay. Mias Sloan, 
seeing that it was Iho beginning of a 
]iroposal, said liastily that she was 
changing hers to Abraham. 

** You 're marr} ing Leo Ahi'aham ? ” 
asked Felix in amazement. “Ah!” 
A gust of jealousy swept over him. He 
licked Ins lips. There was a danger- 
OUR look in Ids eyes - a look that was 
destined in after days to make Fmpc'rors 
and rival hnaneiers quail. “ Ah ! " lie 
said softly. ‘^Jjoo Abraham! 1 shall 
not forget 1 ” 

■v'f w -’(• 

And now it will he necessary (my 
readers will bo relieved to learn) to jump 
forward some ilurty years. This obvi- 
ously takes us to Hopternher It) — . Jjot 
us on tliis fmo September morning 
take a peep into “ No. — , Throgrimllo 
Street, JkC.,” and see how tlio business 
of the mother city is canded on. 

On the fouijth floor we come to the 
sanctum of tho great man himself. 
“Mr. Felix ^Moimtenay — No admit- 
tance,” is painted ^upon the outer door. 


It is a name which is known and feared 
all over Europe. Mr. Mountenay's pri- 
vate detective stands on one side of tho 
door ; on the other side is Mr. Mounte- 
nay’s private wolf-hound. Murmuring 
tho word “Press,” howwer, we pass 
Im'ttily through, and find ourselves be- 
fore Mr. Mounfonay himself. „ Mr. 
Mountonay is at work; let us watch 
him througli a typical five minutes. 

For a moment ho stands meditating 
in tho middle of tho room. Kings 
are tottering on tlieir thrones. Empires 
hang upon his nod. What will ho 
decide? Suddenly he blows a cloud of 
smoko from his cigar, and rushes to the 
tolephono. 

“Hallo I Is that you. Jones? . . . 
What are Margarine I’refs. at? . . . 
What? . . . No, Margarine Vrofs., idiot. 

. . . A!) I Then sell. Kfjep on selling 

till I toll you to stop. . . . Ye^s.” 

He liangs up tlio receiver. For two 
minutes ho paces the room, smoking 
rapidly, lie stops a moment . . . .but 
it is only to remove his cigar-band, 
which is in danger of burning. JThon 
ho rosumes his pacings. Another 
minute goes rapidly by. Ho rushes to 
the lelophono again. 

“Hallo! Is that you, Jones? . . . 
What are Margarine Prefs. down to 
!iow ? . . . Ah I Then buy. Keep on 
buying. ... Yes.” 

IIo hangs up tho receiver. Py this 
mastor-stroko he has made a quarter 
of a million. It may seem to you or 
me an easy way of doing it. Ah, hut 
what, wo must ask ourselves, of tlu^ 
great brain that conceived the idea, the 
foresiglit which told tlm exact moment 
when to put 1 ( 1 ^ into action, the cool 
courage which seized tho inomnnt — 
what of tho grasp of alTairs, tho know- 
ledge of men ? Ah 1 Can we grudge 
it iiim that he earns a quaiter of a 
million more quickly than we do? 

Yet Mr. l<oIix Mountonay is not 
happy. When we have brought off a 
coup for a Inindied thousand even, \ve 
smile gaily. Mr. Mounteniiy did not 
smile. l<’iercely lie hit another inch off 
his cigar, and muttered to himself. 

Tlie words were “1^30 Abraham! 
Wait!” 

■;?> -jf -K- 

This is positively tho last row of 
stars. Lot us take advantage of them 
to jump forward another month. It 
was October 1st, 19 — . (If that was 
a Sunday, then it was October 2nd. 
Aiiyhow% it was October.) 

Mr. Prolix IMountonay was sleeping in 
hi.s oflico. P’or once that iron brain 
red axed. He h ad made a 1 i t tie over tl iree 
million in the last month and the strain 
was too much for iiira. But a knock 
at tho door restored him instantly to 
his own cool self. 


** I beg your pardon, Sir,” said his 
secretary, “but somebody is selling 
zinc.” 

The word “ Zinc ” touched a chord in 
Mr. Mountenay’s brain which had lain 
dormant for yeai-s. Zinc! Why did 
zinc remind him of Leo Abraham? 

“ I'^tch the Fjncyclopccdia Britannica, 
quick!” ho cried. 

Tho seci’otary, a man of herculean 
build, returned with somo of it. With 
tho luck which proverbially ijtioncls 
rich men, Mr. Mountonay picked up 
the “ Z ” volume at once. As. he read 
the Zinc article it all came back to 
him. Loo Abraham had owned an 
empty zinc-mine! Was his enemy in 
liis clutches at last ? 

“ Buy ! ” ho said briefly. 

In a fortnight tho secretary had 
returned. 

“ Well,” said Mr. Mounienay, “have 
yon bought a.ll the zinc there is ? ” 

“ Yes, Sir,” said the secretary. “ And 
a lot that there isn’t,” he added. 

“Good!” He paused ‘ a moment. 
“ When Mr. Leo Almiham calls,” ho 
added grimly, “ show him up at once.” 

It was a month later that a hag- 
gard man climbed the stairs of No. 
'J’lirognoedio Street, and was shown 
into Mr. Mountenay’s room, 

“Well,” said 11)0 financier softly, 
“ what can 1 do for you ? ” 

“ I want some zinc,” said Leo Aber- 
gavenny, 

“Zinc,” said Mr. Mountonay with a 
smile, “ is a million ])ounds a ton. Or 
an acre, or a gallon, or however you 
prefer to buy it,” Jic added luimorously. 

Leo went white. 

“ You wish to ruin rno ? ” 

“I do. A promise I made to your 
wife some years ago.” 

“ My wii'o? ” cried Leo. “ V^Hiat do 
you moan ? 1 'm not mari ied.” 

It was Mr. Mountenay’s turn to go 
white. He went it. 

“ Not mar) iod ? Hut M iss Sloan ” 

Mr. Leo Al>ergavenny sat df)wn and 
rnoppofl his face. 

“ I don’t know what you mean,” lie 
said. “I asked Miss Sloan to marry 
mo, and told Jier I w‘as changing my 
name to Abergavenny. And she said 
that s1k 3 was changing hers to Moses. 
Naturally I thought- ” 

“ Stop ! ” cried Mr. Mountonay. He 
sat down heavily. Something seemed 
to have gone out of his life ; in a moment 
the world was empty. Ho looked up 
at his old rival, and forced a laugh. 

“ Well, well,” he said ; “ she deceived 
us both. Lot us drink to our lucky 
escape.” Ho rang the bell. 

“ And then,” he said in a purring 
voice, “ we can have a littltf talk 
about zinc. After all, business is still 
business.” A. A, M. 
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WHY I WAS OSTBACISED. 

(Interesting Intervicfo with Aristides.) 

A PAPYRUS recently discovered in 
Egypt, and deciphoi-ed at the British 
Museum, tarns out to bo a cutting from 
the Athenian 'Ao-tiJ/) containing an inter- 
view between a representative of that 
journal and Aristides iininecl lately 
after the announcement of tho hostile 
verdict of his fellow-citizens. By the 
kindnegs of Sir F. G. Kenyon, wo are 
enabled to lay heforo our readers a trans- 
lation of* this interesting document. 

Aristides, who appears to have been 
quite unmoved by the result, attributed 
his ostracism partly to his opposition 
to tho foreign policy of Themibtoolks, 
hut chiefly to the irritation produced by 
his integrity and independence. “ Ever 
since I entoi-ed public life," ho observed, 
“my official relations with my Party 
liavo been most unsatisfactory. Tho 
fiist occasion was wlien I was ordered 
by the Whip (Mtidnf) to march into 
a certain lobby, and was told that was 
my lobby, when I asked what I was 
voting for. I replied that it could not 
bo imf lobby, as it was tho property of 
tho State ; also, that 1 had never been 
i?i tho habit of taking orders of that 
kind. Tho Whip replied by calling me 
an ‘ execrable ass ' (ovos irafifiiapos). Since 
then the jealousy and antagonism of 
my colleagues hav(» been acute and un- 
remitting. The attitude of the official 
party press towards me may be judged 
by tho fact that they liavo not hesitated 
lo accuse me of dilatation of the cranium 
and havo ondoavourod 
to exciU3 odium against mo on the 
score of my side- whiskers.” 

Asked if ho were dowm-hcarted, Aris- 
tides replied : “ Oi’x iJuKrv I [ay)parontly 
a cant plirase of the day] , Aristides is 
all right. Jii the first ])laco, this ostra- 
cism was not enforced on me. 1 volun- 
tarily proposed it as a moans of testing 
my j>opularity and securi-ng a niaiitlate 
for those measures in wliieh I am 
specially interested. If the vote had 
gone in my fa\oiir, my j)osition would 
have been nnassailablo. Themis- 
TOC'LES would Kilmost ctMtainly havo 
Ijad to resign. As it is 1 am most 
favourably circumstanced. J cannot 
accept tho vote as a representative or 
conclusive indication of tho views of 
tho domocratty, and for various reasons 
I demand a recount of the oyster shells. 
To begin with, a mimhor of those cast 
against me w^cro broken and therefore 
invalid. Again, it was not clearly 
stated* before tho voting that oysters 
with contents might not be used, and 
the disallowing of a nuinhoi* of such 
oysters (including several with full 
beards) whicli were recorded in my 
favour was a gross piece of unfairness. 



iij 




fiW 

"J .'■'■.'■V' jx i'S 






BillH \ U^ A:, 

Ki|i% ' ■/ ■ 'lA 










AT THE 18 th. 

Patient Host (after rcpeateit thnmpn from bvtow). "T K.vv, ch.d chaV, tuj' ii>k< a 

IS Al.L 1110111’, liUT 1 THINK \OV’ ’J.l. KIND 'JllJW IH TlfK (jrKHOiiHT WAV JO TDK \ » J H.DOl-bl<, t *' 


Again, 1 havo reason to believe tiiat on 
previous occasions ‘ natives ' were al ways 
allowed to count double, hut this rule 
was also disregarded. TIuib 1 Jiavo not 
only the consciousncHs of innocence, 
hut contempt for tho inoialily and 
mentality of my enemies, my us-otMali s, 
and my colleagues to sustain mo in my 
temporary absence fiom politics. bVom 
this point of view my ostracism is not 
a defeat hut a triumph. It ministers , 
to my solf-rospcct and to that of those 
who say with me, tifimp to OrjXv. 1 w as 
defeated because 1 was too just, to suc- 
ceed. Tho result spells no (lisgMico foi* 
Aristides; on tlie contrary, it sjudls 
my eternal honour. My name fiT in 
this liour Jiocomes world-wide as the 
champion of freedom.” 

Our Sporting Prophets. 

“ llathica, if bo can go right away in front, 
and stay there, might home.” 

Vaihj Chronicle, 


A Pact. 

Eckni-'. - Itopal Courtfi of JHt*ti>'r^ tVor ‘K^th, 
Counsel {tHijoesovcty). 'I’lo' 

Irani was Inivfnnjg an hour, 

is, gcnlU'iiuii j»f Uu' -luJV, no Icwh than 
100 >(D HI VJ t.'s onds, J Loi’d, 

N<iu Will tind ih:it rfirm t 

Jlis Loidshi/o 1 I'.i^nuot h.jv Uint 1 h'i\0 
nifi'luHl jti out, Mr 

Connsrl, ( >li ! il. is fa n , ni) Lo/d- I 

n‘jnr!ri)hiT<'(1 lUai lUjintT whvj oossun KH) 
\ irdn 111 10 wnr-MKl* i, g«nng al Jt>U{.;hlv 'iO 
ijiilfM an hour, I hat it mutter of 

tioduf (,jnu. y\s 1 w ih h.iying, g^'UtK’'nn^n of 
thi) .iuiy . , . 

Why aiotlu'V (’idled comiSol”? 


Smauhed in the Pont.^’ • 

“ Houghly, IKK) i-xtiu nu n rlonl whii nxtra 
jiarurl |»oat jii thf (hlM> duijii;,. 
vNt'rk.” London Magii inc, 

Very rouglily, wd- Iiuvh ofUm thought. 

“Mr. ‘ - >\!iH iidiK-mli d 
at Jlalliol.“' Ihulyi <ho)>hir. 

“ Was at Harrow au*l is Wni|g eduvuUAd 
at Ballicil,” is wliat^we any at Oxford, « 
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'JCAB IXIS TICLUN’ 01’ VKR, CCXIIUEUT? COMK UNDER AIIT O* THE RAIN, CAN't VElt 1 ’ 


now rOETKY CAME TO THE 
COUESE. 

‘•Now, ladioH, if you really want 
something to do,*' said the owner, 
•*namo my throe yearlings for me,’* 

••Oh, Jiow delightful 1" they ex- 
claimed in one voice. 

•‘ Butronioinbt‘r,”lie continued, “fliat 
tho iiaines sliould he good ones. The 
year after next, one of them may run 
in the Eerby, and no horse with a had 
name ever won that.'* 

Of course," said tho first lady. 
** But who would give a beautiful race- 
hoi'so a common namo ’? ’* 

••Lots of people,** said tlio owner. 
•• There 's a horse at this moment called 
•Done in the Eye.’ '* 

Tho ladies shuddered. 

•• You 'll got nothing like tliat from 
mo,** said tlio second lady, “I can 
proiniso you. I shall find you a lovely 
romantic name, all melod y and fragrance. 
What do you say, for example, to— to 
•T^ristram * ? *’ 

“‘Hyacinihus,* ** .said llie second lady. 

•• Or • Saladin * ? ’* said the third. 

“Charming, charming 1'* replied tho 
owner. •* There *s only one criticism 1 
should make; all three ot tho horses 
are fillies.** ^ 

•^WomenV names," said the first 
lady, •* are more beautiful than mon*s. I 


have chosen one for my filly already — 

• Undine ’ — the wonderful water-nymph 
of FouquA's story. Could there be a 
more magical name than 'Undino*? 
It will bring music to the race-card, 
poetry to tlio course.** 

•* And my choice is * Thalia,* tho Muse 
of idyllic verso/’ said the second lady. 

‘•And mine," said tho third, ** is tho 
most fragile and exquisite of flowers — 

• Atiemone.’ ’* 

“ Eiglit-0," said the owmer, and wrote 
them down. 

# 

Two years later the fillies were all 
running in various races. 

“*Erc you arc. Sir," cried the book- 
makers. “Eight to ono ‘The liar*! 
Two liuiulred to a pony, • The liar ’ 1 " 

“ Sixes ' Any money * I " they shouted. 
•‘Now, then,’* they yelled; “here’s 
your chance. Twelve to one against 

• Undone ’ 1 Twelve to one ‘ Undone ’ 1 " 


Our Sherlock Holmeses. 

The Ti)ws, commenting on the recent 
pillar-box outrages, says : — 

“III view of the adoption of very similar 
niothodrt previously hy known woman RufErag- 
i$tR, and the no] icy of damage to property 
openly eudorsod by the militant leaders of the 
suffrage movomeut, tho authorities entertain 
certain suRpicioiis. 

Ai'en’t they quick 7 


UNEOETUNATE ME. 

Said friends, “ This rule of going to 
school 

A little monotonous gets ; , 

]>t’s go and play in tho wwds to ! 
day " — 

Said 1, in agreement, •‘lAit’s." . . . 
In a poac-licr's snare Jack cauglifc a hare, 
Dick’s catapult whizi'ed and /Hashed, 
Tom tickled a trout and tossed him out, 
And I was the boy they tliraslial. 

Said friends, •• This towm must respect 
the gow n 

Of a gentleman collogo-hrcd ; 

Ijet 's raise the flag for a good old 
• rag * "— 

“ Why certainly, let‘-H 1 " I said. . . , 
Witli a foarsomo cry tliey stormed the 
“High," 

And into policemen sailed ; 

Dick, Tom and Jack came jubilant back, 
And I w as tho youtJi they jailed. 

Said friends, “ It *8 plain to tho dullest 
brain 

That drones in the hive must die; 

Let ’s blow in tho air each millionaire"- - 
“ Let *8 do it at once,’* said I. . . . 
Jock was the man who made itie plan, 
And Dick was the man who flung 
The horrible bomb (contrived by Tom), 
And I was the man iliey hung. 
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“JiOrND AND ROUND KNaAGF.D IN TUM mOCliJKS OP LKHIRI.ATDlN.'’ 


IfouFie of JjOrds, Mondaif, Novrmhrr 
25 . — 'Dio Hpuakkii, wlioso jiaXionco 
ihroii^li waHlo of timo and icnipor that 
abitujilly rinirkK Qnostion liour is inar- 
vt^llous, fooling iiofossity of dnivving 
flio lino loinowlioro, expressed opinion 
earlier in the Session that eight ques- 
tion s placed upon the j)aper for a single 
silting were enough for any able-bodied 
man. CouKidering that individual Mcrn- 
bei’s form but a six-hundred-and-soven- 
tieth part of whole Assembly, limitation 
does not seem niggardly. 

To-day LocKnii IjAmpson liad nine. 
JIad they bocsi l^jinpod t.ogetlier the 
Si’KAK nil's eagle t^yc would doubtless 
have fallen upon the flouting of his 
authority and he w^ould hav(3 acted 
accordingly. By ingenious device Ij.-Il 
avortod calamity, f^istributed his stock 
over various pages, wdu3rol)y enormity 
of offence was not obtruBm\ Moro- 
ove)r, tempering valour with discretion, 
he did not appear in person. Absenting 
himself *110 induced iliat child of nature, 
Hir William Bull, back again after 
brief enforced retirement, to put the 
questions for him. 

This pretty well for the Commons. 
In same field Lords triumphantly 


asserted supremacy of hereditary prin- 
ciple. When to-day they riMissomhlcul, 
invigorated by a week’s holiday, they 
found upon notice ])apor no fewer 
than forty-eight qu<;stions standing in 
roiiTSMOUTii’H name ! A Longer Cate- 
cliism, it was drafted with di^sire to lay 
bare the secret places of tla^ n’orritoi ial 
Army. 

Oiaractoristic of catholicity of mind 
of a Statesman wdio has in succession 
sat on both sides of the House that 
PouTSivTOUTii did not addn^sH his in 
terrogations to a particular Minister. 
Ho rose “to ask Hih Ma-iksta^’h Govern- 
mcuit the following quest ions.” It was 
for thorn to settle among lliemselvffs 
who should bo put forward to malm 
wliatever lialting excuse was ])ossihl(» 
for the abject state of things im^icalt.d 
in the Catechism. On one matter ho 
was, liowever, imperative. 

“ I must," he said, “ insist upon 
having categorical reply to each ques- 
tion." 

Never since stacking his musket, 
unbuckling his swwd, ha quitted the 
War Office for the Woolsack, did 
Haldane so greatly rejoice. But for 
this transmogrification it would have 


fallen t<» his lot to fac(4 the onloal pre- 
pared by the military ex pert, who, tossing 
liiick hiw auburn hicks and living stern 
gaze on Ministorial bench, awaited 
rejily. 1 1 nusouKi.n, compiuatively 
young, superlatively innocent, was 
gently )>uhIhh 1 to th(3 front (riMU Minis- 
Ic'rial Bencii, Jlati linen provided with 
sheets of foolscap, on which were type- 
wri ttnn answers to the Oaterhetm. Not 
to be lured hoyond their limits, hearing 
that forty eight (jiuHtioim might not 
supply Hulficinnt mati'i ial for M imaterial 
c(»gitiition, PouTSMoi 'i'H snpplemonte<l 
lln’inby aHjvneidi in wdiich he suggested 
that “ the I'erritonal Force is meredy a 
sort of sop (brown to a stupid jwditical 
antagonist." 

TIkmo w^as nolhing on HrSHwonKi.i/H 
paptu’ about this. Accordingly dismissed 
it with remark that he“ would Uot folloyv 
the noble Earl into Unit matter " 'riietf 
lie road Ids answers ainl, no on»* show- 
ing disposition to join in convcisaium, 
subject dropped and hiiHinesit was en- 
tered upon. . 

lUnincM dom*. In OcynndHce Oji* 
Hcotcli Temporancii Ibll Gownnutpt 
defeated by (K) votes In 46. Still no 
hint of disposition ifcsign. 
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House of CommouSt Tufisdmj , — For 
two hours and a quarter by WesttninHlor 
clock an average of four hundred and 
fifty gcmileaicii of various ages and 
various weights walked round and 
round the Ix>bl)io.s engaged in process 
of legislation, 

I know now/’ said KiKr40CH“CooKK, 
upon whoso niassivo mind now light is 
over falling, “why tlio word , begins 
with the Ryllahle ‘leg/ We do not 
discuss Bills ; wo walk tlicm into 
shape.’* 

Ilithorto work of guillotine accom- 
plished at singlo stroke delivered at 
specified hour. Difference to - night 
arose consoqucht upon certain amejid- 
monts moved from Treasury Jiouch. 
They were purely ieclniical ; in ordinary 
business aHsombly would liavo been 
accepted without comment, leaving nine 


obstruction the late Mr. Joseph Gtltjs 
Bigoab developed pleasing habit 
designed to impose the greatest incon- 
venience uj>on the larf^c^:t number. 
Loitering about dining-room ho noted 
precise moment when majority of 
iTembei*'^ wore lialfway ibroiigli a 
course of liot meat. Straightway re- 
turning to IIoiiso, ho moved a count, 
compelling loyal Ministerialists to for- 
sake their food and rush off to “ make 
a II use.” 

To-iiigbt there wore a dozen such 
ijiLcrruptions, lengthened by process of 
<livisiot). At sucotSssive Bummons of the 
bell Members hurritKl off* oven as they 
raised to expectant mouth the friendly 
fojk or the soothing spoon. 

Dtisin^ss done , — By discriminating 
and intelligent perambulation of the 
DiviBion Lobbies seven clauses added 


Good as far a« politeness goes* But 
in these matters it behoves those in 
high authority to observe precautions. 
Eyeing documents understood to be 
the writ and return aforesaid, now 
in custody of a peer, Lonn Cjun- 
runnoB shaiply inquired, “Aro Ihoy 
in the same condition as you received 
them in ? *' 

“ They are/* said their custodian, by 
way of precaution taking another look 
at the papers. » 

“ Then hand 'em in/' said the Loud 
Chanckleok decisively, * 

This was done, and straightway 
Ireland’s wrongs were further redressed 
by possession of a new champion of 
her national aspirations. 

Business done . — Coriimons engaged 
on Time-table for Welsh* Church Dis- 
establish inent Bill. Sat up all night 


quarters of an Iiour for discussion of 
vital questions arising upon clauses. 
But wo are not an ordinary 
busin(3ss assoinbly ; so round and 
round the Ijobbies wo toddled. 

There was not oven attraction 
of possibility of damaging 
Government by snap division. 

At close of each promenade - 
“ prolonged pedestrian (exercise ” 
was Mr. Cuau/h portentously 
polite way of lotting it - 
(Jovonunent majority was 
steadily mainlaincd over (bo 
generous margin of 100. 

Incidentally a new \>ord 
adde<l to strictly limited cata- 
logue of authorised I’arliamen- 
tary expressions. (iOLOsmith - 
not The Tm/r//r/' —moving an 
amendment,) )re f acc^d h i s r e i n ai k s 
))y prolonged disipiisition on shortness 
of timo allotted for<liscussion. Verbatim 
report of wliat immediately followed 
affoids glimpse of lofty stylo of cuiTcnt 
debate. 

Voice from Below Gangway opposite: 
“ Hurry up.” 

Gknuhal Carhon, K.C. (always 
effective in retort) : “ Hurry up your- 
selves,” 


to Homo Hulo Bill. over it. 

House of Lords, Thursday.- Whilst 



A PERFECT CURE. 


AfU r “ prolonged podcBtrian ox ;rcHe.“ 

(Sir (’J.KMKNT KIXI.OCII-C0OICIJ.) 

in anotlier place light spasmodically 
stagnates round 1 lomc Rule Bill, I reland, 
“ all unbeknownst,” has been endowed 
with repiT'senfaiion by a new Peer of 
Parliament. Knowledge of fact brought 
to light in almost empty House, Noble 
Lords not having yet assembled in Xoi’ce. 
Lord CnANC^KiifiOu seated in state on 
Wt:olsack ; luilf-a-dozen peers scattered 
about re<l benches. Clerk at Table, 


A STRIKE wai^ threafconod- 
and a strike meant ruin] 

Eric Goodman, the young 
manager of the great iron-works, 
leant over the senior partner as 
bo sat at liis desk, and breathed 
earnestly on the back of his 
head. But when ilie inflexible 
old man sat up and made faces 
and thi.mped the lodger Eric 
knew tl)a/ further argument 
Mould be useless. Uo backed 
to tho door, lie gave one frenzied 
glance at the coiling cornice, 
and vanished from the room. 

Outside, tho senior partner’s 
daughter Mary— -taking advan- 
tage of tho gardener’s temporary ali- 
scuce — w''as galhermg nil the tall tigo. - 
lilics in tho gaiden. With a^slieaf of 
them ill her arm and lier hat hanging 
by its lihaiids, sho pirouetted suddenly 
and faced young Eric Goodman in coy 
surprise. 

She had a nice profile, and the hand 
sho laid imploringly on tho young 
follow’s arm was white and shapely. 


Captain Snodorass Cuvia (his coat 
still on): “ Wo liave only a few minutes 
and YOU keep on shouting like a lot of 
jackals.” 

Probably had Ihe gallant Captain 
used tho word “jackasses” Chaiumvx 
would have intei*posod and sternly 
ordered wilhdraw^al of offensive word. 
“Jackals” affords almost as much 
relief to justly aggravated juind and 
has advantage of enjoying tacit ap- 
proval of tho Chair. 

Perambulatovy pei;formanco lasting 
from half-pa.it seven np to approach to 
ton o’clock litevally bovemd dinner-hour. 
Attempts to snatch a meal lo<l to 
tragic scones. Pn height of Paniollito 


casually looking i-ound, secs at Bar 
Something or Somebody, With startled 
countenance leaves his chair iuul by 
hurried steps advances to Woolsack. 
Addresses inaudible remark to Lord 
CiiAN(’Ki.DOR, He, prepared for any 
emergency, instantly produces three- 
eornered cap and claps it on lop of 
his wig. 

TIujreupon announcement audibly 
made that Clerk ov the Crown and 
Hanai’EU In Ireland stands at tho Bar, 
l)rin«|ing with him WTit and return of 
election of Lord Decies as a represen- 
tative poor for Ireland. Him JjORD 
Chvnoellou salutes by laising his 
black cap. 


But Eric luid been drilled to play a 
manly part. No turbing back for Inm 
— no dalliance beyond a light kiss on 
her finger-tips; then, raising liis Trilby 
hat, li3 w’ont to face tlio storm. 

II. 

The high gates of the works sundered 
and forty infuriated men rushed out. 

Black Bill was the ringleader — Black 
Bill, who disdained to wear a waistcoat 
and wlio had not shaved for quite three 
days. Undaunted by these proofs of 
the man’s innate brutality, Eric Good- 
man held his head higk — yet not so 
high, unfortunately, but that Black 
Bill could reach it with a hammor. 

For an instant after his fall the 
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Weary Countryman. “ Av ye tlaze, Sour, could yb carry mb wid ye to Oarlow?** 

Bargee. ‘‘Faix an’ 1 MioHT. Would yb work ymr passage? ’* Countryman. an* I 

Bargee. *‘Wfjx, I’ll take ye. Qo ’long wid yez ih promt tderr, and duivb tue house wiulw uruttiroF on 

LOAUD AMD OETS ME SUPPER READY.” 


ruQjari bent over him, visibly surprised 
at tlu3 success of his blow, yet not in 
the least remorseful. Then, with one 
consent, forty men turned and ran 
away, to establish a plausible alibi. 

The next momerjt Mary, rid of her 
lilios and languors, camo upon the 
scone and stooped over tlie prostrate 
man and felt for his heart. No - yes, 
ho lived 1 

III. 

They put liiin to bed in the senior 
partner’s drawing-room, to the evident 
distress of the ])utler, who was further 
mortiliod by having to hold a pudding- 
basin. Into this'Mary gingerly dipped 
a handkerchief and bound it round the 
unconscious man’s hood. 

And then he came — the Doctor : a 
man, }Ou would judge, cool almost 
to the point of exasperation, lie put 
a black bag on a chair, he slowly peeled 
of his gloves, ho smiled a slightly 
amused smile. Then ho touched the 
improvised bandage with his foroiingor. 
Yes, tlmt was right as far us it went, 
but it was not enough. 

There was a moment of strained ex- 
pectancy, and the Doctor firmly opened 
ni.s bag. That done, he sat down and 
liftedThe patient s wrist. 


” Jf ho opens his eyes in two minutes 
ho will live.’* That was the verdict. 

It was tlie crisis. . . . 

The dread peciod of suspense began, 
The senior partner tried to hido his 
manly emotion and a loyal workman 
wept unaffectedly into the bend of his 
arm. 

Mary clasped her hands, peaked her 
pretty eyebrows, and stared straight be- 
fore her, her li| is moving. Could he sa vc 
him ? Ho would do what trained skill 
could do, at all events. No one, seeing 
his calmly imperturbable face, could 
doubt his confidence in the Open Jiag 
treatment. It had cured so many 
others ; why should it fail with Kric */ 

So ho held on devotedly to his 
patient's wrist the slow seconds 
ticked away, till the last was registeied. 

”Tim 0 l" There was a stir ^ in the 
bod. Punctual to the moment, Erie 
opened his eyes. Th • crisis was past I 

Then the good doctor rose and gently 
shut his bag. 

Without medicaments, witfiout carv- 
ing-knives or things, he had made one 
more lightning cure. Even the butler 
seemed favourably impressed. 

And now for a timely suggestion : 
if our regular practitioners refuse to 


work tlio Act, let tiu) Britfinh Medical 
Association take heed, livm though the 
Faculty fails us the of civiliza- 

tion are not yet exhausted, iJcrUinly, 
no one would grudge licking stamps to 
Bocuro the services of that inateidesB if 
sliglitly unorthodox hoah'r of men • 
the Cinematograph Doctoi. 

Pai' for OourmetB. 

" OroWR by ft r ut \VitkiOibiim, Kent, 

ft nulisli lOJlb., and '\A lOJin. ta length, 

and IDiti. in cirrunifcrence. Allowing one 
pound bir ('lu li p<'rM'n, tlii« radiHh woiilri pro- 
vi<ln a inciil for li-n jM>rsi»uH, and tlUftvrt) would 
fttill ho soMio to apHio/’ 

How this In ingH it hunie to oucl 

“ A t.'iilor-iMiub' in ft light fitifttk, with a 
])rrl.ty bioiiKo, will lont inoro tltau ut the 
inoHt. A tailor rnado in a light ftWk*. with ft 
pretty blouse, Will oust a htllomcilfo ” 

JhihUn Kii0iin(j 

What is the limit? Wo Hhouldn’t like 
to leave out il\o pretty hloutswi^ 

** Bnciklo Kf^nt down a yuvltf-r wbioh 

ftoomed to Ixr coining i*tiaig!it his hoad. 
Bbannaii, being hunuuL ^ avnia tHift 

Hhot.” — tjapan ( '/o onwb% 

You sliould «©(» him fling Inmsclf on the 
ground to avoid ^ fieyi o half volloy. | 
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THE CHINESE LETTER-FILE. 

‘‘Fkanchsca/* I Baid, do you slant! thoro so 

silently ? Can it be that yon are dividing your sndft mind 
now liitlw, now thither— tliat, in fact, you iiro doubting 
what to do? 

“You have guo'ised it/’ said I'l'ancesca. “I cannot 
decide where to put this loiter.’’ 

“ Is it an impoilant letter? " 

“It is,” said hrancoBca; “most iinporlant.” 

“And you want to be certain cVl’ finding it again?** 

“ J do.’* 

“ Then why not put it in your poehct ? ” 

“ ]\ly pocket ? *' said Francesca. 

“Yen/* 1 said, “your pocket. Swij}g your left hand 
backwards, while you grasp }oiir skirt with your right. 
Now sci'ow youn; body to the loft, at the siiino time dropping 
your head and aliouldcrs until your forehead comes in contact 
with your heels. You now command your pocket and 
should ho able to do what you like with it.’* 

“ Pockets,” said Francesca, “ are not nuiant tor letters.” 

“ Mine are; hut we wdll let iliat pass. What about the 
roan to! piece ? ” 

j “ Wliore the whole world could road it. Thank you.” 

I “Then put it,” I said, “in a vase. Things that are put 
) in vases are always found again. Think of it, Francesca. 
Ten years hence you ^YiU make an incaiilious movement, and 
the vaso wdll ho dashed to the floor and broken into a 
bundred fragments. As you stoop to pick them up you 
will lujticc a piece of paper covered with dust, and you wdll 
realists that it is your dear old letter, left unanswered for 
one Inindrod-aiuhtwcnty moiitlis. You will call mo to 
your side. We shall, so far as our years allow i;s, fly into 
on(3 amithor’s arms and mingle siiclr tears as are left to 
us; and we shall tell the touching story to all our friends. 
Froncenca, it this prospect attnicU you, j)ut the letter in 
the vase,” 

“ No,” said h’ranecsca, “ T cannot b rnr to wail so long.” 
“in Unit case,” I said, “lot vis mingle our tears at oiico 
and liave done with it.” 

“And if you have no heller suggeslioji to makes” said 
Francesca, “pray lot mo think this (|ueHtion out for jnyself.” 

“No, Francesca,” I said, “1 w’ill not. I have anotlior 
plan. It has just occurred to mo. It is an i!)s])iration.” 

“If it is an inspiration,” said Fiancosca, “i don’t want 
to hear any more about it. I know jour inspirations.” 

“Francesca,” I said, “you Hatter yourself. Y'ou do not 
know this one. Do you se>o tliat piece of furniture? ” 

“ What, that old cupboard thing against the wall? ” 

“It is no cupboaid,” I said; “nor, indited, is it old. 1 

I bought it flix months ago. It is a solitl and hundsomo ” 

' “It may be as solid and liandsoino as it likc.s, but what 
; has it got to do w ith iny lellcr?” 

J "Do not,” 1 said, “he peevish. It has everything to do 
I with your letter, for it is one of the best examples of 
. the Chinese Ijettor-Filo and Dill-Repository, as used by 
‘ Sun-Yat-Sen and all the other Young China jiatriots.’* 

“ Well,” said Francesca, “ 1 should liave left it to them, if 
I’d l)een you. You didn’t wMint it.” 

“ Francesca,” I said, “ you arc wrong. Tli6 printed de- 
Vtcription—l have it here — says, ‘ Tlie Chinese Ijotter-Filc 
and Bill-Repository is a solid and Jvandsonie piece of 
furniturd which will add greatly to the amenities of any 
jjontleman’s Study. It has a sliding front and is divided 
■ Into scpanlto compartments, with mnnorous subdivisions 
«for each letter of the alphabet. By an ingenious system 

ofj ’ Bvft perhaps I weary you.” 

“ On the /contrary,” said Francesca, “ you enthral me.” 

^ “ I will skip t\io ingenious system,'* I said, “ but I must 


road the ond : — * Such being the case, the Chinese Letter- 
File is undoubtedly tho most complete as well as the 
cheapest file over plac^fd on tho market,* Wliat do you 
think of that, Francesca ? ” 

“ 1 think,** said Francesca, “ that some pe:>ple are very 
easily taken in.*’ 

“ But I have not mentioned the best part. Franco:ca/* 
I said impressively, “it has been calculated that the 
Chinese Lotter-Filo saves a busy man no loss than two 
hours in every working day.” 

“But you’re not a. busy man,” said Francesca. “Y'ou 
want your time spent, not saved.” 

“Francesca,” 1 said, “it is in fumed oak. IIo<v could 
I resist fmned oak ? ” 

“They are all in fumed oak,” Staid Francesca. “Tho 
point is, have you ever used it ? ” 

“ Used it ? ” I said triiunphaLitly. “ I should think I liavc. 
I filed a letter in it ton days ago.” 

“Then find that letter at once,” said Francesca. 

“ Certainly,” I said. “ Obsono bow cleverly it works. 
I slide up the front — so. All tho compartments are now 
disclosed — A, B, C, and so on. To each of these there are 
twenty sub-clivisions. Now aK jou liave to do is to re- 
member tho name of the writer of tho letter. If it was 
‘Johnson’ you will find the letter snugly tucked aw'ay in the 
laj'cr labelled ‘ Jo,’ and similarly for ‘ Smith * ‘ Robinson.’ ” 

“ Or for the ‘ Archbishop of Caxteruuuy ’ or ‘ Jjord WiL- 
TiOuanBY de**Broke,* ” said Francesca; “hut you haven’t 
found your letter yet.” 

“ No,” I said, “ not yet. But it is getting dark. Let us 
adjourn these proceedings till to-morruw'.” 

“ I want that letter no\v,” said Francesca })itilessly. 

“ Francesca,” 1 said, “ I would do much in order to please 
yon, but I must first recall tho w'ritcr’s name. It wasn’t 
'Toller,* and it wasn’t ‘ Wickliain,’ and it wasn’t ‘Barton’ — • 
I’m sure of that. ,* Woodbridgo’? No; there’s no letter 
fi’oin * Woodbridge.’ The fact is you have talked too much. 
You have driven the name out ol iny head.” 

“Thanks/' said Francesca. “ 1 don’t think I ’ll ire tlio 
ChincBO Letter-File.” Ih (h L. 


TUB LABT STAND. 

(To her %L'ho went home.) 

Rtreaked witli sleet wlicre his squadrons ride, 

Tlie dark wind wasteth the bleak hill-side ; * 

Love, where we stood in the morn's blue w’catlier, 
Only to-night is the sodden lieather, 

Only tho dark and the storm abide 1 

Only tlie dark and the winds that moan 
Anti the smack of the hail-shower’s stinging stone, 
Only the squall and the butt's scant slielter 
Ami tho black peat puddle where snowdlakcs welter. 
Love, where you left mo to stand alone ! 

IjOVO, where tho fireliglit laughs in gloo 
You pet tho puppy and stir your tea, 

Wliile hero tlie North shall blow as ho listoili, 

And my butt ’s bereft, and the red grouse twistelli, 
And deuce a feather is touched by me ! 

A Bargain I 

“BOSWKLL'S LTFK OF JOimSON. , 

Edited »y the Bight Hon, Augustine BiaaKix, lil.P. 

In Six Volumes. Crown Octavo. With 72 Portraits. 

Cloth Binding, Published Price, SG^. Our Price, 42s.” 

41 2f7||5 Times ” lioohjbluh advt. in “ The Times" Literary SuTplcmenU" 

Now then, all you clovor book-buyers \ 
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TiM<(h, “C\N you Ti:i T. ?jr, wiricn is T*oxsoxiiy? ** 

Lnuji. "Titn MAN Avi'iir 'jrii: ortr.y ir\iu, tai.kjni tj tho.'^r r,.\iHr,8 ov^ri 'iiiKun. 1 am ,Mif. ro.N>..’'Sin ’« \vm 
Yoiilh. “I KNOW \ou ATii:, tuvt'b >\uy 1 AsKi:i> ^ou AS I 'Jiioc'iou' YOU ‘ij ji:j snui T) K"o\v.‘’ 


yup play father's attitude to liu’, son’s ca^^c, aiul dau^ddcf, l^uti if any t-luMitMcal 

A I I nt L . jud^inont on an idcnli<iiil un'cjnco mifjlit h \ oxpt^rtcd it would l)0 hen^; 

•* Thp: liLDKsT Son.” coininitfcod hy one of his Borvanis. indi'od, it hui vch ji. nurp an it oontrai^t 

Tn:^ first; obvious criticism that * In this last luattcv ilio roHcmldaiico to tluMt^straiut of lajttor luoi-dinf'. 
CYcryono lias to luako on jMr. .John to certain circunislancos in Mr. Som nit | Tlui autiv'r owed almost as much to 
GATiSWoiiTiiv’s j)]ay is to nolo its hkt Mauouam’s G'rue/J is inoro unfor - 1 Ills cast as they lu him, I juu inclimHl 
rosomhianco to tho inotivo of Jlindle tiinaltv Jkit it would never oi-c-ur t«) lo /'ivc t he best of my j^nUitiido to tho 
Walcr.s, ]3iit it is only a very super- anybody ac(]uaintcd with ^^r. (Jaus peifornumce of Miss Jhi-lsh UookK m 
licial resemhlanco. For Mr, 8 tanli:y woHTHY’sj^uuHustoquostion his honesty. Lwly ('hc^hn\\ so oxquittdf'ly gracious 
IToiTiiHTON’s sclicino was a fjuit'j simple Uis play was begun many years ago. was sbo in \o:eo ami numunmit 
matUu’. On the one hand w*c bad tho Tlio sense of ixulity (a very didenuit iuul ('\))ie,ssion. Jhit Mr, I'jDMHnii 
hard morality o{ the boy’s father ; on the thing from realism) produced liy Tliv Maituich s pn^renlation of vSir lyttUam 
other tho cold defiant inditlf'erenec; of /S'o/i is so amazing that it is only \\:\h scarcely Iims fine; for ho 

(he girl (practically in the same rank of tho impressiveness of fcomo of the. was ^;iven morn nihtio wotk than is 
life) who declined tlio remedy for what onlrances and exits that roniirnls uh commonly dcmandidof a Iduff lunit- 
sho would not admit to ho a wrong, that it is drama and not actual life; Ihal ing S(juii('; iind ho l»ad to do nuvtit of 
Mr. Galsworthy’s schemn is much w’o arc looking at. Only onco (he it in ]»:nk. Mr. (Juv RATMUoNiii as 
more complex. There is jiot only the author conio under susj)icion eff h iving />///, llieir (‘Idest son, did not give j o 
social contrast ; we liave ouo tradition studied his el'fcet. Jt is when, at tho strong a suggestion of .raie; lnit*he 
clashing with anotlier — the tradition of opening, he pos.rs FrMa at l!io l)otfom seldom had a chauee of ludiirng up his 
caste with the tradition of h.onour; of the stairs wliere all the family and hoail. Ypt ho was couragftwuis, jin<!i pro- 
tfiereJs common sense at work and a guests must pass on their Avay to s«,u'ved whut dlgnily was pu^sih|t\ and 
knowledge of life, and there is also dimier. A maid would more natuniliy above all ho Ufis Hiiicenj. • Tim /Vvv/« tif 
a recognition of the pitifnlness of have gone upstairs to deliver her Miss CatIilkkn Nosiuit a v^ry 
things, Hindu If’iiA-c,? was a serious flowers. J^orliaps, too, there is just pathetiis figure, Nuvtt nfelhasmutive, 
com^y. The Fldcst Son only just suggestion of something theatrical nho showed the ('n ut giljt hijing aMt^ 
stops short of traged}^ There is further in tho lieaddseepevH behaviour when! to kf?cp quiUi still with the aiduro uC 
the irony of tho contrast Iw'twecn the ho learns of tho wrong done to his M,lu) play jcvolyin^f round her. Mr. 
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William Fakhbn'b firuBhed art found 
no torroTB in the rdk of tho head-kaepor, 
and he UBod all hin chancoB. 

Of the others, Miss Ellkn O’Malley 
seemed rather too consciously enig- 
matic ; but tho rest wore oxtraoi-dinarily 
truo to the easy atmosphere of a 
country-house, Tho test came, of 
course, when they were asked to cope 
with a sudden uplicaval of their qalru ; 
and they bore theinsolves as gentlefolk 
should. 

1 must particularly compliment Miss 
luENB McLkod as llio hoyden Iht, 
who hod no more use for girlish 
illusions. Her appalling frankness 
was a healthy domKitive to tlie uni- 
versal strain. Indeed, tho author was 
generous lx>yond his wont in tho 
matter of humorous relief. One may 
add that his selection of Caaie ns the 
subject of tho roh(Mirsal-scene was a 
very happy touch of irony. 

Jn conclusion, I thank Mr. Gals- 
w'ouTiiY and his company most sincerely 
for as good a show as 1 ever want 
to see. It has made mo amends for 
much tliat I have borne fretfully this 
year. As usual, of course, ho offers no 
satisfactory solution to Ids problem ; 
but in tho present case none w^as pos- 
sible. Nor was any greatly needed ; 
for this time he was not appealing, as 
he Bomotimos does, to our moral in- 
dignation, but simply statiug a social 
dilemma. 

P.8. — Let nol)ody fail to bo in time 
for tho half-hour of Miss Makgauet 
Morjixs and her delightful school of 
dancing children. 0. S. 

** Wherpj There’s a Will *’ 

Ip you cannot think of a plot for 
your play, a good one can always bo 
got out of a Will, Sealed Document or 
Sliding Panel. Ids four- Act farce 
Mr. Bkirnard Parry selects a Will. 
Ha also seleota a bedroom scene - 
I believe on purpose to please me, 
I thank him. One of these evenings 
I shall rise from my stall, and saying, 
“That reminds mo,” go home to bed. 

However, boredom did not load mo 
to de8w;t the Criterion, for Mr. Parry 
was often amusingin the Great liedroom 
Act. Moreover, Miss Dorothy Minto 
was on tho stage at the beginning of 
it, and might concoivabl}* return at any 
moment. Miss Minto has a person- 
ality; it is ono wdiich I, anyhow, find 
irresistible. If she cannot "always be 
in Shaw plays, W’e must take her where 
wo can find her. Sim made tho part 
oi Dolly Qruham delightful; I don’t 
think there would have been much in 
it otherwise. • 

But Mr, Parry's greatest mistake 
was not in failing to keep away from i 
bedroom scenes, buf in treating lus four- ; 


Act farce as if it were what he calls it 
— a comedy. A farce is not a farce 
solely by reason of its knock-about 
business, nor is it, therefore, capable of 
becoming a comedy by an omission of 
such business. It can only become a 
comedy if it sliows ns real people, 
behaving naturally. I am sure ' Mr. 
Parry w'ould never claim this for hia 
play, for he must know that ho has 
not attempted to delineate real people. 
Every ono of his characters is a ready- 
made “ stock-si^se/* such as has done 
duty in a hundred different jdays. No 
harm in this if lie will announce the 
result as a farce and boo that it is 



Harry Ttedyrave (^Tr. Vf.unon Steel) calls 
for his wife (Miss Pora Barton). 

played as a farce. Indeed, it might 
w'ell beconic a very funny and successful 
farce. But it is hopeless to expect us 
to bo interested in tho serious troubles 
and emotions of people in whom wre 
cannot believe. Such people may onlj^ 
amuse us. If Mr. Parryw ould recognise 
this and refuse to take them seriously 
himself, ho might yet do something 
with his idea, even tliough it turns 
upon a Will. 

r wish very much that the Criterion 
could get Jiold of a real pla 3 ^ May I 
suggest that the management should 
begin by fixing tho idea in their minds 
that this is the year 1912? M. 

*' A reinforced concrete man wants job. 
Capable and n rustler.” 

T'ancowrer News and Advertiser, 

Edwin {to Anydinei)-. ‘Hark to th6 
concrete iTistling ! ” 


LINES TO MY SOLE ADMIEER. 

Damsel of euper-exceUent discernment, 

Who say you liked the book of verso 
I wrote, 

Took every point, knew wdiat each 
subtle turn meant, 

And thought the author wasn't such 
a goat, 

Not such a goat as rude reviewers 
thought. 

Who blandly asked, “How c«n Ihis 
feeble flam sell ? ” 

(It can’t, of course), sotting the thing 
at naught ; — 

I have a kindly feeling for you, diiinsel. 

T said, when first I felt the bardic 
impulse 

And bought a minor at second- 
hand, 

“ Tlio nymphs who licav my wild poetic 
whim pulse 

Throughout I'arnassus like a York- 
shire band 

Will flock to me, dance round me in a 
ring, 

Politely deck my fervid l)r()w wuih 
laurel, 

With eglantine, and all that sort of 
thing. 

And join, I hope, in many a jcnloiis 
quarrel.” 

But did they? Did the nymphs, tho 
nice Bacchantes, 

Tho dryads and the naiads gather 
round ? 

They didn’t. No, they let tho poet 
pant his 

Quite moral minstrelsy on barren 
ground. 

Aunt Agatlia ohsciwcd that it w^as stuff, 

Jane said, “ How sad these tendencies 
to loaf are I ” 

And Cousin Bessie tells me I ’m a muff ; 

You are the only nymph to cheer me 
so far. 

Twun souls are w^e, yet can w^e not be 
wedded ; 

Don’t liopo for that, thougfi you do 
like my verso. 

My Ip’ic raptures must remain un- 
Bteadiod » 

By Hymen’s bonds, the poet’s usual 
curse. 

Y'et still admire me and I’ll still bo true. 

Tipping for you my stave, now^ gay, 
now" gloomy, 

I being Phmbus, spouse of song, and you 

Diana : that 's to say, a sister to mo. 

*' Hero it is tho custom to pick up tho clifck 
eggrt from tho biggest of the lakes m Arder to 
Have them from tho pike. As soon as thoy are 
largo enough thoy are returned to their 
natural surroundings and left to look after 
themselves entirely . ' * — Times, 

When last heard of, the eggs were as 
large as footballs, and going strong. 




Ifard riding Individual {in vlufti), **Hll YOUB HOtiKoa aubj miNTtKa A. HAtti./' 

M . F.TL “Hold uaud, then I X*leabf. don’t hide oveu mx innuiKm ,** 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Jh/ Mr. Punch* s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The critic must be omuiscietit, but T should perhaps 
preface my review of [I'lie Soulli Pole (Mukray) witli the 
candid confession that I have never been there - - at least, i 
don’t romembor ever having been there. So 1 cannot check 
from ])orsonal ohseivation the facts contained in An Account 
of the Norwegian Antarctic Expedition in the ** EramP 
1911—^912, by Roalu Amundsen. Still, after roadinc 
that account, J feel tliat I have as good as boon there. 1 
started with an indefinite sense of duty, the duty of every 
man wlio is a man and not content to stew in bis own 
juices of informing liiniself of an enterprise so important 
and intrepid. I finished with a sense of excitement and 
intense cold. 1 had sailed in the Fram across the Southern 
oceans and es])ecially Ross Sea; 1 had clambered on to 
the Great Barritjr and spent whole months in camp there; 
I had driven on it sledge, beliind splendid scoundrels of dogs, 
over Mount Don Pedro Christopberson, the Dovirs Ball 
Room and tlio Plateau, from 8CP to 85°, from 85° to 88°, 
from 88° to 89°, and from 89° to- -hats off, gentlemen !— 90°! 
And not once in the course of my going liad I fallen or 
nearly fallen into the crevasse of boredom or oven got lost in 
a fog of technical expressions. 

Never in a book of travel have T boon made to feel so 
intimately in the movement, and rarely liavo I met a traveller 
who wielded so nimble a pen. I cannot find terms for ray 
admirjftion of Amundsen, and c'specially of Ids laughing 
modesty; he is full of enthusiasm for the achievement, but 
every word of his praise goes to his dashing raon. I recipro- 
cate the international courtesy and appreciation which ho 
has shown throughout and congratulate him most heartily 
upon a delightful history of a delightful feat. 


Grateful postscu ipts are duo to the autliorrt of the sub-, 
sidiary narratives, Ijihutenant K. Presthuu (“ The Blastom 
SlcMlgo Journey "1 and Fiurt liiEUTWNANTTnowvAUO Nilswn 
(“The Voyage oi Iho Fram '') ; to the oompilcns of the five 
more or loss technical appiuHlioos ; to Mr, A. Q. Omateu for 
an able translation from the Norwegian ; to all it^Nponsibte 
for theinnurnoraldo ami incomparable pi uHographw (timugh 
1 would liavo liked nioro elaborate maps), and to Mr. John 
Murray for a worthy yiroduction in general but lu siuicial 
for a typo which is such as to make the two vohnmw easily 
readable, even during the dark off-soason, in Antarctic 
circle i. 

“ But to go back to L’Aiglon,*' writes Mrs. lluuH 1 'Vaswu 
in the middle of a chapter on the Congress of Viuiuia and 
the fall of Metteunuui wdiioh looms largo in Further 
Hcmhiiscences (IIutchinkon). By all moans, But I liavo 
not the nlightiist intorost in the bird ami want to \m getting 
along with the story. Among tlie BO-called “ li(uuinis- 
cences,” besides the chapter on tlie CongrosH ot Vienna and 
Mktternich, who flourished eighty years og we have tho 
story of Murat and lii.s jiredecessor on the 1’hr mo of Naples , 
of tho retreat from Moscow of the Grand Aimy ; of Moj/rau’s 
boyhood, njnd of wliat Mrs, Fuaheu ainly calls “the 
Schloswig-PIclstoin riddle." TIiohc historic epochs wcj'o 
before iny time. But if Mrs. Fbabeu'h lleminisoemRis " are 
not more accurate than her account ot an event tluit took 
place at a comparatively reodht date (1878), t fear they 
aro not so valuable as age might make ihujo, Hbo U)Us 
how an omploy6 of the Forcign*Ofrico. w hom disbroeUy 

alludes to as “M was accused of ec^iving a ratV 

fication of tho Treaty of Berlin. “ Whan all llise world of 
London," she writes, “came down to broakfrfst one* morn- 
ing, what was its amaisemont when its ^lyes fell up m tire 
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coliuntm of a certain paper cootainitig the text of tbo all- 
inoinentous Treaty. M 'a dofonco vim that the docu- 

ment had been puiioiuoil from his desk in his absence/' 

The inystorious “M '' was a Mr. Mauvin, temporarily 

engaged at the Foreign Office at the inunilicent rate of 
tenpenco an lionr. What roiilly happened was that, called 
into his chief’s private room o>i some immaterial business, 
Ills eye aliglilerl on ilic draft of the Treaty lying open on 
the desk. Whilst his unsuspecting chief conversed, ho 
memorized the document and sold Ids MS. to The Globe^ 
not now nor tlicn a paper London would find on its break- 
fast table unless it came down 16 the meal about raid-day. 

WhcMO Mrs. Fu.vbkr’s locollections are personal, as in the 
account of her visit to her brother at Sorrento, and in her 
chat about her sojourn in Chili, she writes with charm. 
When lior l)ook receives the merited honour of a call for 
a second edition ihero v;ill be opportunity of relieving it 
of a consiilerable Rurplusagc. It will be a smaller volume, 
but increasingly attjuclive. 

After reading Mr. 
liKcnuT/H latest book \ 
can only compato my 
Biate of mind to that of 
a man wlio has been 
listenijig to a popular 
pn^aehor, and wlio - w itii 
the most reverent inten- 
tions — has ovcntuttJly 
Ruccumhod to mingled I 
feelings of amnsomentl 
and irritation. Not tliai 
T/ir Lanff) j 

DKU AND StoUGUTON) ' 
can bo calked a sermon, it 
is a novel ; moreover, it is 
one of some merit. Nevor- 
llicless 1 Imvo failed to 
free myself of the impress 
sion that ^fr. llKainK is 
somewhere aloft tojudiing 
me a lesson, and rubbing 
in his moral for all h(^ 

(and it) is worth. 15ul 
when 1 have confo?>sod'- 



THE MAKKKS OP LONDON. 

Siu rirUTBTOPIIF.n WuKN TUTB TUU FTNlBniNO-TOUCTT TO S T. P^FT/S. 


Gorilla, bee, or marmoset 
For you to cherish as a pet. 

Suppose, I say— yon never know 
With our obliging G.P.O. — 

That all these things, or even some, 

Next Christmas morn should chance to come, 
Would you ho ready, do you think, 

With just the proper food and drink ? 

Would you, off-hand, know what to do 
To make them feel at home? Not you. 

You *tl look— quite justly, I agree — 

A trifle shy. You needn't be. ^ 

I can’t myseM explain quite pat 
Your wisest coirae, but what of that? 

Mr. P. Chalmkrs MiTCHF.Lii can — 

Childhood of jhiimals (Hiuxemann). 

Tommy Tregennis is the name of a slender little book 
(in bulk, I moan) which has been written by Mary I^j. 

PHiiiLirs, and published 
at four-anJ -sixpence net 
by Constable, and I am 
willing to admit tliat ] 
began to read it witli 
feelings of the most lively 
apprehension. There arc 
so many of those artificial 
talcs, called by the names 
of children, and all about 
hateful examples of senti- 
mental prccosity, who do 
the most ijn possibly vir- 
l lions deeds, and as like 
as not fade away to verbal 
Blow-music on tlic bird 
page. As a real small 
boy of my acquaintance I 
once said of musical ! 
chairs, “I know them far 
too wclll" However, 1 
never made a greater 
mistake than in sup- 
posing Tommy Tmjennis 
to be of this woeful com- 
pany. From beginning 


tbatbissenfimentalityleftmountoiicbod.lliavemadeancnd to end (almost) bis story is tbc freshest, most deligbtrul, 
of my complaints. For Mr. JiKr.mn lias done sound work in and most human comedy. 1 loved his Cornish home 
roprodvicing the almoKpIiero of Ihirfceenth-ccnt urv France ; and his mother and the London ladies who come to 
and many itsaders, 1 doubt not, will ho moved by lodge with her (in which visit one secs perhaps the 

rfjnuneiation of worldly success and happiness, .so tlmt genesis of the tale) and all Jiis relations. Most of all 
through weal (of which there wns a scarcity) and w’oohoj I loved —as who could not ? — Tonmy himself, that vexii- 
inight ilo his mother’s bidding. That his loyalty faiUxl ioj tious, changeable, unexpected and wliolly fascinating piece 
move mo is partly duo to an inliorent dislike for lunels injof actual childhood. I doubt if the kmfl has been ever 


which joy is overwhelmingly crushed l)y sorrow. 

Suppose ibis Christmas Uncle John 
Sent you a young chameleon. 

Or that your dear Aunt Kate dispatclied 
A boa-constrictor, newly hatched, 

Or say that William, your old pal, 

Gave you a callow' caracal, 

Or that you got from cousin Jane 
A playful little cheyrotain, 

That Jones, the man who bvokes )onr stocl 
Sent you somo baHy bontohoks, 

AncrSmitl], who liveA next door hut thme, 
A tiny toad or chimpanzee, 

And oLhqr iieighbours followed suit 
Willi a young dugong, warihog, newt, 


more truthfully and sympathetically studie<l. Even on the 
occasion when ho enlirely spoils a picnic, devised by the 
ladies for his benelit, and j^poils it by conduct actively 
hateful, yon feel his charm. Hut Tommy is a person to 
know, not to hear about; very certainly you will be blessed 
in his acquaintance. 

Stailling Effect of the Guillotine. 

Ho was sucoecclud by Sir Kdward Carbon, who, however, addiessed 
Iho ITlmir beheaded - an outi-ago on nn old Parluunoiitary traditioi^i 
which drew cries of ‘Order,* 'Order* from a hnndnid ihroalM. Sir 
Edward Carson hastily card about for a hat .’* — Daily Chrenkh, 

A poor Bubi^jtitute for a liead. 

‘ In thi suk«oii, G51 passengers can take throe meals at one time.*' 

Bull Daily MaiL 

A thing W'e never want to do on board. 
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. OHARIVAftlA. 

*• ICbh can be coaxed but not buUied," 
•aid the OHAMosauion at Kirkcaldy, 
wbm speaking on theWomen'a Suffrage 
qneati^ni. Iwotor - coaxing, however, 
would appear to present exceptional 
difflcnlties. « « 

The Bev. Forbes Jackson, who was 
whipped bv a Suffragist owing to his 
likeneasgto Mr. Llotd Oeoeqe, is being 

urged to change his appear- 

anee. Wcf understand , how- 
ever, that Mr. Jackson 
himself, in view of the 
inconvenience which he has 
suiferod, considers that it is 
Mr, George’s duly at once 
to grow either a beard or 
whiskers, 

It is rumoured that the 
next move on the part of the 
Suffragettes is to bo the kid- 
napping of a ilTuinber of our 
dear little Messenger Boys, 
and several of them have 
been seen to run off panic- 
stricken on catching sight of . 
determined - looking ladies 
witli sacks. , ^ 

The rumour tliat some of 
the Indian PriiiceH intend 
to make an offer of war- 
si lips to the Empire came 
as an unpleasant and dis- 
quieting surprise to Ger- 
many, No suspicion of their 
intention occurs in the 
German Crown Prince’s 
reminiscences of the hospi- 
tality recently extended to 
him in Ijidia. 

"I* 

We notice among a Music 
Publisher’s announcements, 

“The Nameless Eag.” 

There will, we fancy, be 
considerable speculation as _ ^ , 

to which of our oontem- 
poranes is referred to. 

I 

s!t 

In the Post Office “ List of words ; 
used for analogy ” for telephonepurposes 
we find 6. for George.** “ Yes, but 
what George? ” asks a suspicious land- 
owner, 

* 

Evideutly Bennondsey does not be- 
lieve that a General Election is immi- 
nent. The Borough Council recently 
destroyiSd 35 tons of unsoimd eggs. 

Art is getting back a bit of her own. 
The old’New Gallery in Begent Street, | 
lately a restaurant, is to be re-con- ! 
Vert^ into a pietore palace. 


**Tiiai>ii Union Bajta BpmlanV 
says a Press bead&ne. This comes of 

S i above the law. It seems sefe fpr 
0 Unions to do anything now^ 
a-days. \5, 

I - 

Those who put a penny or a three- 
penny-bit in the church plate when 
they can well afford half-a-orown have 
no sense of honour at all,'* says the 
Bishop of London. That is surely 
rather a sweeping statement, soeving 



second-floor wimlow into tSa stre*t| ! 
with the rcsnlt that he vms seventy i 
injured. We beye always held It to w 
a risky proceedin(|. , 

The annouiieemimt that f Porcupine 
Aiit-oatcr has just a^ivfd Uio Zoo- 
logical Gardens should iuife to draw 
attention to the esce!}ei4 is»putatkm | 

which our epjoys^ As 

soon as any auitoai of eny 
importance arriv^ in Iiou- 
don it seems at once to lUak# 
its way, a# by Instinct^ to 
jtbe hoslctry iu Ife^gent^s 
Park* ,j, ^ 

The fact that London has | 
bor^n olioHon bir the Balkan 
Confortmee has caused mupb | 
satisfaction in certoiu 
quarteiiii, It U felt that, 
with a few mum aitvertkc^ 
ments such m this, the, 
Metropolis wlU tuK)umei)uitc 
well known. 


“Mrs, Benny Urlin, Cf 
Eusfcington, writes 

that on Wednesday she hail 
a dish of iieas nicked htim 
her garden.*’ unrlowsly 
enough on the same day a 
visitor to liondou had hls 
pocket pickcnl. 

“ The l)od roiik (ant about 
PleshlineBs,” says Mr. 
IJamiIton Fyik, that 
in this country it does not 
pay.” To judgiN by the 
number of anti fat specifics 
in the market this is so. 

Luxury continues to 
Kproad. A potun in the ad 
vcrtiHcmcnt colmnns of a 

_ , . contemporary begins by 

Lady {in the Fxceadilly Tube). “ Cokductor I I %vant you ^ . rtmluHintf a Hovo- 

JCBT BKPORM WK COM TO GLOUCttfiTEU UOAI), Vl-KAbK.“ • apOHU OpniHUlg a r>OVO 

roJgn Cigarette. ’ A few 

that quite a large proportion of such years ago one would not have given 
persons resist the temptation of taking that figure oven for a cigar* 
balf-a-crown from the plate. 


‘♦Selected Nuth, 
22s. 6d, per ton.” 


In a rovhnv of the naval aspects of 
the Balkan War, Ttm Vail Mall Ga^Hk 


It looks as if theso exquisite youths says As respects sea powey, the Turks 
are finding their market price at last, wonxi at a greaUiir disudvantaie than at 

any time siueo Navarino.” Tot it was 
In spite of a contemporary’s revola- soma time kffcer Navarino that a war 


tions as to the flood of prosperity occurred in Which the Turks never 
which is overwhelming the country, reached the battledleld at alt, owing tq 
there wonld appear to be exceptions, the enemy's control o( the inliUYWung 
We notioed, for instance, that last week, ocean. The wai Tripoli* 

in Th6 Daily Nms, a provincial news- and the date, if our mcmoi^y 4|n'es us* 
papdr was advertising for a reader. was 1911-1912. < * 


vcr.* exuTt 
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At any rate, we brooked no omiBsions* But when tm i 
numbers reached twenty-two (and there were no signs of { 
disunion) one took pencil and paper and figured it out * 


Not in Berlin, where night by night the Kaibku 
S leeps in his shining armour pie-d-cap ; 

Not in Vienna, whore the mobilisor 
Calls up his levies to tljc war-drum’s tap ; 

Not in St. Petersburg, where, sliOuld ho need 'em, 

Each for his Tbab knows hpw tO hold the gate; 

Nor yet in Paris, city of light and freedom, 

Where all men servo the State ; 

But here in England’s capital, which tenders 
Every attraction as a Peace resort, 

Here, where our starved and stinted home-defenders. 
Good fellows all, are fifty-thousand short ; 

Where Skkly hopes to start his six-months' training 
Soon as the foe sets foot upon our shore, 

Untroubled by the dearth of Turks remaining 
After an eight-weeks’ war ; — 

Hero shall tlie delegates pursue their pure hope 
With none to hamper their pacific wits. 

No military ardour (as in Europe) 

To niffio their digestions at the Kitz ; 

Here they shall parcel out their well-earned plunder — 
To this the lean, to this the juicier fat — 

Nor pause to ask : “ Our English hosts — we wonder 
What they will say to that? ” 

Was this the thought iliat fixed the choice of Feiidy— 
That England lies outside the lethal belt, 

Her voice as harmless as a hurdy-gurdy 
For lack of fighting force to make it felt ? 

A race whose right to speak grows daily sorrier 
As the 6ld love of country wanes and. wanes, 

While ho who warns them, he their veteran warrior, 
Gets laughter for his pains ? 

Not yet, I hope ; not yet the ancient glory 
Which is the heritage our fathers won — 

Not yet the name that filled the old world’s story 
Has lost its pride of place within the sun ; 

Not yet, I think, has apathy's high treason 
. Docked .us. of all our dear ancestral dower, 

Not yet they patronize us for the reason 
That we 're a Lesser Power, 

But soon, in this red rivalry of nations. 

Where threat of armed might alone avails, 

Where in diplomacy’s deliberations 
The sword decides the balance of the scales — 

Too soon, if still in smug repose wo sluml>er, 

Moulting the wings that once were swift to mount, 
The rest will treat us as a closed back-number, 

A land that doesn’t count. O. S. 


THE BOND. 

^1t was the coming of the Third Generation that brought 
things to a head. As a united family of twelve wo had always, 
to some extent, felt the strain ; and when by marriage the 
number was inoreased to eighteen — and we were still united 
— of course the burden grew\ Yet wo clung on, faithfully, 
uncomplainingly, trying to remember th^it every cloud has 
a‘ silver liningt The high standard that we had always set 
ourselves in this matter of Christmas gifts may have been 
a just foflectiSn of our common generosity, or it may have 
b^n the outcome of a certain gnm element of competition. 


First Generation, 2 

Number of presents each to each, 2x1. • . 2 

do. . to Second Generation, 2 x 16:=s 32 
do. , to Third Generation, 2x4.= 8 

Second Generation, 16 : — 

Number of presents each to each, 16 x 15 . . =240 
do. to First Generation, 16x2= 32 

do. to Third Generation, 16 x 4=* 64 

(But the time is at hand when the Third* 
Generation will retaliate. Some of them 
are already showing signs of a very proper 
feeling in this matter. And are tliey not 
to excliange gifts among themselves ? 
bless thorn !) 

Third Generation, 4 : — 

Number of presents each to each, 4x3 . . = 12 

do. to First Generation, 4 X 2 . = 8 

do. to Second Generation, 4 x 16= 64 


Total, 60 far 


Nothing is hero allowed for an increase in our numbers, 
nothing for contributions from the eager and responsive 
world outside the family circle. 462 may therefore be 
regarded as a cautious estimate. 

it was the cold argument of these statistics that carried 
the day. The Bond was drafted, approved and signed. It 
is the record — ^rightly regaitlod — of a great act of self- 
restraint. It is a beautifm instrument of renunciation and ' 
mutual goodwill. It has given us at once a sense of 
comfort and security. Beneath its sheltering protection wo 
can face the coming of the festive season without flinch- 
ing, without a thought of panic. No longer need one rack 
one’s brains, feverishly perusing catalogues, as of old. No 
longer need one look forward, w^hen all is over, to living in 
a house tricked out as if for a fair, decorated, overwhelmed, 
submerged by alien matter— by cards and calendars, photo- 
graph frames, superfluous barometers, redundant paper- 
knives, supererogatory clocks. 

I quote the Bond at length in the hope that it mSy come 
as a guide and ensamplo to such other suilerers as have not 
yet found relief : — 

“ . . . We, the undersigned members of the First and 
Second Generation — and spouses— do hereby undertake, 
unless this instrument be revoked, which can only bo done 
by a nine-tenths majority, never again to give, donate, 
dispense, shed, beBtow\ award, send, post or .convey, to 
exchange, barter or receive, any Christmak present, token, 
remembrance, testimonial, gift, oblation or symbol whatso- 
ever, each to each, whether singly or in any combination, 
or all to all. As witness the hands of the parties. ...” 

I need not reassure the tender heart of Mr. Punch by 
pointing out that the Third Generation is implicitly 
excluded. 

“ A WANi>EnF.R IN Fw)KBNck. By E. V. Lucas. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
Tnw Cities of Loubaudy. By Kdwabo Hutton. Crown 8vo. Gs. 
The Heatiiek Moon. By C. N, and A. M. Wiuuamson.*' Crown 
•8vo. Gs.” 

The above advertisement in The Westminster Gazette is 
headed '^TUBEE TBAVELLEBS BETURNr We 
should be soi^ to think that one of the Willumsons had 
been left behind. 











Mother (mmmoiiedhy defcaied nnr^e), “On, Mai’DIE DAiu.tNa, now you uk «o XAixaii’V? Maudk. •' / ’’ 


ruYolver botweon tho tf« of \\n oaomyi 
and making him danco ovtM’y time Uiej)f 
firo. IVrhajm them i» a liltlo I no iniion 
(VKcitement in UiIh niottioil of faking 
<^\oreiK(% although if a liondou hosioa^ 
tumid hire a h'sv revolver OKpeVlM jimi Ui 
start tho dancing anumg iho ihd 

result might he more sal.i»daeitn'V than 
it usually is, 1 am a envek and 
my servitM'S are at anyoiU' s diH|Hmal, 
Anything to get daheing haek m iU 
rigiit place, 

Tho must hunous dancing set* to I hat 
I romemher Avas at Nijni N(n'Korod, 
dui ing the gretit fair, 1 was tudhjctiujj 
local colour for a rnmanow i>l <’o«saok 
lift', and olumcod one evening into tho 
famous Harnovar cafth vvluae whom 
should 1 see Imt the tiotoiious tUmnoid 
^lorrisotT, ihti host dancer in the llusiiian 
army, “ .T(un me,” he said, and in an 
instant we wore in full swing vmtnd tho 
room, to the intense delight of tho weiid 
oosrno]»olita*i crowd. “Voiljtr* Ihoy 
cried, “ tlie superb Knglislnnan I Tiof^i 
what steppes 1 ” 

From a letter in The (rlangm* Ikrald: 

'* Ouo who wUliag towwaikiw ultl wivas* 
tal6M would infer from th* w« ntateiiwotw that 
ilifi Catholic Chnrt'h in H' oUaitd 
a ni^ht like Jouaa’ ivy,'* 

Comttumt by the u luilc • « V«]^' Iik« it 
gourd." 


TIIK LUEE OE THE DANCE. 

[A liltlo Essayptte in tho topical nxannor (it 
is tho day of tho i'uritomimo Ball) of I\Ir. (i. B. 
BukliIK, author of , utc., etc., otc.J 

NoTiiiNa SO distresses me Avlion I 
look round on modern ball-i’ooins as 
tlie Hiipinonoss of tho men and the want 
of abandon in tlie w!u)lo scene. There 
is no pleasure like dancing and none 
so generally neglected to-thay. Dancing 
should ba univei'sal. Wo sliould dance 
to our offices and dance back again. 
We should ilance upstairs to bod and 
downstairs to breakfast. Take tlio 
modern ballroom as contrasted with 
that of a hundred years ago. Then 
thougli it was a I lard-dri liking age, the 
manners wore so much bcttoi-, the style 
superior. Had any “buck" of that 
period approached a young lady in the 
way a modern dancing man — when he 
has boon found — asks for a dance, he 
would have had “a rapier of Milan 
steel” through his midriff or “the parts 
contagious thereto " in five seconds. If 
only such customs could bo re-intro- 
duced ! 

Perhaps the reason for the decay of 
dancing 16 that we English are so solf- 
oonscious. Hence one has to go abroad 
for the best form of this exhilarating 
exercise. Like my friends Dn Queux 
and Le WikDi!', I have been a great 


traveller, especially in tho Near IJast, 
and I always throw myself into the 
pastimes of tho country with xest. I 
have played billiards with King Fbhdi- 
NANO to such purpose that I was known 
at Sofia as tlio Double Balkan. Tlioro 
are few village libraries in Armenia that 
do not possess copies and translations 
of my many novels, Jhit wherever I 
I go — to Smyrna or Liicorno, Baghdad or 
I l)ie])po — I always make a point ofj 
! dancing. I quickly make friends witli 
the natives and join thorn in their I 
I many feasts. I am, indeod^ often tho 
lied and solo of tlie party. 

A dance 1 should like to soo actclima- 
tisod here is the famous Indian Dogi 
Dance of Canada. Ah mo, how f»ften ! 
have I danced it! A puppy is killed, 
and its liver is hung in shreds over a 
rojjo nine feet liigh, and tho braves 
shuffle up, their hands behind their 
backs, and jump at tho liver for two or 
three days until it Is all gone. It is a 
point of honour with them not to touch 
the bonne louche with their hands. 
Such a dance would bring quite a now 
atmosphere into an Bi^lish ball-room. 
No one was so agile as l^in tho old days, 
now, alas ! gone for over. 

Then there is tho pleasing custom, 
not 80 much in vogue as formerlv^ 
among ihe fraquentom of the ** Wild 
West" dancing saloons, of firing a 


t 
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[DisaiiHBKa 11, 19;i2. 


-rue r^A-rr^u him to send some one to put the doctric I “Look 'ere, Mister, I a Britisli 

Tnt UATUn. right, jje promised to send a subjeck, I am." 

I WAS busy "witb tlie usual fcene in man at once. Ten days sinee that is. “ That," I said sternly, " does not 

the House, marmalade and toast, when This is just about the time Hitcham justify you in coming and sleeping in 

Doris exclaimed, “The silly creatures!" would send." my cupboard under the pretence of 

“ You are quite right," I replied. “ I Sho stared wildly at me. A sound adjusting dectric l)ells." 
don’t know whether I object more to resembling a snore came from the “ Look 'ere, she locked me in." 

the measures of the Government or the cupboard. “ And now you are trying to put the 


manners of the Opposition." 

“1 wasn’t talking al)out your ab- 
surd Parliament," said Doris contemp- 
tuously. “ What can you expefct from 
an assembly without womei\? They 

would introduce an element 

of quiet refinement " 

“My dear," I interrupt — 
one learns to interrupt — “ don’t 
let us talk about Mrs. Dnujii- 
MOMD. What made you exdaim, I 
• The silly creatures ’ ? " • 

“ It ’s a police-court case. I 
Here ’s a man wlio *8 got access ' 
to ninety-five different houses i , 
under pretence of examining tlie 
doctric fittings, and stolen jewel- J ' 

leiy from every one of them," 

“ How very^ easily women are \ i 
imposed upon I " 1 commented. I 
Dora flushed. “ I ’ll bet all ' |j 
the nine^-five were Antis," she 1 
said. “ I should like to see the 
man who could impose on me." | 
“So should I," 1 answered. 

“ 1 cannot flatter myself that 1 .[|| f( 

over did." I 1 1 

Wlien I returned for lunch a 
hysterical Doris ruslied from 
tlie flat and wept upon rny 
shoulder. 

“Not Undo John?" I cried, 
thinking naturally of our wealth- J | 
iesb relative. 

“No, tlio man in the flat. 

It’s Ellen’s monthly day out, 
and 1 was all alone when he 
came at eleven o’clock and said 
he'd come to look at the electric 
fittings. 1 asked him where 
he came from, and he said Mr. 


cupboard. “ And now you are trying to put the 

“It is an innocent workn^an," I blame upon a lady. Enough of this, 
said. “ The way he sleeps proves Get to your work, and don’t dare to use 
that." ' my cupboard as a bedroom again."' 


“ What are we to do ? " 

“ Let him out, 1 suppose. 


You don*t 


I iNIPPER'A 


r«oi» 



Ll ~ 







my cupboard as a bedroom again. ' 

“ But I tell you she " 

“I don’t want to know what you 

dreamt. Get on with ybur work 

at once." , 

Tlie puzzled toiler proceeded 
with his work of adjusting the 
electric bells whilst Doris em- 
braced me in the dining-room. 
“How splendid of you!" she 
said. 

“ You taught me," I I’eplied. 

1 “ I taught you ! " 

“ Yes, whenever you make a 
mess of things you always prove 
that I 'm in tlie wrong.” 

“ Do you think Hitcham will 

1 charge for all the time the man 
has been here?" 

I stared at her. There is a 
certain layer of meanness in the 
best woman. 

“ Doris," I exclaimed, “ false 
imprisonment is cheap at lOJrf. 
per hour. But if you grudge it 
go and explain to Hitcham. I 
won’t." 


The next light-fingered gen- 
tleman who calls at our ilat 
under the pretence of attending 
to the plumbing, gas-fittings, 
electric lights or fire-escape will 
not be hindered by Doris in Ids 
jewel-hunt. In fact she will 
tell the girl to give hpn tea in 
the kitchen. 1 


fittings. 1 asked him where ^ MAN WITH A PAST. 

he came from, and ho said Mr. ARCHinAi.n Jones, having been buccessfuely nour- 

* Hitchani’s.* You see they watch ^*'***^^ ^ baby on “Nipper’s Food,’* now finds that a “ The AustralianK me.m to give the 

whnrA wA dnal fn hnvA n. af^rv riiOToauAPH OF’HiAisELF IS BEiNO EXTENSIVELY CIRCULATED British Association a right roval iiulc 
wnere we aoai lo nave a siory uoaiwinos to advkiitisb this comioMTy. when it goes out there in 1914. As 

ready. I knew he was lying, ^ prelimfnary. the Commonwealth 

SO I took him to the cupboai'd where suggest that we should starve him and Government has cabled to-day to the High 

the electricity meter is and, while he dispose of the body ? " Commissioner to hand to the British Associa- 

waa looking round, pushed him in “ But wlmt will ho sav ? " OCX), whic^ ^has granted to cover 

.nd lockrf the door.* Then I piled A lot oi Ihiog., I oxi^oot. The more 

furniture Mainst it. He used awful urgent question is what shall we say? This ouL'ht to take them as far as 

language, but now ho ’s protending to You shouldn’t treat a British workman Tilbury anyhow. 

be asleep. I daren’t leave the flat for as if he were a Cabinet Minister. He’ll ^ 

fear ho should buret tlie door and want .compensation for imprisonmont. a aether Triumph for the Breeches, 

escape. And the bell for tlie hall- But wait, let’s move the fm-nitui-o ,.rm,„ 

\)orter won’t ring, and the flat telow ’s quietly without waking him.” Breek navy ?g*that bo Ex as it kept tho Turks 

empty. So I hod to wait till you We opened the door. The workman from Bonding troops by sea the Br^eks profited 

came,” • lay sti’etched on a box like a sleeping in South Macedonia. (?t*ardtaw. 

.“You’re a plucky womr.n," 1 de- beauty who had forgotten to shave. • 

dared admiringly, but ovoi,n as I said it I folded my arms and stood like Sir ‘‘Peace hath her ■victories.*^ 

*an awful thought oaine to mo. Edwako Carson defying tho guillotine. The Peace party have started riots in 

“Doris," X whispered, “ I called at In a minute the workman woke up Budapest to protest against War, and 


.“You’re a plucky womr.n," 1 de- 
clared admiringly, but evoi,n as I said it 
*an awful thought came to mo. 

“ Doris," I whispered, “ I called at 


“ Doris," I whispered, “ I called at In a minute the wo 
Hitcham’s Jast Monday week to tell and stretched himself. 


1 badly injured twenty-four petsons. 
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Interview with R Scmo Atoica^^os, 

IiA$T week we gave a brief oeeount of 
the ABIBT10BB papyrus newly acquired 
by the British Museum. That institu- 
tion has now been oniiched by another 
document of extraordinary interest, re- 
oently found in the Catacombs. It con- 
sists of a copy of tlio Vesper Purpurciis, 
the famous Homan newspaper published 
(lining tlie Second Punio war, containing 
an interview with P. Scmo Africanus 
after ilnf battle of Zama, in wliich 
Hannibal was completely defeated by 
tile Homan General. The interview is 
not only deeply interesting for tiie 
details which it gives of the conflict, 
but it involves a complete revision of 
the traditional verdict of history on the 
crowning exploit of the Homan Gouoral. 
The true organizer of victory, it now 
turns out, was not Scirro, but that 
wonderful Roman journalist. Ampulla 
Sosquipedalifl, tlm Editin' of the Vesper 
Purpuretts, wito is alluded to in Cickko’s 
L otiers as a writer of “ almost incredible 
exuberance.” 

Scmo, who was resting in his tent 
after the exertions of the fight, had 
given orders that no one should bo 
admitted, but, hearing that the repre- 
sentative of the Vesper was outside, at 
once commanded him to bo brought in, 
and embraced him with the utmost 
fervour. “Jjet there bo no mistake 
about it,” he cricjd, “ this is not my 
victory; I liave only been the liumble 
instrument of tlio mighty genius of 
Ampulla. It was ho who inspired my 
strategy, inflamed the spirits of my 
soldiers, and created an atiiiosphcvo of 
contidonco which made Homo irresisti- 
ble. The pen is mightier than the 
sword, the epitliet jnoro formidable than 
the elephant, the polysyllable more de- 
structive than the catapult.’ 

Scirio then went on to explain that it 
was at the suggestion of Ampullahimself 
that he had given orders to his standard- 
bearers to wave copies of the Vesper 
in the faces of the foe, and that the 
wonderful proceeding from il icse 

^mrpurei ptanni had produced a curiously ' 
disintegrating elToct even upon IIanni- i 
bal’s most seasoned veterans. As for 
tlio elephants, they absolutely refused to i 
stand up against them, and turned and < 
lied in object confusion. As a Cartha- ; 
* ginian prisoner picturesquely put it, 
they had not only been out-generalled ; i 
they hod been out-tmrapeted. But ; 
perhaps the greatest compliment of all i 
was that which came from Hannibal < 
himself. The famous General, it appears, ’ 
though escape was easy, risked capture 
by waiting to dictate a letter to his con- i 
queror, in which all his characteristic ] 
chivalry found supreme expression, 1 



Small Boy {to doctor about to assist elderly party in /aintiivj jit)> St’ 
iNI) don’t DJ«3 AIAUMI]!). i ’LU ATTEND lt> TMIB— I ’JH A iVOY 6(?OUr.” 


St’ANlI VHU>r, VriAHS. 


’‘From the day,” ho wrote, “on 
wbicli a spy brought a copy of your 
unparalleled and siiperl) paper into my 
camp, I knew that the game was up. J t 
contained an article headed ‘ O si ! — — ’ 
beginning : ‘ Perturbamini, 0 scclmi^ 
t iss im i Ca rihag i n icn scs, i ii n nmcrdbi 
I ihus sollicituduiihus,* and continued in 
the same strain for thirteim columns, 
scarcely a single word being loss than live, 
syllables in length ! Imagine th(3 eflect 
of such tempestuous eloijucnco oii my 
soldiers! I had beaten Home to lioi 
knees, but her tongue was still unfet - i 
tered. You have triumphed, O purple ! 
emperor (imperaior purpnreus) of tlu) 
pen ; and 1 bow to the verdict of Ibrtune. 
All I ask is that you should bo merciful 
to your countrymen in your hour of 
victory. Bemember that while there 
is safety in numlws it is possible to 
overdo the multitude of columns in the | 
Temple of Fame/* j 

Here the peript ceases. The sequel, 
os narrated by the Roman historian, 
PenialinUB, tbS^ws a lurid light on 
human ingratitude. When Souno re- ! 


I turned to Rcjino, Ampulla t Uhurxl the 
triumph on the strength of tlm joint 
t(‘Ktimony of Scmio and liANMUAL. 
Incredildn as it may seem, Hiumo flatly 
(l(3nuMl llio authenticity of the interview, 
w hich ho allegt^d It) lie the tiguamt of 
a megalomaniuc, and, havit);^ squared 
tlm Sc*nat(», l\e {u timlly rofust d to JiUow 
Ampulla even to ride one of (ho captives 
(»hq)htinls in (ho procownmu to the 
(V«i.pilol I Ampidla's vindication of hi« 
characior, thougl) it unhappily Jieribhed 
along with tlio lost, hooks of I4IVY, was 
geiiu^rally adinitti^d by his coutempo- 
rai icB to ho fclie finest piece of lorrontial 
invective in the Laim language. It 
occupied seven auccessivo ^htim issues 
of tlie Vesper Pwpmeus-- all adverttss- 
nients being exchuh’d during its pro- 
gress— and^was do«ei il><^d by rlcnilifiim, 
junior, the famous author ^ the /u- 
eptim Vesperiin(£y as a mast^rpieco of 
exuliK'^ninoe {opm sifujulan 
perfectum). It is s^d to lhat tli^ 
Meiiioirs of Ampulla, in jDHf hundred 
volumes, also p^mshed in^ thl burning 
of the library at Alexlndria. ; 
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MORE SUCCESSFUL LIVES. 

IV. — ^Thb Doctoh. 

Hib slippered feet stretched out lux- 
uriously to the fire, Dr. Venables, of 
Mudford, lay back in his arm-chair 
and gave himself up to the delights of 
his Flor di Gabajo, No. 2, a box of 
which had been presented to him by an 
apparently grateful patient. It. had 
been 'a busy day. He had prescribed 
more than half-a-dozon hot* milk- 
puddings and a dozen changes of air ; 
he had promised a score of times to 
look in again to-morrow; and the 
Widow Nixey h%d told him yet again, 
but at grater length than before, her 
private opinion of doctors. 

Sometimes Gordon Venables won- 
dered whetlier it was only for this that 
he had been the most notable student 
of his year at St. Bartholomew’s. Ills 
brilliance, indeed, had caused some- 
thing of a sensation in medical circles, 
and k remarke»ble career had boon 
prophesied for him. It was Venables 
who had broken up one Suffrage nieot- 
inp after another by throwing wliite 
mice at the women on the platform ; 
who day after day had paraded Ijondon 
dressed in the costume of a brown dog, 
until arrested {orbiting an anii-vivisector 
in the leg. No wonder that all the 
prizes of tno profession were announced 
to be within his grasp, and that when 
he buried himself in the little country 
town of Mudford ho was thought to have 
thrown away I'ecklessly opportunities 
such as were granted to few. 

He had been in Mudford for five 
years now. An occasional paper in 
The Lamet on The Hecun’once of 
Anthro-philomelitis in Earth -w^orms,’' 
kept him in touch with modern medi- 
cal thought, but lie could not help 
feeling that to some extent his powws 
were rusting in Mudford. As the 
years went on his chance of Harley 
Street dwindled. 

** Come in,” lie said in answer to a 
knock at the door. 

The housekeeper’s head appeared. 

“ There’s been an accident, Sir,” she 
gasped. ** Gentloiiiaii run over I ” 

He snatched up his stethoscope and, 
without oven waiting to enquire wliero 
the accident w^as, hurried into the night. 
Something whi8i)ercd to liiin that his 
chance had come. 

•After a quarter of an hour he stopped 
a small boy. 

“ Hollo, Johnny, ”ho said breathlessly, 
“ where ’s the accident ? ” 

The boy looked at him .with open 
nK>uth for soijie moments. Then he 
had an idea. 

•• Why, it ’sJDoctor I ” he said. 

Dr. Venables pushed hi^ a^ide and 
ran on. . . . 


It was in the High Street that the 
accident had hapmned. Lord Lair, an 
eccentric old genUeman who sometimes 
walked when he might have driven, 
had, while dodging a motor-car, been 
run into by a child's hoop. Ho lay 
now on the pavement surround^ by 
a large and interested crowd. 

“ Look out,” shouted somebody from 
the outskirts ; “ here comes Doctor." 

Dr. Venables pushed his way through 
to his patient. Ilis long search for the 
scene of tlio accident had exhausted him 
bodily, but liis mind was as clear as ever. 

** Stand back there," he said in an 
authoritative voice. Then, taking out 
Ills stethoscope, he made a rapid 
examination of his patient. 

Incised wound in the tibia," he 
murmured to himself. “ Slight abrasion 
of the patella and contusion of the left 
ankle. The injuries are serious but not 
necessarily mortal. Who is he ? " 

The butcher, who had been sitting 
on the head of the fallen man, got up 
and disclosed the features of Lor^ Lair. 
Dr. Venables staggered back. 

“ His lordship ! ” he cried. ** He is a 
patient of Dr. Scott’s I I have attended 
the client of another practitioner I 
Professionally I am ruined ! " 

Lord Lair, who was now breathing 
more easily, opened his eyes. 

** Take mo home," lie groaned. 

Dr. Venables’ situation was a terrible 
one. Medical etiquette demanded his 
immediate retirement from the case, 
hut the promptings of humanity, and 
the thought of his client’s important 
position in the world, w^oro too strong 
for him. Throwing his scruples to the 
W'inds, he assisted the aged peer on 
to a liastily-improvised stretcher and 
accoiiipanied him to the Hall. 

His lordship once in bod, the doctor 
examined him again. It w'as obvious 
immediately that there was only one 
hope of saving the patient’s life. An 
injection of anthro-philoinolitis must be 
given w ithout loss of time. 

Dr. Venables took off his coat and 
rolled up his sleeves. Ho never travelled 
w'itlioiit a small bottle of this serum in 
his waistcoat i>ocket — a serum whicli, as 
iny readers know\ is prepared from the 
earth-w’orm,in wdiosebody (fortunately) 
large deposits of anthro-philomelitis are 
continually found. With help from a 
footman in holding dowm the patient, 
the injection was mode. In less than a 
year Lord Lair w^as restored to health. 

ih ■?:’ <;• "ji- 

Dr. Gordon Venables’ case came before 
the British Medical Council early in 
October. The counts in the indictment 
were two. 

The first was that, ** on the 17th of 
June last, Dr. Gordon Venables did feh 
oniously and with malice aforethought 


commit the dismasting and infamous 
crime of attending p^fessbnally the 
client of another practitioner." 

The second was that in the course of 
rendering professional services to the 
said client, Dr. Venables did knowingly 
and wittingly employ the assistance of 
one who was not a properly registered 
medical man, to wit, Thomas Bolling, 
footman, thereby showing himself to bo 
a scurvy fellow of infamous morals." 

Dr. Venables decided to apologise. 
He also decided to send in an account 
to Lord Lair for two hundred and fifty 
guineas. He justified this to himself 
mainly on the ground that, according to 
a letter in that week’s Lancet, the supply 
of anthro-philomelitis in earth-worms 
was suddenly giving out, and that it was 
necessary to recoup himself for the 
generous quantity he had injected into 
Lord Lair. Naturally, also, he felt that 
his lordship, as the author of the whole 
trouble, owed him something. 

The Council, in consideration of his 
apology, dismissed the first count. On 
the second count, however, they struck 
him off the register. 

It was a terrible position for a young 
doctor to ho in, but Gordon Venables 
faced it like a man. With Lord Lair's 
fee in his pocket he came to town and 
took a house in Harley Street. When 
he had paid ilie first quarter’s rent and 
the first instalment on the hired furni- 
ture, he had fifty pounds left. 

Ten pounds ho spont on embossed 
stationery. 

Forty pounds ho spent on postage- 
stamps. 

For the next throe montlis nt> journal 
was complete without a letter from 
999, Harley Street, signed “ Gordon 
Venuhle^,” in wdiich the iniquii^y of his 
treatment ’ey the British Medical 
Council was dw^elt upon with the fer- 
vour of a man wlio know his subject 
thoroughly ; no such letter was com- 
plete without a sido-rofereiice to anthro* 
pliilomolitis (as found, lia])pily, in earth- 
worms) and the anthro-philomelitis 
treatment (as recommended by peers). 
Six months previously the name of 
Venables had be.en utterly unknown to 
the man in the street. In three months’ 
time it was bettor known even than 
■’s, the well-known . 

One-half of London said ho was an 
infamous quack. 

The other half of London said he 
was a martyred genius. 

Both halves agreed that, after all, one 
might as well in/ this new what-you^ 
may-call-it treatment, just to see if 
there was anything m it, don’t you 
know. 

It was only last week that Mr. 
Venables made an excellent spooob 
against the super-tax. A. A. m. 
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OUR CATALOQUE OF SEASONABLE NOVELTIES. 

((7om6Mii«i9 Imtrvetim v>Uh Ajtttummt.) * 



PATENT DOft-BlTE.— Gbrat joke. 
Qbt ONB and MAKIC FBIENDS. 9d.i 
WITH BAJUC, Is. 


THE JOKE OP THE SEASON.— The back- 

HEAD MABK. At THE BIORT MOMENT YOU BEMOVE 
Youu HAT. This will cause sobbamb of lauohtkb. 
With one of thebe sokeb on the back of youb 
HEAD YOU need NEVBB FEEL DULL. *2t/. ; WITH BE- 
VOLVINO ETEB, M. 


“ on, MY I '' BfiJ) hobwamep.-^-AHW- 

FIOIAL ABM, WITH Wffmh 

rniBKB youb fbiekwi- l». 04. Aiiiio 

WCKIDEN LEO- • JUBT TIlH THING K>R tifll 
DANCING BF.ABON. 0S. 


MUSICAL NOTES. 

The announcement that Madame 
Claha Butt has declined an ofl’er to 
sing at one of the leading iniisic-halls 
at a remuneration of £250 a week has 
elicited a number of interesting state- 
ments from leading musicians, illus- 
trating in pleasing fashion the heights 
to whicfi artistic self-denial can attain 
[ in these days of acquisitive materialism. 

Thus it W'ill ho no surprise to ilio 
I admirers of Robert Knaus to learn 
that he recently refused aii offer from 
! one of the greatest Sausage Kings 
in Chicago. It was that ho should 
compose a syrniflionic poem giving a 
realistic description of the entire process 
of manufacture, the only condition 
imposed being that tlie analytic pro- 
gramme should mention the name of 
the magnate and include a photograph 
of his factory. 

The fee offered being only £500, Herr 
Knaus’s answer, which was conveyed 
in terms of noble indignation, was of 
coursed foregone conclusion. 


writes the famous publicist, ** that when 
rny son-in-law, Mr. Max Baraborgor, 
was touring in Now Guinea he was 
approached by the chief of the famous 
anthropophagous tril>o of the Fifofurni, 
who offered him a nugget of gold, esti- 
mated at £5,000, if he would accompan y 
them in a head-hunting expedition into 
I the interior, and inspire the wamors by 
the strains of his violin. Needless to 
say, Mr. Bamberger declined the offer, 
and the impression created by liis noble 
behaviour was such tiiat cannibalism 
lias since fallen into disreipute through- 
out the length and bioadth of Papua. 
I ought to add that I am writing entirely 
on my own initiative, Mr. Bamberger 
being notoriously averse from any public 
advertisement of his actions.” 

Another splendid act of renunciation 
is that of the famous Suffragist soprano, 
Miss Sylvia Hark, who was offered a 
series of engagements in the provinces, 
but, when she discovered that it involved 
an appearance in the Isle of Man, at 
once declined the engagement as casting 
an intolerable stigma on her reputation. 


A TIMELY MOULT. 
lasTMN, lords and ladien gay I 
As 1 Hhavod myself to-day/ 

On my razor-blade 1 spied 
Many Imstlos, long and pWl. 

*' Jovol ” 1 said, J do not own 
11 airs so liuod, wo fully grown.** 
Then I knew and erhid, mviolted, 

“ Heavens I my shaving U mU has 
moulted ! ” 

Six and ftixpcnco, nmdy made, 

Was the prioi^ 1 lately paid 
rurosi badger, tliiok and rifCi 
GuaranbaHl to last a life I 
Tender to the tender skin I <- 
I WMiw badly taken in 
With the praise that tempts tiro 
I)uyer ; 

Oh, the shopman was a Uar! 

All the wanu^ if moult it tinmt, 

I admit that tiiis is just 
The most tactful time to otioese; 
l<'or, if 1 can get the news • 

W^ell ruWicd In by Chrisfemas Hay, 
yf)U, my lords and ladies gay, 

May present the pinsent siiCger 
With a shaving-bruHh (d tiSilger. * 


Perhaps the most notable of those Hunger Ohampion. Kvencong and durmun, miA A 

levelations is that which reaches us This is a Mr. Duncam, who writes la (HMoKtimuiiParitAl 

from Sir Pompey Boldero, F.B.8.L. “I Time,: " I havp never eatea more “ I leave it," said the vioi<i*. 
think it proper to inform the public," than two meab in my life." “ Spades," replied tl« sextoni 


tth, fl.daJ” 
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A PROVIDENCE. 

{Dedicated with heartfelt gratitude to the letter-destroying 
squadron of the militant Suffragettes.) 

If I am still i*oceivo<l by Mrs. Wibbs, 

If young MirtB Gibbs salutes ino with a bow, 

If the old man himself still prods my ribs 
Bomotimos and says, “ llow^ now ? ” 

Yours are tho thanks, yo Amazonian crow, 

Who saved my honour in a desperate case. 

ICeu there may be that have a down on you, 

I harp your acts of grace* 

Btm in ray desk it lies, tho little shoot 
Woven of azuro woof, with “ just a lino ” 

Written by Mrs. Gibbs, of Grafton Street, 

Bequesting mo to dino. 

Was it from rank discourtesy alone 
That hour by hour T failed to seize the pen, 

Till the last wmg-foot messenger had flown, 

,, Till Samuel in his don 

Breathed llie irrovocahlo w^ords, “ No more ’* ? 

Scarcely, I think ; I may bo pretty i*ude, 

« But banquet invitations seldom boro ; 

Food,' after all, is food. 

• 

No, but <J*er Memory still urging “ Write,’* 
ProoriMtination laid her flowery spell, 

Till Morpheus merged my brains in happier night ; 
Youtfi^eido? Vefy well. 


Briefly, I put it off till at tho end 
The slow dawn creeping ihrougli the orient chink 
To md me inquiring of my tooth-brush, “ Friend, 
What wull the old girl think?” 

Then came my breakfast and my morning jag : 

“ Tiie BulTragettes luivo made a further sw’oop 
On London pillar-boxes.” Did 1 lag? 

AVith Olio wild joyous whoop 

I sat mo down and wrote to young Miss G., 

“ The Golliwogs are at their ancient trick^5. 

I hope they spared that letter sent by me 
Ijast night at half-past six, 

Telling your mother with my deep regrets 
1 could not dine to-day.” Ah happy stroke ! 
(Especially that term for Suffragettes ; 

Children do like a joke.) 

W’Jiat was the end ? I called on Mrs. Gibbs; 

Her husband said, “ Those w^omen should be shot.’ 

I said, “ I think so too,” and rubbed my ribs. 

But did I ? I did not, Evoe. 

From a letter in The Natal Mercury : — 

“Sir, — Will some kind reader please tell me the bo^tway to ri](^ KroMi 
papaws and how to decorate ahro^placein summorwith crinkjed paper. “ 
Akswer : The best way to decorate a fireplace in summer 
with crinkled paper is to take some crinkled paper and 
decorate the fireplace with it. It is also the best way to 
annoy papaws of whatever colour* The average father 
prefers an empty grate, into which he can knock his pipe. 
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OF PAPUAN FMT m the GiJlerjr who have To-night CkKiaiN HucMf, riiioir to 

oo™> Sown expectant of cToitinfl ioonoe addroel soaijty wtidienoei bitterly 
(E*TiucTra> FnoM THK i>iABT OP tobt, M.P.) jn discussion of what they have been plored state of thingf, Tm XfMttiV, 
House of Commons, Monday, Decern- told is a revolutionary measure threat- uofllnchinfily oonstant in atteocbvnoe, 
ber 2.— At Dothoboys Hall there was ening disruption of the Empire grow offorwl explanation. 

^ “What taliOM tlr« life out of these 

I ■ ‘ 


no Christmas vacation. Announced 
io-iiight that wo shall have ton days. 
Following upon what with hrief interval 
has been a year’s regular attendance 
at Westminster the arrangement cannot 
be censured on ground of excessive 
liboralify. Present Session will almost 
overlap that of 1913, giving us another 
seven or eight months’ unintermibted 
hard labour. 

PuEMiKit’s remark, that House ad- 
journing on 20tli of this month will 
turn to again on the 30th brought 
anguished wail from Scotcli Member. 

“ Is the right honourable gentleman 
aware liow Scotsmen usually spend the 
first week of the New Year?” asked 
Mr. Watt, who knows his Glasgow 
well. **Doe8 ho think it a fair sub- 
stitute to bring us here? ” 

Well, wo must do our best to rise to 
occasion. Scotland has not monopoly 
of currency of the whisky bottle, and 
there are great doings in neighbour 
hood of St. Paul’s on last night of 
parting year. 

It liappened by accidental concatena- 
tion of circumstance that responsibili- 
ties of a composite Empire wore 
brouglit sliarply to mind. Mr. 

Watt hyinued the sorrows of 
Scotsmen compellod to see the 
New' Year in ” in London. 

Ireland and Wales each bad its 
grievance. S))okoRiTian of the 
former was Mr. Gif^NJcnii, who 
drew lurid jxieture of Chikf 
SKC itETAUY and a c co m p 1 i c e s 
taking advantage of count-out 
last Friday “ at a time when the 
Irish Government w'cro being 
charged with complicity in crinux 
in Dublin Castle.” Another 
Member pointful out how Wales, 
still unrelieved from cost of 
maintaining Established Ch urch , 
had suffered h’osh affront hy tlie 
regimental goat*of the Welsh 
Fusiliers being placed in quar- 
antine in vague uffVight at spread 
of Foot and Mouth Disease, 

Buhiness done. — Clause 26 
added to Home B ile Bill. 

Tuesday. — ^Twenty-second day 
allotted to Home Bulo Bill in 
Cemmibtoe. The days pass and 
resemble eacli other in respect 
of lisUoBsness that dominates 
debate. To-day, as on the 
twenty*on3 that preceded it, as 
socn as Questions are over and 
House gets into Committee. 
Members rise with one accord 
and make for the door. 



ANOTHER INJUSTICE TO SCOTLAND. 
(Mr. Watt.) 

uneasy. Conclude that, owing to some 
default beyond their ken, resumption of 


What 

debates, Mr. WwiT^SiV/* he said aiL 
(hwsiug the long iUifT0r|i||[ Ohairnmn, 
is the obvious hmt iimt getillorcim on 
tliis of the House dinned hardly 
bo said that Tnw ranges himseft on 
Opposition Henohes all i^liitg 

from briefs, What they say is mt 
and dried for them like hofsedbtider, 
The Consen'ative organisation draft in 
printed form what is nonsense. 

Thie is pbotogmphsd amt eireulateci 
among opponents of the wlio read 

it out, the more clever among ibsm 
putting it In their own wokIs, This is 
not debafo. It is absunHty." 

If this be not true It is well inventaat 
Certainly helps to explain pasalj^ 
comlition of House. (Unwebe^ btight 
notliing to it. • 

Bmhms do>%e. - Clatmw 2T and 98 
added to Home Tlule Hill. 

Wmhmdity. Tum Tai uxU - - haw 


debate has been postponed and sitUtig familiar the nante sounds in conneli^ 
abruptly concluded. Undeceived when tion with these pages * is alni^ftdy cUill- 
presently, the crowd departed, some Uisioned. Iajsh than a (ortiiighl since he 
score of Members sit and languidly arrived from Bolton bcwuidug with pW 
listen to one on bis legs. sureaiprospoetof erimying luivllegeaud 

(list motion of the M l*. Find! 
ilio place almost mumduralde 
by nniHon of iU ciudinemeuti 
its monotony aufl the ahsetuie of 
tru(» reasonahlenettw. Films f<w 
the balmy briK^>i(^s of Bolton. 

“ Might as vv(^U be in prison , 
d(»ing six rnordhs’ havd lanour,” 
lu^ moans. •* What d' you think ? 
ihws inside they won*t let me 
l<Mive the place.” 

1'his a sad reioinisecnce of 
painful expt>i*uai(.w on mnsond day 
afUT arrival, Hlmllmg <ait of 
the Lobby about ten o'clock, 
iniertt U])on stHMtig a l»it of 
liunnon Hince I am here,” was 
stopped at d(»or b> the Whips; 
told he mufttn't leave tilt House 
was up. Tom gmdually falling 
into Hiatt' (d melancholia. Comes 
down for Qut'tttiofisi discovors 
with airui/ieriiont that last object 
with which they are submitted 
is to ohtai»i infumiatlon. Witen 
House resumes Coirnuditee on 
Home Rule Bill, takes up Onlhr 
paper ; finds that, though he and 
tbe«resl were on the yester- 
day and day before deposing of 
AtnejndinentH Ixy thb page; ibeio 
are exactly *rjan| as thei© 
were yesteiduy c)r yesterday 
week. « • 

Talk ^abunt the widow's 
said iVi 



A SPLIT IN THE COALITION. 

Mr. COAimaB Oukoak (Labour) and Sir Wii4:^am Bviui^S 


(Radical) fight lor tho corner seat below the Gangway. 


cruse, 


I’om (n|^ one had 
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mentioned it); *Mfc ain't in it nvith cbatted.'with his neighbouz as if nothing 
this vray of doing business." * had happened. 

“ How would you do it suppose you Perhaps, after all, this talk about 
wore in charge?” asked the Mad plashing in gore only bis playfulness. 
IlArnsB, whose thirst for knowledge But he should remember that what is 
is insatiable. " How would you got fun to him is cause of profound disturb- 
through the Amendments ? " once to other sensitive minds. 

“ Mpp ’em up,” said Tom. Btmneaa do 7 ie. — In the Comtnons 

Apart from precise figure of speech Pbeuieb’b promise, recorded in this 
that is precisely what Govsmmert ore week’s cartoon, handsomely fulfilled, 
doing. As ” twice a day the _ 






Sovem fills/* so twice a night' ^ «|H|| 

blade of guiUotine falls on HHHHHPff C(;(> 

AmondmeniH, mowing them ^ \ 

down ascontrasted with mopi^ing f / 

them lip. On ^Monday niglit | / | i 

House aelighte<rto find Bolicl- i / B| 

tok-Gkkkbal'h speech abruptly | — 

out short by inexorable instru* ' y 

Attendance tliroughout sitting ag ^ ^9 

misorablv small. But Mem- k 

bers fiook in at call of Division jH 

boll. Ministerial majority ke))t 

up to level iTjoro nearly ap- ^ — 

proachinir six score than live. ^^*** TavijOR, fresh from Bolton, and intent on 

SusineHS dmjc.— Still harping '■** Lunnon,” waylaid by the Whips. . 
on Home Kulo Bill. Ijcaving Miss Erin aside, goes out walk- 

House of 1.0 Thursday. — ing with little Miss Llewellyn. Welsh 
Noble Lords Imb tually distinguished Disestablishment Bill taken in Com- 
from meaner mortals in another place mittee. 
by iiniwrturhuhility. “ 1 never eat and 




1 never drink,” said Dizzy’s Cardinal, 
pictured in Lot ha i /•. liords rarely laugh 


THE EIGHTPENNY BIT. 

It begins to look as if yet another way 


and seldom cheer. Commons always has been found in winch the Insurance 
childishly anxious to find opportunity Act may wreck our happiness. There 
for either exorcise. is to ho a fainino in copper coins. This 

This peculiarity made more marked is how it works. In the old days — the 
what the Frencli call inouvement dis- dear old days — if you employed a man 
played just now when WiLnoiKninY who earned 80/- a week, you simply 
DK Bhoki: strolled in. Affairs of state handed over to him, when Saturday 
occupying him elsewhere, this liis first cam(3 round, the sum of thirty bob (in 
appearance since delivery of famous gold) — and there you were. J^ut now, 
speech at Unionist gathering in Albert thanks to the National Health Insur- 
Hall. ance Act, he has to get 20/H, wdiicli is 

1 am out for blood,” ho then con- a much more vexatious problem. This 
fided to a cheoi'ing audience. “ We sort of tiling is already throwing a 
are not going to go home without it frightful strain on our copper currency, 
if wo have to stop out all night to so that it is freely predicted (wdtli the 


got it.” 


Christmas shopping coming on, and all) 


Several nights elapsed since this that there are bound to bo loo few 
inspiring declaration wuis trumpeted, pennies to go round, 
rrosuniahly WiLLOUOHUv, in accordance Wo are not sure of the soundness of 
with his public pledge, has been on the the argument. We cannot quite bring 
prowl througli them all. Had ho sue- ourselves to believe that that loose two- 
ceeded in the enterprise? Had ho pence (the recognised equivalent of half - 

a-pini) will be long lost to the w^orld. 

Borne noble Lords were conscious of But let that pass. We are told that 
vague picture, hung BOiuewhcve on the the difficulty must 1x3 met, and we are 
back of their minds, of WiLLOuunny, quite prepared to meet it. A happy 
having prospered in his nocturnal enter- and daring solution has already been 
prise, entering from behinc\ the Wool- found. We are to have an Eightpenny 
saqk, a gory Knife in one hand, in the Bit. The idea has been taken up wuth 
other a pail half-filled with the proceeds muctx enthusiasm, and there is certainly 
of liis labour. Nothing could l>e further this in it (though we should be son 7 to 
removed froln realised fact, Win- encourage gambling in any form)— that 
LOUQUBY entered in his usual nianner, if you «o b^gin to toss with a penny 
showing no signs of having been out and lose, and then lose thrice more, 
all night, Took*his occustctoied seat, double or quits, you will find that 


neither a shillitig nor a sixpene^ meets 
the case whereas an Eightpenny Bit 
does* The Brass, however, points out, 
most pertinently, that there is one 
almost insuperable objection to a new 
coin 80 like m size to a sixpence* ** On 
cold and dark nights on the tops of care ” 
mistakes will occur. That objection, 
however, may be easily merged in the 
[larger problem of the proper lighting 

I and beating of the tops of our 
cars. * 

Still we do not altogether 
care about this Eightpbnny Bit. 
While it will, no doubt, relieve 
copper, it is bound to throw’ 
a fearful strain on silver. We 
would suggest a bolder and a 
simpler course. Why not have 
a Nine-and-eightpenny Bit ? Or, 
even better, a Twonty-nine-and- 
eighipenny Bit ? 

As a matter of fact we have a 
better solution still. 1 1 is indeed 
what we have been working up 
"Bccing to. All wages are not paid at 
the rate of thirty shillings a 
week. No, we had not overlooked 
that. Very well, wo shall have a Bix- 
and-eightpenny bit. This will not only 
(1) relieve this intolerable strain on 
copper, (2) mitigate the evil opera- 
tions of the Insurance Act, (3) 
prevent all sorts of awkward contre- 
temps on the tops of cars on cold and 
dark nights ; it will also (wo suppose 
you liave already guessed it) come in for 
paying one’s lawyer’s fees. It will get 
round the difficulty of that exceedingly 
— well, untidy amount that they de- 
mand for any little service they may do 
you. Which of us has not experienced 
a most unpleasant five ininutes while 
ho has fumbled and Imnted feverishly in 
liis various pockets, on the vciy door- 
step, trying to make up the total? In 
future wo, for our part, will have the 
fee ready inside our glove, whore wo 
keep our postage-stamps. 

We only throw’ out the suggestion 
for what it is worth — as they alw'ays 
say wlien it liappensto be a particularly 
rotten one — but there js this to be said 
for it. It w’ill do for two birds at once 
— tlie ’‘publican ” and the solicitor. 

night at about 7 p.ui. a GoaucBc 
•ayah named Mary Wash living in Dukergali, 
New-chawl, travelling by Parclcar No. 88, had 
her golden croAg and chain robbed from her 
neck while atauding in the compartment 
reserved for that purpose. Gazette. 

Well, she was asking for it. 

” But then this was only a 30 cals, weapon 
iued with slow-burning cocoa, and Growing a 
projectile of l,8001bs. with a muzzle velocity of 
2,087 foot-seconds. . 

Was this why the Peace party took 
up cocoa ” ? 




ONE TOUCH OF NATURE. 

Stout Syntpalhiser (to victim of haiiana-skin). Funnv thing, Guvnou; wiiv, 1 vkuy ni*'.aiu.v honi-i thk BTi4tii wvwr.Trir Tltm 
MORNING t»N A BIT o’ 811 ET IN THIC ’ArUEB IlOAD ! ’* 


FIAT JUSTITIA. 

We had not wanted to f^o over the 
house at all, but he had insisted on 
it. Wo must do it justice; inside wo 
would find it quite dift’ereut ; it was 
“ Gxcuptionally connnodious," “replete 
witli all modern conveniences,’' “ taste- 
fully decorated.” He tallied like a bad 
advertisement. We thought the floors 
shaky, and said so : he stamped upon 
them confidently and they gave way. 
We fingered the paper and it peeled 
oif ; tapped the plaster and it came 
down. Bells wore pulled and broke ; 

I door-handles stuck and then snapped 
I viciously; the adventure began to have 
I a dreary destructive interest of its own. 

But at length we grow tii^d of that 
too. Be was so dauntless in the face 
of disappointment, and his squeaky 
optimism jarred our nerves. The 
thought of his company all the way 
back to the station became unendurable. 
If we^were ever to shake him off, it 
mqst be at the door ; no, confound him, 
he was coming out .... Ah! what 
was wrong with the letter-box ? What, 
indeed ? He hurried behind to examine 


it, and a inatcli wedged in gave uh a 
moment’s grace while ho fumbled away, 
still talking hopefully. We dashed 
down the drive, and when wo looked 
hock it was to see a rod- faced, angry 
figure. Yes, he had given up hope at 
last ; lie liad lost his temper ; he banged 
the door violently. 

Then the house foil on him. 

“The modern bride ransacks her brain, an 
well as picture galleries and museums, to find 
ideas for her own and her rotinue^s garmcnls, 
and effective combinations arc gonurally tin; 
result. ’ ' — Scots Pictot uiU 

One of the results, no doubt. (N.B. Wo 
are under oath not to touch upon this 
subject again for at least a year. We 
beg our contemporaries not to tempt us.) 

“Thiiejb Super -Dbkanoughts Njni: 

PlllST-OUASS IhRCttU WR . “ 

North Star. 

If iluLt doesn’t frighton Germany I 

“ The little blouse of the moment to wear 
under our smart and generally simple winter 
skirts is a very attractive thing."-— Ok>6e. 

But you can have a v^ry attractive 
thing in the wrong place. 


A roST-IMPKEHBlONlBT ! 

The snaky twilight crawls and clanks; 
A Hcarhit sbriok thrusts homo ; 

The jig'KawH snap among th^s planks, i 
Where, lush and loud, j 

Plump, plastic, pro\ii), I 

The coupons emWil 
Along the road to Homo. ! 

Acrul, osHential, winged with eyes, | 

The iKiwdeml plummet dmps; ! 

The beldam’s bonnet drawls and dies, | 
And, foul or fair, | 

Calm Neverwheix) 

InsoriiieH his squavo 
Amid the malt and nops. ji 

*i 

Oh ! anguish of the slau^tefod shaft f: 
That skims the sulton murtat 'I 

Oh I vaguely vauutetl oveiidrafi I i 

Oh I savage apih ^ j 

Of twain and twin, ; 

While out and in ; 

The shftpoIeHS secret booms. i 


A Coming Divorfii. ^ 

“I extend my eordu*! c^ng^tulatkms to ; 
W-.- B— , who is about to des^ the rnnks of ] 
the ' 
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THE BOOT OP THE MATTEB. 
Therb was once a man named Oas- 1 


appreciative a jury. Now, I wonder 
which of my points particularly appealed 
to you ? I fancy you rather liked the 


About the same time there was one about the wheelmarks/ 


a man named Pacton. These two got The jurors did not remember anything 


OBUEL KINDNESS. 

[A daily paper assures us that tears are 
Nature’s means of brightening a woman’s 


Up against each other about a tort. of his point about the wheelmarks nor, 
What bad really happened was that when he revived it for their benefit, did 
Caswell's motor car, having made a they show any great affection for it. 
series of bloodthirsty but abortive at- He revived all his points and the jiiror^ 
tempts on the life of Pacton, had were quite distinct in stating that they 
eventually, by waiting up a side street didn’t see anything in any of them. 




Dear, we Ve always thought her 
Perfect hitherto, 

This our infant daughter, 

Born of me and you ; 

Never tired of telling 
Everyone we know 
Beauty all-excelling 
She would shortly show. ‘ 

Still we must not tnlst her 
Looks to luck, but try 
Means to add a lustro 
To each infant eye ; 

Our parental duty 
Bids us, if we can, 
Supplement the beauty 
Sketched in Nature's plan. 

So let us supply her 
Whom we hold so dear 
With a beautiiier 
In the frequeiit tear. 

This should lend a lacquer 
'J'o her young regard ; 

Go, my lov6, and smack her — 
Smack her really hard. 


and (blushing out suddenly at breakneck Smith was a little depressed. . Then Beauty all-excelling 
speed, succeeded in knocking Pacton it must be something about the dofen- She would shortly show. ‘ 

him, but no doubt it hoped for ' Still we must not tnlst her 

hotter luck next time. 

What had really happened 
was that Pacton had taken a 
malicious dislike to Caswell’s 
motor and had purposely pre- 
cipitated himself against it 
when it was standing still. But 
for Caswell’s readiness in re- 
coding Pacton might have done 
his car a very serious injury. 

Hence Pactop^ v. vaswell ; 
after the institution of which 
suit the individualities of Cas- 
well and Pacton sank into rela- 
tive insignificance. 

On the morning of tlie Assiasos, " 
at which the cause was to be 
tried, the Caswellians, solicitors, 
experts and other camp-fol- 
lowers marched into the Shire ^ 

Hall of tho Assize town, led 
by their counsel, Jones, His 
smile was hold and his head 
was high. He had reason to 
hold his head high and to smile 
boldly, for the other follow 
hadn't a leg to stand on. 

From another direction ad- 
vanced the Pactonites, solioitors, 
exports and otlier hangers-on, 
headed by Smith, their counsel. 

Smith said nothing, but his 
expression was darkly confident. 

Ho had ffood cause to wear such -- 

Tobaccmist. “Shall I give you the lAnTiuNO ciianob, 

an expression, for the other takk a cioau?” “Cold foot can now bo a thing o: 

fellow hadn’t a log to stand on. — - tho past I You wear thorn iioxt tc 

Say what you like to the discredit of diiiit’s case that accounted for their tho skin, with your ^ocks or stockings ovoi 
litigation, there is always that charm- verdict? One of tho jurors smiled ia “ i/iuw.s. ’ 

ingfaot about the otlior follow ; whether wanly at the suggestion. have always worn ^hom next to the 

ho stands or not, ho has never a log to ” Well,” said Smith complacently, the p^an of putting socks ovei 

stand on. “ it is satisfactory, at any rate, to know l^hem we shall try upon our next journey 

Tho Jury returned a verdict for that my cross-examination was not The Limit 

Pacton, with damages. Jones there- altogether wasted." “ Mr. Wilkie Bard, in a now song, wilUaki 

upon loft that town for London with That pleasing thought led him on to oil Mile. Gaby Doalys’i? glide.”— 
hxs tail between his legs. cross-examine tho jurors in order to get This doesn’t leave her much. 

^nd Smith’s tail? further particulars. They suffered it pa- 




“From other rooms Bhe had ^ 
brought in ornamentB, boots, little | 
odds and ends, and the unoocustomod ' 
concentration of household gods I 
caused her much doubt and r*u'er- ; 
tainty, so fearful was she thab his j 
wise, dark eyes might .smilingly detect | 
her effort.”— 

Our eyes are neitlior wise nor 
dark, but we can always detect a 
boot among the little houseliold 
gods. 

“The victorious Smthall side 
wont one better in tho F.A. Cup 
by defeating Southall at S()7ithall.” 

Athletic News. 

The match seems to have been of 
piurely local interest. 

HANOB, I 

“ Cold feet can now bo a thing of j 

tho past I You wear them next to 1 

tho skin, with your ^ocks or stockings over ! 
them.” — Advt. in “ Church Tivies.** 

Wo have always worn ^hom next to tho 
skin, hut the plan of putting socks over 


lai my cross-exam inauion was iioi Limit. 

together wasted. “Mr. Wilkio Bard, in a now song, will take 

That pleasing thought led him on to off Mile. Gaby Doalys’s glide.”— ■O/jsenvr. 
“oss-examine tho jurors in order to get This doesn’t leave her much. 


f/7Y// 

Tobaccmist. “Shall I give you the fa tithing ciianob, 
Sir, or will you take a cigar?” 


his tail betwoon his legs. cross-examine tho jurors in order to get This doesn’t leave her much. 

^nd Smith’s tail? further particulars. They suffered it pa- , 7— 

That might have been goodnosa tiontly but gave no satisfaction. Smith ‘‘ It wis in no spirit of vam boating that 

knows whore but that he reel two of asked tliem simply what they did like. I'^^rgLat’^inothor ^majSod of 

the jurymen on the station as ho was There appeared to be no item in her son-"iiither on his ghield or with it.” 

waiting for Ms train. the whole case which had won their Contmcfvtal Daily Mail 

Ah," ho said to them, wiUi tho most particular affection or respect. We understand that General Savoff’s 

pleasant conifesoonsion, “that was a Then what did they wHike? famous saying: “ Voni, vidi, vici," was 

very pi;oper verdict of yours. I found. “ Motor cara," they answered merely, suggested by a lance-corporal who had 
it a pleasure to Ijiave |fo intelligently and returned to their farms* it from his aunt. 


lying: “ 
by a Ian 







Irish Keeper {at the gate of the Policy **), “Divtl k wan av ye oit« Timouilif till thus koun 
Lady. ^'You'iiu a ykby nuoia man to adobbss a lady x^ikb that.*’ 

Ke(per. “An* how thk blazkb was I to know phwat yk ark?” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

Edith Whauton’s new novel, The Beef (Macmillan), is 
a brilliant and remorseless analysis of the processes of a 
tragic estrangenient that falls between Darrow, a young 
Ainoricai^ diplomatist, and A7ma heath ^ a young widow 
who i8®an old friend. The friendship is resumed on the 
death of Anna's husband, and broken off by the discovery 
of a brief entanglement of Darrow' s with a Sophie Viner, in 
whoso company lie has accidentally been thrown during 
a temporary estrangement from Anna, and whom he after- 
wards meets as governess to her daughter. Owen Loath, 
the step-son, who becomes secretly engaged to Sophie, 
completes the essential nuartotto of characters. On this 
perhaps somowhai? too elaborate but very skilfully developed 
complication Mrs. Wharton exercises her rare gifts of 
observation and discernment, of patient analysis, of artistic 
reticence, and of felicitous distinction of stylo. The fine 
irony of the situation is that one's sympathies slip away 
from Anna, for all her exquisitely feminine qualities and 
generous ideals, because she, sheltered and unsullied, is, 
in the end, too uncomprelionding for the great love it is 
her nature to need and to desire, and drives her lover into 
inevitable mazes of deceit. When discovery comes and he 
is able make and she unable to understand or accept his 
real defences, it is hia self-rospoct and dignity that are 
restored, and it is Anna who goes to pieces, irresolute, 
sentimental, essentially a coward. Sophie, the charming, 
pathetic, honest little governess, is a very vivid and notable 
creation. The whole book is delightful, illuminating, 


fragrant, sympathutio. It is the author of The Homo of 
Mirth at her best, and that best has long ago placed her 
in the small front rank of contemporary noveliatsk 

I don’t know whether it is because Mr. Jost^rH (5oN»At) 
has something of the Kussian novelists' umtluHt, or because 
he is not a mere amateur of iiis theme, that his spell is so 
potent ; but the fact remains that be seems to Vm able to 
spin a yarn which has all the ** unsatisfaciorinesH " of real 
life, and invest it at tiie same time with the artistic qualitu^ 
that one looks for in romance. There are plenty of writers 
who ” go down to the sea in ships,” but is there one of them, 
except Mr. Oonhau, who would have harhomed a mikvd 
swimmer — a man who had oommit b'd murder on another 
vessel — for days and days in his cabin, and concealed the 
fact from bis mates and his crew, and then let him quietly 
slip overboard again, with the chance of getting land, and 
never liear another word about the bellow again V This is 
the plot of the second of the throe stories that make up 
Betwixt Land imd Sea (Dknt) ; and the first, whtob Is callriKi 
“A Smile o^ Eortuno,” is oven more weirdly IruH^ncUmivc. 
It tells how a skipper, waiting for his cargo at an island 
called The Pearl, made the acquaintance of ft strange"! 
vixenish half-caste girl who had boon slmt up all b<^r life in 
the garden and bouse of a trader, w ith only an ccc<intrio 
aunt for company. It tells how, for no reuson at nil (for site 
was not very nice to him), he fell in love with het and then 
she suddenly fancied him, and he felt out of \pv 41 again at^ 
once, and got his cargo of tomatoes <m bcnird mul sailM 
away. But there is something haunting and straUge about 
it all that is as feeah as the smell of Wf^||; sea woed. The 
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third yarn is caUed ** Trcva o! the Seven Seas/' and is less nntimdiy end to diemtes at xehaacsat ; but there are 
episod^o; it is the tale of a hng which was the apple of a others, and they include aldnd of semi-amateur ontertain- 
man's eye and was deliberately wrecked because a Dutch ment, put on eiperimentally in the West End, that runs 
lieutenant was the captain's rival in love. But this yam, for years. Thus even Miss cannot resist enriehing 

too, is spun of the same good stuff, and, in short, 1 want her heroine in the end. Th^ is another part of the tale 
no better pilot between two green covers than Mr. Joseph that is not eonoemed with the theatre, but with Ohriatiau 
CoNUiiD. Science and other matters. This, though naturally less 

“ ‘ amusing, is iOS clear and persuasive a plea on a debated 

I like The June Lady (Constable) — that is to say, I like subject as any I have read. Miss Filippi, in short, has 
the lady herself. But 1 don't so tmich care for the story produced quite an interesting study in twp themes. 

of her Oolden Month, as told b^.Mr, R, E. VeunAde. He ' 

takes tlie number nine (the suin-total of the house-party, The inmates whom Mr. A. D. Qodley has ,brought 
including the hostess), subtracts two (already man and together in The Casml Ward (Smith, Eldeb) possess 
wife), a<I(ls three (not staying in the house), and, by halving attractions not often found in connection with* such an 
the result, triumphantly rings down the curtain on five institution. Mr. Godley (if I may drop the metaphor to 
completed or prospective marriages. It is like the last Act which his title invites mo) continues the Oxford tradition — 
of Hamlet^ witk engaged couples substituted for corpses, he himself had no small share in its dednite ostablishment 
No doubt, given a fine Juno and a houseful of idle young — of combining classical learning with light-hearted per- 
people bent, in doforonco to tho wishes of their sovereign siflago. Ho is a Don and, for aught I know, may employ 
hostess, on reviving for a month the golden ago of some part of his precarious Joisui'o in controlling tho studios 
chivalrous and romantic advonturo, a fair amount of amorous and disciplining the frivolity of undergraduates. Yet there 


sport was to bo expected. 
But Mr. VeunjSide should 
have been content with 
a smaller hag. As it is, 
his tour de forae becomes, 
to my mind, a tour de 
farce. It is not, howevtjr, 
uiianuising. Tlicro is, 
for instance, tho Adven- 
turo of tho Savant and 
tho Girl in tho Runaway 
Motor. IJovv sho came 
to bo in it by liorself, 
knowing nothing of driv- 
ing, 1 need not explain; 
tho point is, that as she 
woholod past him tho 
savant gallantly jumped 
on board, without tho 
vaguest idea which of 
the blessed things in 
front of him ho ought to 
pull or press or stamp on 
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TliE MAMRS OF LONDON. 

irADIlIAN OPENS THE FiaST ROMAN BATU IS LONDON. 


is no man living who ex- 
presses with more skill 
and point tho cheerful 
irrovorencG of the under- 
graduate mind. He tells 
us wliat Thucydides 
thought and wrote about 
tho influenza, and how 
IIekodotus describod a 
stooplechaso or** grind.” 
The Father of History, 
it appears, had no high 
opinion of sucli races. 
He thought it foolish “ to 
dig trenches and build 
otlicr ramparts parallel 
indeed to each other, but 
transversely to the run- 
ning of the horses them- 
selves,” so that “ wlioever 
anticipates the others ar- 
riving at the goal, silting 
at least on the same horse 


in order to bring tlie car to a stand-still. And then, witli on wliicli sitting lie sot out, and not it running, having left 
destruction waiting for thcnii at the bottom of tho hill, him behind, nor ho himself on foot, he is considered to liave 
he conceived tho truly brilliant idea of steering it into conquered.” In verse as well as in prose Mr. Godley lias a 
a large flat lield, willi the intention of driving round and very pretty wit. I like particularly liis “ Hints for tho 
round till the petrol was oxliausted. The incident is slightly Transaction of Public Business,” which begins by laying 
artificial, but it is redeemed by tho humour of its telling. down tlio principle that “ the less there is to talk about, the 

more there is to say,” and advises an orator not to argue 
I rather fancy Unit when Miss Rosina Filippi set out to with tho Chair, but “ to state the things you might have 
write Bcrnardine (Duckwouth) sho may liave had some said — unless he'd ruled it thus.” “Tlio Pupil's Point of 
idea in her mind of correcting tiio usual typo of stage novel, View ” is aiioLhor pleasant piece — though 1 think I ought 
in which authors with no first-hand expci’ience of the sub- to protest against “ dunces ” as a proper rhyme for *‘ stunts 
joct represent their heroines as springing at one bound to us.” 
affluence anti fame. In pursuance of tins plan she lots her ■■ ■ " ■■■■ 

Bernardinc (though she is tlie wife of tho author of the new The Kational Physique. 

play, and has hei*self attended by appoinimont in order to “ Captain Barrott and Mr. Bignoll would not ba available next 

be iutoiviewed with regard to playing the oliief part) be bcasoh, having gone broad.’’— 4)7a;ufard. 

flhtly refused admittance by tho commissionaire at the stage They might get somebody to run for them. 

door. This is an incident that sounds so inci'odible that ; — ^ 

I (.1.0 happen to know n,, lh^.o) hnvo not th. diphtost . 

doubt it actually happened. Howwer, Beniardine does anything in the wording of the Crown grant to tho oontAu^ not- 
eventually get inside, and \yhat follows serves to introduce withstanding.’ And the Judges appeared to have regarded «aiat 
some highly entertaining scenes of stage life, as also some statement au curhig the infirmity in the plaintifl’e title. 
portraits of Ihe dwelled therein which are not o^ly en- The point is whether it our^ the infirmity in tho plaintiff*s 
tertaiuing and easy to identih% but even (I must add) book. As far as we are concerned, the Crown can have our 
occasionmly a little vicious. The first play comes to an lumbago at any time. 
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charivaria. . 

iFini NoBnii Committee hee demded 
not toi awetd a Nobbi> Peace Pri» this 
year. -S^his should be a sore disappoint* 
ttent to the Archduke Fbancis of 
Aubtbia, who will have to lie content 
with a “ Highly Commended.” 

At la^t wo have heard something in 
favour of the Home Buie Bill. It is 
! pointed^ out that, if that moaaure be 
passed, it will render it possible for 
Ireland to present the Mother Country 
with a Dreadnought, 


The mulitiy at Oamp HiSl 
Parkbuntt, appeahi to hava bean Aw 
to igtiorance on the part ci mtwot the 
new arrivals of the fact that the at** 
tractive privileges of the hotel oould 
only be enjoyed after a oertain ^riod 
of good conduct. Tlmy declare indig* 
nantly that, had they known ibis, 
they would never have qiialilied for 
admission. ,j. • 

A convict who attempted to escape 
from Dartmoor has Ih^ii ordered to 
be deprived of pudding with his mealw, 




We have not had to wait 
long for Germany's answer 
to Canada. The German 
Colony of the Cameroon s 
has, it is rumoured, offered 
to presont the Imperial 
Navy with a dinghy, free 
from all restrictions. 

A divorce avas granted 
the other day to a lady 
who declared that she was ! 
a servant in lior own house. ‘ 
A smart insurance inspector 
is said to have demanded 
already to see hoi* card. 

“Moritz," tho clover 
chimpanzee who c o u 1 d 
write and play the piano, 
has died at ihighton. ^J'wo 
weeks boforo his demise ho 
developed a propensity for 
painting, but the report 
that his death was duo to a 
dose of poison administered 
by a jealous Post-linpios- 
sionist is denied. 


A flilescriptiori in The\ 

Evening Standard of 
a picture on view at the 
Chenil Gallery says The 
two principal figures are whurk 

sun-ounded by girls and — 

cliildren I’ejoicing in their joy. . . . 
One girl is clashing symbols." We are 
not told how many of tho others are 
mixing their metaphors. 

The “ Kill that Fly I " movement 
progiDSSos. An aeroplane, belonging 
to an Italian ainnan. whicii settled 
on a house at Palmer’s Green, was 
destroyed. .. :5c 

Mr. PXiOWDKN has been speaking and 
Mr. FiiLBON Young has been writing on 
“Tl)e Dog Nuisance" in our streets. 
It is said that this has caused inventors 
once more to turn their thoughts to the 
moduction of a satisfactory motor-dog 
for towns. 












with the JU tten Umbrella. 
rou ’in: uoino?" 


‘ICONS' TiiKN, wny m>\*T 'k \ 


Sugar hc^ii lit p3Ak 
hiiviii» bean oolMitnnnBtl by » sniid|il 
Bukhority M dtewminatete tA diWMwi^ 
A foraign mteiiiiwteur wiltes te tui te 
say th»l eTtty tump of migar ipcpoued 
at hia i» misted didh 

morning hy a cbamomAn. 

There lias l>e«t| yet Bhother tohl>eiy 
at the Central Criipintid Court, o 
Bolkiiter's clerk Itwlnd tin eoet end 
umbrella, and it may Iswoniw nneewory 
to make a regulation under whiflh only 
criminals of g<,KHl cboraeter will Ka 
- — athhittetl to the building. 

As a ctntmwptenoe of ijte 
. bogus Jim alavuts, attribuhrfi 
to Huffragclidu^, it is thought 
unlikid);, in the event of a 
jlire-engine Isdng called to 
I a conflagralion at the hewV 
i quarters of tho W, 8. l\ 1?., 
■that the Hiaiiou receiving 
! the message ntmld win the 
i prize for the Niuarteat 
I out of the Year. 

' , Tim sale of a util n ting by 
Dkgah for tl\u big prlw of 
il7,400 is IhouKhi to have 
, been <hie to a mistake, the 
|)urchaHHr hoiug under Mie 
iniprossicm that the artist 
I was dead. 


^ How to Spend Ohrlstmae. 

I ALur.AOY, YUfh a certain 
section of sorlctVi the int- 
hlngliHlt. undlnisiruassy 
(ffuisimaH, which Imgun to 
; cH7nie into fashion , some 
! tilUicn year's ago, haw grown 
into otre of our good ohi 
i nutiimal cusUinn, and there 
8 beginning to occur some 
rosth 8sno88, somo tendency 
, to iiic.rk awiiv time* 
m>\ \ \ V habit. 

' h\ii' those wlu> feel like 

that we have the host advice Hang up j 


and to wear an ugly yellow costunK^ that we have the best advice Hangup 
Should he ti*y to repeat his offence, ho ' your storkurg over rriglit , vvakn early 
will ho stood in tho corner and corn* j to see what has ht^^n put in it ; got up 
polled to wear tartan pyjamas, icheerfullv. l>^» itdlv at hreakfaiiti and jjo 


cheerfully, be jtdly at breakfaiit, and go 
•I'.. ;to church with llie mst of the family, 

It is the fashion iiowsulays to throw ■ shouting “ Merry Ghi istmas ’ k> every- 
stones at the Church of England and j liody )ou meet. Eat g^imrously of 
those connected therewith. Wo extract ' turkey and pluru pudding. Jhanp witli 
the following peculiarly unkind para- j the children, tip the postman, make 
graph from Tfie Liverpool Echo: -itho t-ervants laugh, weibr paf^ir ca]^ 
“The appointment of tlie Rev. W. A. l and false noses, and, when the time 
Rushworth, of Woolton, to l>e Vicar of I comes to go to IniKl, go to bml in your 

Kirk Braddan, Isle of Man, has occa- ; best temper. 

sioned satisfaction throughout Wcolton, * ,1 

as weU as in church circles in Liver- , ^ ^ 

nonl wh«r« fnr fivtt VAara he lias hflen th« Wigh Balgiir 

pool, wnere lor nve years pe iias oeen nupAsmo oi 

associated with the paroclual work and (Umuxn arniv, t>«kcr m 

diocesan organisations." 


YOU CXLIJT. 
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I TO OUR MASTERS; 

and, in 'particular, those North-ftastom Bailv)aymen who 
ho on strike ivithout excuse whenever the fancy occurs to 
them. 

; Not mine, a worm bonoath your heel, 
j To cavil when, for joy of strife, 

i To “ manhood’s rights *' you make appeal 
i And dislocate iny ordered life, 

1 And trumple into pulp the general weal. • 

' • Not mine to mark the obvious flaws 

i In this arrangement; who am 1 

; That 1 should claim a reasoned cause 
, For pledges ripped in two, or cry 

j Abuse of privilege throned above the laws? 

' 1 can but plead, poroliance in vain, 

O Mighty Ones, let mercy wed 
‘ With strength of giants ; kindly deign 
i To lot me live and earn my broad 

i And travel, every now and then, by train !’* 

We do not ask to live up tlioro 
1 Where you, our betters, hold your sway, 

, Aloof in climes serene and rare, 

Tangent to Heaven ; wo only pray 
‘ To be allowed to breatlie some sort of air. 

j Charge for it any rent you will ; 

. Out of the 'vv<5ll-taxod monthly screw 

Got by our brains’ laborious skill 
j ^ We 'll keep the country snug for you ; 
j * Jujt let us stay alive ; we ’ll pay the bill, 

‘ For they whoso wisdom made decree 
; ^ Setting one class above the rest — 

i To them we lift our humble plea 
J For equal law^s, and get, at best, 

♦ ♦* Pooh 1 ” for reply, and “ Tush 1 ” for repartee. 

Give mo a Government that notes 

* The wrongs of us who make no odds, 

i, Who miss, with thin and scrannel throats, 

The full-mouthed utterance of the gods — 

Gods from the vast machine that grinds the votes, 
j ’ O. S. 

! POTTYQREW'8 BROTHER: 

[ OH, Thh Awfue Secret. 

\ (I Pottyokkw,” I said, as wo sat together in the Restaurant 
Rococo after an excellent dinner, “ I have no money to pay 
the hill.” 

“ Nor have 1,” ho replied, “ hut Antonio knows me.” 
That’s just wdiat 1 foaml,” I began ; but Pottygrew was 
already diving into his cout. 

Wo passed the pay-box successfully, Antonio smiling and 
grimacing in our w ake. 

“ But tbixS is wmderful,” 1 said, wlien wo got outside. 
“ We W’ill always dine liore. IIow on earth do you do it ? ” 
“As for always dining boro,” said Pottygrew. “that is 
another matter. I don’t think wo shall ever come here again. 
Odly the direst necessity dragged me hither to-night.” 

“You have taken too much wine,” I said. “The St. 
EstApho has been too mucli f®r you. You get a good dinner 
for nothing, and you say you will never go there again. 
Do not speak like this, 1 beg of you ; it is hardly reverent.” 

, <■“ Cecil,” he fopliod solemnly (ho only calls mo Cecil when 
ho is deeply moved, an4 it isn't really my name, bpt he 
ithinks it Cecil, you know my family is one of the 

• old*v8t in Northumbria V' 


I shook my head. 

“ Well, it is. We are mentioned, unfavourably it is true, 
and in connection with cattle-maiming, but still mentioned 
in Domesday Book. Always and everywhere we have held 
our heads high. Elias Pottygrew was mate on the Victory — 
or was it the Revenge ? ; Timothy was an army contractor 
under Charles II. ; Benjamin dabbled in the South Sea 
Bobble, and Paul once proposed to a lady-in-waiting. But 
we fell on evil days. My grandfather became* a solicitor.” 

Pottygrew paused, his whole frame quivering with 
emotion. ^ 

“ This is a very long story ? ” I said. 

“ It is a very sad story,” ho replied. 

“ Unfortunately my poor gi'andfather was not what the 
world calls an honest solicitor. A friend on w'hose affec- 
tion ho relied instituted enquiries. . . . Wliilo he was in 
prison my father endeavoured to carry on the firm. He 
did his l^st, but circumstances were against him — the 
cold world, the claims of a family, the nature of his pro- 
fession. At last ho gave up t!ie hopeless struggle and 
joined my grandfather. Thus orphaned, I became an 
artist ; but l)OW little is Art regarded ! My dreams were 
unrecognized, iny visions were unperceived, even my 
nymphs were not bought. 1 struggled on gamely. Once 
I took to the pavement and did Edwaud VII. and a wreck 
at sea in coloured chalks. Briefly I wont thijough all the 
vicissitudes of a Royal Academician without the knighthood 
and the suburban castle to crown my end. And then -iny 
poor Andrew I ” 

“ Andrew ? ” I said dreamily. “ Wlio is he ? ” 

“ My youngest brother,” said Pottygrew, “ a lad of the 
brightest, the happiest, the most engaging disposition. The 
imago, friends said, of me. 1 wanted him to bo an artist; 
I saw our names going clown to posterity inseparably 
connected and indeed mixed up, like thos:^ of Lirro Lippi 
and Filippino Lippi. But it was not to be. Aubrey 
Dowmore ! how often have I cursed your name ! ” 

“ I've never heard you mention it before,” 1 siid. 

“ We mot him often,” Pottygrew proceeded, “ at our club, 
‘The Tired Pessimists.' He was always talking, One evening 
he said that a good chef was a finer artist than Velasquez ; 
his monuments, he declared, wore more lasting than brass. 
Next morning my brother had disappeared,” 

“ I don't see the connection,” I said. 

“ Nor did I at the time,” Pottygrew wont on; “ hut, after 
searching in vain for several iiionths, 1 came here. Cecil, 
ray poor brother was, ho is, Antonio the chef.” 

“But Antonio 's an Italian.” 

“No more Italian than yonder organ-grinder,” said 
! Pottygrew ; “ born and brecl in Oairmerwell. lie has 
nothing to do with the dinners, ho doesn't know a sausage 
from a p6chc Mdba, He runs the place, he stands at the 
door and gives the foreign touch which Englishmen love 
and so few foreigners can give. It 's all manner ; Andrew 
always had a manner.” 

Pottygrew \s emotion was too much for him. I seized 
jliim by the arm and drew him to\sa:d The Cod aid 
I Jjobstor. 

“ A drink will revive you,” I said. 

Pottygrew examined his pockets, shook liis head and 
turned slowly away. 

“I have no more brotliors,” he said. 


V Happily on this occasion it is no mere conventional cUch^^ to 
say Pfimo avnlso non deficit alter aureus/* — Times. 

Yet having hoard it almost incessantly in every tram, bus 
and tube during the last few days, we are getting rather 
1 tired of it. 
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CHRISTMASSY CHATS. 

By A tint Lottie, 

“ CitANDrA’H Little Giiuje.”— You 
I have not enough pennies, you say, to 
i buy your dear grandpapa anything ho 
would caro for at Clirintinas. What do 
you say, rny dear little niece, as you 
aro such a clever little girl with your 
paint-!»ox, to using your talent to give 
him some Christmas happiness? You 
might watch your opportunity after ho 
has retired to bed on Christinas Eve, 
take away some of the things he is in 
the habit of wearing every day, and 
exercise your skill as a painter on them. 
Think how delighted dear giandpapa 
would be, when 4io rose on Christmas 
morning, to find that his Little Girlie" 
had painted a wroatli of holly on Ids 
skull-cap and some robins on his waist- 
coat t 

'* Fiancee." — Certainly. I am over- 
joyed to advise a grown-up “ niece " on 
such a point. A tie-case is always a 
welcome present to a man, and of 
course he would value it much more if you 
mode iir than if you bought it. Wmikrs 
can^ done by deft fingers with old| 
cardnoard boices and newspaper. Cut 
the cardhoaixl to the shape and siiso 
you want, and cover it neatly with 
newspaper. A seasonable touch may 


l/V/ VlJJd C4»4I\I M*7VI44K 

gift by adding a holly berry at each 
corner. 

Timjv."— A very pretty present may 
he made by gluing the ends of om})ty 
cotton -reels together and ])ainting or 
(if you aro able to purchase soino gold- 
Ical) gilding them. The laiqth of tliis 
present depends on the number r>f 
empty reels you can collect and tl»e 
taste of the person for whom it is in- 
tended. It cannot, of course, quite take 
the place of a good nder, but is a gift 
that often pleases when costlier and 
more elaborate ones aro thrown aside. : 

** Matehfamilias." — I am oidy too 
glad to advise Papas and Mammas also. 
No, you need not go to the trouble and 
expense of a Christmas Tree at your 
juvenile party* An immensely excit- 
ing substitute can bo bad by seating 
the cliildren round a large table, giv- 
ing them pencils and paper, and, tolling 
them to draw what they would have 
liked to have had there been a Christ- 
mas Tree. This causes endless fun. If, 
however, some of the cliildren should 
seem aggravated by this game and in- 
clined to be sullen, you might set those 
little ones to play at something else. 

Tots." — You can maketa very sweet 
and useful present for your grown-up 
sister from an empty piU-l^x. See 


it out \vc*n, and puhto a bright little 
picture over the laliol With a pincli 
of nowder and a teeny pull lU it it will 
make as dainty a “ vanity ’ adjunct as 
a duchess could w ish to cinr>, 

*• Ronsie." As your hig luothei is 
niUHical and in the hahh o( singing 
wiicn invite<l out you might make him 
a strong yet dainty oamnuit^aHO for 
his songs. All you will want for ihi-i 
delightful gift is hro\vnqui):tM and glue. 

Kith." Wh) iv t give her a set <;f 
tahle-mats '/ People cannot have too 
many of thcLo. Dal you eidlect the 
dead heaves in your garden tliis autumn ? 
If so, thoronglrly <liy and clean them, 
and then jiaste them on pa|Hn' cut to 
the size rerpiiied. When huislmtl you 
will have a set of tahle-mats that will 
ho tlio despair aiui envy of y out cousin's 
circle ! 

Hobhy, niimY, WiNNY, Ike i.v and 
THE Little Ones/’ Ho the uncle wdj^:> i 
is staying with you for Cbvisinuvs is a 
little touchy find ** liaUjs piwonts"? 
Btill, like 'dear children, vou would 
wish to give him some C’hni^ums joy, 
Buppose, for a channmg surpme, vou 
all foam a pretty ciuoh#an!|^ lUid 
smg it outside his du^ur Usfoi’o ft is light 
on Christmas tnoitilug. am sisre ho 
would bo toucluKl** « 
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f ears ago, at a 
t was on the 


APOLUO- 

I liKT Apollo facd to faoo, mme four 
country-house party in LeicesterHhire. It was on 
second day after Oliristraas, a very lino bright day for the 
time of year. There wore many children in the house, 
several of them belonging to our host and hostess, and to 
please them our host had on this particular afternoon pro- 
vided a Punch and Judy show, “one of the real old- 
fashioned sort/* as he put it, “ plenty of rooti-too-it, dog 
Toby, and all the rest of it/* There were to bo two per 


accepted a biscuit, ate half of it, apd with an air of guilty 
cunning conveyed the rest to a distant bush and buried it. 
Then witli a muddy nose he came back and barked huskily 
for more. 

“ Yes, Sir,** said the showman, “ he *s a nice dawg. I bred 
him myself. His father and mother was both in the 
rofession. .This little chap was one of a litter of five, and 
kept him because ho had such bold ways ; and when he 
was only four months old 1 used to give him Pimch to play 
with, and he 'd set atop of him growling like mad and 


when 


growling 1 
i up andftr 

ly afternoon, and him, and running races round him 

It was at the first he thought I wasn*t looking, and trying to bury him. 

‘ That there dawg,* I says to myself, ‘is made for the show; ' 
and I was right. He got most of his natui'al ^ifts from his 
a launch and Judy show. The mother. When she had her litter of puppies it almost 

broke her heart not to 
be able to act for a day 
or two. When she heard 
mo give the call and 
tune up the pipes she’d 
howl like a human 
being and scratch at 
her door to come after 
me; and once she did 
get out and waited 
round the corner for 
I her understudy and give 
him a rare old towellin^^ 
Jealousy, that’s what it 
was. I lost lior through 
a motor-car, and this 
one 's filled licr place, 

“ Don’t go for to call 
him Toby, Sir. Ho can't 
bear the name when 
he 's not on the boards. 
Ho knows well enough 
that it’s only his niirmii 
Oieairc ill at 's French 
for his stage name, same 
as a writing gentleman 
has a nimidi ()loom. I 
did a bit of thfit lingo 
myself once when I took 
the show to Prance; hut 
it didn’t pay, and we had 


formances, one for us and tbe*chilclron (including those of worrying his face and tossing him up and«tryingjl;o ketch 
the immediate neighbourhood) in the earljyr afternoon, and him, and running rac^s round him and taking him off 
another for the servants in the evening, 
of these that I saw Apollo. 

I have alwtfvs loved 
directness and ferocity 
of the characters, the 
succession of infamous 
and jovially executed 
crimes and the swift 
completeness of the 
nemesis fascinate me 
now as they did when 
I was a child, and in 
watching this tremend- 
ous drama I can forget 
appointments of the 
most sacred and punc- 
tual character. Toby, 
too, is a delight to me. 

About every Toby that 
1 have ever soon there 
is a noble and alinont 
haughty melancholy, as 
of one who, made by 
nature to shine in the 
throng of the gay and 
careless, has been forced 
by the res angusta domi 
to sit in a frill on a 
precarious lodge and, 
at the appropriate mo- 
ment, to sebo a blood- 
stained plebeian puppet 
by the nose. 

I had often wanted 

to meet a Toby in private life, and hero at last was an to smuggle the dawg home in a liamper so as he shouldn’t 



The Leai'ncd Professor, “You know, Mbs. Blouos, it sekmb a shame to take 
YOU It boy away KBOM BCIIOOIi at such an KABT.Y AOK. I MYSELF DIDN'T FINISH 
MY SCHOOL EDUCATION UNTIL I WAS NINETEEN." 

Mrs, hUxjgs* “ Well, some childben is quicker at pickin’ up thincib than 

OTHERS. ’* 


opportunity. Accordingly, when Punch had duly paid 
the penalty of his atrocities and the rapturous show was 
over, I stayed behind to have a few minutes of conver- 
sation with the showman, while his assistant restored 
the properties to their box and made all snug. Toby, 


go to quarantine. He *d have pined away there without 
the show. You look at liim. Sir. Don’t he seem to be 
saying he’s a gentleman in private life? Well, so he is, 
and his private name 's Apoller. A gerilleman give it him 
because, he said, Apoller was the god of song, and tiiis 


relieved of his friU, the degrading badge of servitude, was dawg can strike a tune bettor than most. You heard him 
rolling on the grass, investigating bushes, squaring up to a when Punch tried to give him a wipe over the head. 

stray spaniel, scraping up the turf, and, in fact, nehaving 

as if the weight of no drama had ever rested on his “ No, he ain’t an old dawg ; rising six is liis ticket, and 
shoulders. He was a short and sturdy dog with one he ’s got plenty of years licfore him. So long as him and 
dependent ear and the otlier rakishly cocked. Partly, no me is together there ’ll always bo bed and board for him, 
doubt, ho was a Bmooth-l\airod fox torrier, but there wore and if he sees me out there ’s Joe heie to take him on and 
plain indications of many other breeds about him. Hough- keep the show going. But you and me ain’t going to be 
lifured terriei's, bull torriei*s, and Scotch terriers and others parted yet, are we, Apoller?" Apollo undorstoofl, for he 
^had all combined at one moment or another to promote his rose and rubbed his head on his master’s hand anc> gave 
existence add diversify his looks and his colour. Intelli- him a grubby paw. That is liow I mot the god of song. 

gence and affeotion snone from his brown eyes; ’and his 

stum*py tail« now that he was no longer oSlcial, wagged “ Our programmo [cinema] ia over 8,000 ft. long.”— 
with the trmulous quickness of a humming-bird. He Our sympathy goes out to the Programme Qirls. 




THE SUBMERGED SEX. 

“ Fon ciooDNKBii’ RMu:, John, put voun ij\t on aTiuiuiic; hhkb <:o\u: tiu-: l(Nvnir\ Smtiuh 


THE LODE-STAR. 

(. 1/1 attempt to appreciate the viost prominent feature in 
some of our event luj papers,) 

, • 1 AM a dreamer born, 

1 do not love tbo rows 
Of solid articles that greet tlio morn ; 

I hunger for “the faery lands forlorn,” 

Tlie tide that flows 

Round visionary castles built in Spain, 

Till twiligdit drops ; till I can turn again 
To Jiark the sound of drummers, hear the lioiu 
Of S-JjFB'Doe and liis prose. 

Hither, my evening sheets ! 

Thou verdant and thou white. 

Who print more largo than politicians’ bleats 
The pride and glory that are Oxford Street’s ; 

Who durst not slight, 

Tliough Governments go out and Dreadiwughts rot. 
The simple legend of how Daphne got 
(Aidoci by tags from Emerson and Keats) 

« Her garment of the night. 

• Later yon rise superb, 

To deal with strikes and kings, 

Tell how to-day on any London kerb 
A chap may butt into a Greek or Serb ; 

But first there springs 


That rare Hyzantino cr»hinm on the left, 

Vocal of slhrt fronts and the wtMif and wv^i 
Of n3ekvvi*ttr that no tragrd es perturb. 

And (juiot tJOime. ingn. 

0 pasHiun 'haunted p:m I 
0 imagery lush ! 

Whoso is the mind that, hrooding like a hen, 
Hcattors tluirto fautasieT<, to iueak o’er meO 
With gold-hue<l gush V 

Would 1 might commuuo with that spirit dim 
That lures all liondon from Uhj I'haniOH's urn, 

From HiimpHtoml and the ulmoht bounds of Ken., 
To one long bargain -rush. 

Ay, give me more and more 
Of well-dressed girls ami lads, 

'I’ill Homo day, molted by the Mastar'a toiu, 

1 too shall join ney to that eltin sliore 
*Wiioro fancy gads; 

Till I too in the flesh «!mll go and mi * 

This S-LFU ook’h and pray Ibein, “Gany 
Up to the 8hrii;i6; I purpose to udoit) 

The writer erf your wls,'* HvoM. 

11. Poole, A.H.C.C)., at organ, prevsef adui^mt/k) 
made toe most cf hie chaiicoe in tins rc*x>rt‘4r.ntiiii«m 

Jhi*nn0 KMrtJri , 

We CM do this with the human voici^i * 
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MORE SUCCESSFUL LIV£S. 

V. — ^Thr NnwBPAriSH Phopiubtob. 
Thb groat Uector Strong, lord of 
jjournaliBtn and swayer of ompiros, 
Ipaoed the floor of his luxurious apart- 
iinent with bowed bead, his corrugated 
jcountenance furrowed with lines of 
'anxiety. He had just leiumoil from a 
luncli with all his favourite advertisers 
. . , but it was not tliis whioli troubled 
him. He was thinking out ft now 
'policy for The Daily Vane. 

Suddenly lie remornlxn'ed Hoinething. 
Coining up to town in his third motor 
ho had glanced Uirough the nineteen 
periodicals whioli Ins liouse had pub- 
lished that morning, and in one casci 
liad noted matter for serious criticism. 
This was obviously the first husinoss 
ha must deal with. 

lie seated himself at iiis desk and 
pusliod the hell marked “dH." In- 
stantly a footman jH'esented liiinsolf 
with a tray of s^indwichos. 

“ What do you want?" said Strong 
coldly. 

“ You rang for mo, Sij*," rejdied the 
traiuhliiig menial. 

"(jo away/' said Strong. Recog- 
nising magnanlmouHly, however, that 
the inisiake was his own, he pressed 
boll “2H." In another niomont the 
editor of Slopja/ Chunks was before him. 

“In to-day’s number," said Strong, 
as he to)od with a blue pencil, ‘‘you 
apologise fo)- a mistake in last week’s 
mimher." lie waited sternly. 

“ It was a very had mistake, Sir, I ’rn 

afraid. Wo did a great injustice to " 

“ You know my rule," said Strong. 
“ The mistake of last week I could have 
overlooked. Tlie apology of this week 
is a more serious matter. You will ask 
for a month’s salary on your way out." 
He pressed a button and the editor 
disappeared through the 1 rap-dor. 

Alone again. Hector Strong thouglit 
keenly for a moment. Then lie pressed 
IkjU ‘"liB." Instantly a footman pre- 
sented himself ivitli atray of sandwiches. 

What<lo you mean by this?" roared 
Stmiig, his iron self-control for a 
moment giving way. 

*‘l h-heg >our pardon, Sir." stam- 
mered ilio man. th-thought " 

“ Get out ! " As the footman retired, 
Strong passed his hand across his fore- 
head. My memory is had to-day," 
h0 mminui'ed, and pushed liell “ 48." 

A tall thin man entered. 

** Ah, good afternoon, Mr. Brown- 
low," said the Pi*oprietor, Ho toyed 
with Ins hllie pencil, “Let me see, 
which of our papers ai'e 'under your 
charge at ihe^nomeDt ? ** 
Mr.^Browijlow refleotod. 

“ Just now," he I am ^Kitting 

Snippety Snips, 2%j Whoop, The Girls* 


Oum Amt, Parhigs, Slosh, The Sunday 
Serfnon and Back Chat. 

“ Ah I Well, I want you to take on 
Sloppy Chunks too for a little while. 
Mr. Byrnes has had to leave us." 

“ Yes, Sir." Mr. Browmlow bowed 
and moved to the door. 

“By the way," Strong said, “your 
last number of Shsh was very good. 
Very good indeed. I congratulate you, 
CJood day." 

Left alone, Hector Strong, lord of 
journalisni and swayer of empires, 
resumed Ins pacing.s. His two mis- 
takes with the boll told him that he 
was distinctly not himself this after- 
noon. Was it only the n(3od of a now 
policy for The Vane which troubled 
him ? Or was it 

Could it bo Ijidy Dorothy ? 

Lady Dorothy Neal was something 
of an enigma to Hector Strong. Ho 
was making more th an a million pounds 
a year, and yet she did not want to 
marry him. Sometimes ho w^ondered 
it the w'oman were quite sane. Yet, 
mad or sane, he loved her. • 

A secretary knocked and entered. 
IIo waited submissively for half-an- 
hour until the Proprietor looked up. 

“Well?" 

“ Lady Dorothy Neal would like to 
see you for a moment, Sir." 

“ Show lier in." 

Lady Dorothy came in hriglitly. 

“ What nice-looking men you have 
hero," she said. “ Who is the one in 
the blue waistcoat ? lie has curly hair," 

“ You <lidn’t come to talk about 
him?** said Hector reproachfully. 

“1 didn’t come to talk to him really, 
h\it if you keep me waiting half-an- 
hour * Why, what are you doing ? " 

Strong looked iqi from the note ho 
was writing. The tender lines had 
gone from his face, and lie had become 
the stern man of action again. 

“ I am giving instructions that the 
.services of wy commissionaire, hall-boy 
and fifth secretary will no longer be 
required.” 

“ Don’t do that," pleaded Dorothy. 

Siiong tore up the note and turned 
to her. “ Wliat do you want of mo? " 
ho asked. 

Slio blushed and looked downi . “ I— I 
have written a— a play," she faltered. 

He smiled indulgently. He did not 
write plays himself, but he knew that 
other people did. 

“ Wmeu does it come off ?" ho asked. 

“ The manager says it will have to 
come off at the end of the week. It 
came a week ago." 

“ Well," he smiled, “ if people don’t 
want to go, I can’t make them." 

“ Yes, you can," she said boldly. 

He gave a start. His brain working 
at lightning speed saw the possibilities 


in an instant. At one stroke he could 
win Lady Dorothy’s gratitude, provide 
The Daily Vaiie with a temporary 
policy and give a convincing exhibition 
of the power of his press. 

“ Oh, Mr. Strong 

“ Hector," lie whispered. As he rose 
from his desk to go to her, he acci- 
dentally preHsed the button of the trap- 
door. The next moment he was alone. 

e? -:'r 4^ 

“ That tlie British puWic is always 
j-eady to welcome the advent of a clean 
and wholesome home-grown* play is 
sliown by the startling success of 
Chri$tina*s Mistake, which is attract- 
ing such crowds to The King’s every 
night.” So wrote The Daily Vane, and 
continued in the same strain for a 
column. 

“ Clubland is keenly exorcised," 
wrote The Evening Vane, “over a 
problem of etiquette which arises in 
the Second Act of Christina, *s Mistake, 
the great autumn succoss^tThe King’s 
Theatre. Tlie point is shortly this. 
Should a woman . . And so on. 

“ A pretty story is going the rounds," 
said Slosh, “ anent that charming little 
lady, Estelle Rito, who plays the part 
of a governess in Christina* s Mistake, 
for which {“ Manager" Barodo informs 
mo) advance booking up to Christmas 
has already been taken. It sooins that 
Miss Rito, when shopping in tlio pur- 
lieus of Bond Street . . ." 

Sloppy Chunks had a joke which sot 
all tho world laughing. It was called — 

“Between the Acts. 

Flossie. ‘Who’s tlio lady lu the hox with 
Mr. Johnson ? ’ 

CiHSsie. ‘ JIusli ! It 's his wife 1 * 

And Flossie Rig^^lod so nnich that sho could 
hardly listen to tho last Act of Christina's 
Mistake, wliK-h she had boLJii looking forward 
to for wcoks ! ” • 

The Sunday Sermon offered free 
tickets to a liundred unmarried subur- 
ban girls, to which class Christina's 
Mistake made a special religious appeal. 
But they had to collect coupons first 
for The Sunday Sermon. 

The Tunes, of two months later, 
said : * 

“ A marriage has been arranged 
between Lady Dorothy Neal, daughter 
of the Earl of Skye, and the Hon. 
Geoffrey Bollinger." 

4:- iJ- it # 

Than a successful revenge nothing 
is sweeter in life. Hector Strong was 
not the man to spare anyone who bi^ 
done him anrinjury. Yet I th^k his 
method of revenging himself upon 
Dorothy savourra of the diAboIicaL^He 
printed a photograph of her in Thi 
Daily Picture OalUry. It was headed 
“ The BeauUful Lady Dorot^r Neal.” 
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IN THE DEVON AND SOMERSET COUNTRY. 

OUi Lahourer (bij whom the new doctor, who has just left a critical case, is mihtahen for a returnii^ sfij huntoi), *' filv iiMw', >ii'iU 
Did \’e JsiLL ’wt?” * 


THE SECRET OF ETERNAL 
YOUTH. 

Intktuustino Symposium. 

Dkau Mk. riTNCJT, — You luivo not 
askerl jiTe for niy views on diet and 
longovity, but you have got to liavo 
them all the Biirno. My rule has been 
simplicity itself -seven square meals 
a day. 1 am now ninety-six years of 
age, whereas, if I had stinted myself, I 
si lould probably bo years you riger. Lord 
Beever of Oxlioc, with whom I Merit 
to school, also jives on seven meals 
a day. Another famous advocate of 
generou.s feeding w^as Jennkii. Ho was 
a great friend oi mine, and used to say, 
“ if every man lived on seven meals a 
day, no doctors would starve.” 

When I was tw'elvo years old my 
father said, Would you like to go to 
Harrow or Eton ? I said Eton» because 
I liked the sound of it. Those were 
the g 09 d old days of hampers, and I 
uscMi to have one every week. My 
nioktiaine was Friar Tuok. At Cam- 
bridge I entered Porterhouse College, 
and won the Porterhouse Sweepstakes 
on the Derby in the year 1886. 


I My third wife, who M^as the widow 
of a North American pemniican mer- 
chant, brought mo a small fortune and 
I was able to retire from the Bar in 
1 1850 and invest her money in a ruby 
mine. She w^as a handHOino woman, 

I and her portrait, painted by Sigisnuind 
Toots, A.K.A., appeared in the Academy 
in 1852, Yours irrelevantly, 

Windham Bag shot. 

Dead Mn. Punoii,— Longevity is 
incompatible witli short commons. It 
is a matter cf liberal diet and long 
drinks. If you drink nothing at meals 
you can drink anything you like bei* 
twoon them. Conversely, if you drink 
nothing between meals, you can drink 
anything you like at them. But the 
wisest plan is to drink botlx at and 
between meals. 1 need hardly say 
that I am a teetotaler, but I find that 
I can achieve variety by the following 
regimen: T.SOa.m. China tea; 8.45 a.m, 
Indian tea ; 11 a.m. (in summer) rasp- 
be^ vinegar ; (in winter) ammoniat^ 
quinine and ginger-ale ; 1.30 r.M. lemon 
squash; 4.S0 p.ii. Ceylon^ tea; 8 iMt. 
botanic beer ; 9 p.m. c^ee* 11 p.m. (as 
a night-cap) hot milk and soda. I 


think I ought to nuintion tliat the 
famous artist, Bwinlnirno (kAo» once 
siojipod me in the Biraiid and oflemli 
to jHvint my portrait for MiidainoTus- 
ha\u>'h. Faithfully ycuus, 

Desmond Fx^siiy. 

Deau Mu. Punch, ■ iKmguyUy is of 
littlo value witliout economy. The true 
Hccret of health is to he found iu the 
piactic(3 of the Smirk- Hu lits<|uently 
took “ hreakfast at 5 o’clock tea and 
dined on the following ilay.” I, nlnttys 
[do, ilnis saving seven dinnorw a w(^ek, 
[or, eslimatihg thoi^e at fW, eiMxh-— 
the Tfirico of my club dinner VhL a 
week, or £63 14 v. a year, As 1 am j 
now' ninety-two and have followed this 
rule ever since iny limt inairlage T. 
have been inaiTfcd six tlmca yem can 
easily see how sulmtantial the gain has 
been. I need hardly say that 1 enfoiXMid 
tlu) practice on aU my wives. 

yours f|ithfuUy, Outavijs ItENuy, 
Deab Mit PoNCjH, !t is high 
that a word of dignifitnl pibfujtst sJiouW 
bo uttered a^ainai the prevail^ homy 
that longovity is avlriuo aAdifrandaiir 
an inseixarable attrilmte «o{ vol4 
As the author erf wrilip 




livo in deeds not years. , . . Wo should 
count tinio hy Jieart - throbs.” Tlio 
wiiter wlio is concerne<l witli tho vital 
expression of tho thing's that nuvlter, 
M^ho spends his energies in tho austere 
quast of tho sovran word, even though 
ho only publishes one slioil paragraph 
every day, ho and ho alono can face 
ti»e verdict of posterity with a serenity 
which move crude centonarianisui is 
poworJoss to bestow. 

I am, Yours urbanely, 

Phjl Younoson. 

Dkah Mn. Pitnoh, — [ soo that a 
medical man, interviewed in an evening 
pai>or, ohsorvos tliat a great deal of 
energy is dissipated or wasted in the 
fruitless attempt to digest and assimi* 
lato suporthious food. My experience 
rather is that an immense amount of 
energy is exponde<l in tho entirely 
iftinecossary ottort to disseminate supor- 
lluous views. 1 don't object to people 
Ixiing vegetarians if they want to 
become ve^tables, but I em't soo why 
they should l>e so proud of it. If 
I lived on paraffin and carrots, or tar- 
water and bananas, or weak tea and 
raw j^ndoi} I sltould keep it 

dark, instead of {^oclaiming it from tho 


tv.uisotopH. I am only soveiUy, and 1 
liavo never been ill but once in my life, 
and tliat was when 1 saw a famous 
writer eating his lunch. It consisted 
of cocoa —tlio most nauseous drink in 
tliG world— and pai’snips. 

Yours disgustedly, 

J. Buighton Chowx. 

The Search for Pleasure. 

From a Calcutta catalogue : — 

“ TUoro is no one who don’t like enjoyments. 
CMiiklrtm, young and cld, all IxH^oino choerful 
with this. In truth enjoymonts iimko tho 
heart happy, tho spirit fresh and keep always 
in good health. Among other things of enjoy- 
ments catapult is one as (icr illustration . Make 
(uirthon Imllots, dry them in the sun and when- 
o\er you like take a few bullets, go out and 
cluvsc few birds ; it won’t miss the aim. It is 
useful for chasers and travellers to keep. one." 

•'His IIighnCHs Asaf Jah Muzafl«ir-ul’ 
Mamalik Nizam-ul-Mulk Niisam-ud-I^iiula 
Nawab iRfir Sir Usman Ali Khan Bahadur 
Fatli .Tang, G.C.SJ., of Hyderabad, hna been 
granted the honorary rank of colonel in the 
Army." 

Letters of congratulation should be 
directed as, above. The stamp and 
address can always be placed on tlie 
back of the envelope. 


EX CATHEDEA. 

{To my Dentist.) 

Thanks, exociitioner, you did it well ; 

So swiftly aud so suddenly it came, 

I scarce liad time to register a yell, 

Leapt skyward inarticulate, aljamo. 

That crimson string - - 

Did that come out of mo ? l^oor little 
thing ! 

So that 'b tho nciwe, then, is it ? Thanks 
onco more ; 

What treaaui-es we unknowingly 
possess 1 

Moreover, when you (lugged and it was 
sore, 

It used a private channel to express, 

In terms of pain, 

Exactly what it felt like, to tlie brain. 

Meseems our senses have some common 
sense; 

Methinks I understand you when you 
say 

I wired that message at my cavn ox- 
pense, ^ 

Saved you from stating, in the usual 
way, 

It wouldn^t hurt ; 

You must be pleased to find fne so alert i 
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ESSENCE OF PARtI AM ENT. 

(Kxtraotkd r» 0 H wib Diabv ov T0»r» M.P.) 






House of Covmoiis, Monday, Decem- 
ber f). — Twenty-fourth day allotted for 
consideration of Home Rule Bill in 
Cotniiiiiitee. Only four more days and 
up gdl'S Uio Bill for Report. For that, 
further allowance of seven full sittings. 
As tlio Man in the Street well knows, 
the Report stage of a Bill is practically 
Committee at work again, main differ- 
ence being that proceedings go forward 
with Speaker in (ho Chair and Mace 
on Table. Any controversial detail 
debated and divulcd upon in Committee 
may be brouglit up again at Report 
stage, discussed and divided upon 
afresh. Thus by time Bill stands for 
final ordeal of Third Reading thirty- 
five days will have been occupied in 
discussing its details. 

Only Macbeth inviting Macduff to 
“lay on/' or Oliver Twist, in circum- 
stances too familiar to permit quota- 
tion, ^Ould complain of insufficiency of 
oppodiunity. For majority of Members 
it has proved embarrassingly liberal 
This afternoon, as heretofore, resump^ 
tion of sitting of Committee accepted 
as signal for general clearing out. 


Tlad Clerk at Table, instead of citing 
Orders of the Day, wildly Khoutod, 
“Fire! Fire!" MomherH could not hav(^ 
fled with greater alacrity. Nor ar(» 
they in hantc to return. Only thing 
that brings them back is sourKl of 
division boll. Then they troop in l)y 
liundreds. 

Porploxing if, momentarily returning 
to arena of debate, they wore calhni 
upon to consider merits of question at 
whoso decision they arc about to assist. 
Happily there is an easier way. The 
Party Whips are at their posts. They 
indicate the right lobby for their men 
to vote in, and in they tiimhie. Ayes 
to right of us, Noes to left of us. 

Theirs not to reaRon why,* 

Theirs but to vota and rfy 

back to the smoking-room, the reading- 
room, the library, or whencesoever tliey 
may have been summoned ]>y the 
tintinnabulation of the bell 

All the same, this does not prevent 
right hoeiouralile gentlemen on Front 
Opposition Bench, or good Unionists 
in other parts of House, indignantly 
complaining of reokleaa tyranny that 


rushes rn\'oluiionary BilN through at 
tins tfMTitic pace. 

finstnesH done, 'OlauHCH til to 36 
added t<» Homo Rule Bill 

Tuesday. -- Idle for Hr( RI«tary of 
State rnu Inima and bin myrmidons 
to attempt to throw (hmt nl eyes of 
Kitj’Ert (i WYNNE in inattfM of that 
I ninsacti<»n in silver carried out thnnigh 
agency of Bamueii MoNiAmi and 
C oMVAKV. On lace of it, rf'ganlcil , 
hy ordifiarv people, aflaii very simple. , 
In reply i<» long smieH of ijumtions 
i 1 AROi.i) Baker, on Indmltof ImiiaOffitM?, 
has givem information even timsome in 
its minute fultJCHS. Bdeut ( 'ommifcto© 
has cxtracle<l evidiHUMti U> that 

hy shrewd mansgomont the firm, out- 
umntfmvring body (»f hon^t traders 
iKHit on having their fingrU' in the 
rich pie, save<l ihc TitTisury consider- 
able 

Tiiat ail very well in its Bofebt 
Gwvnnb may Ir) h vnimg man floiii the 
country (Susses)^ but Aou .^an’fc get 
over him. Day i^U»r day Wunm tt> 
topic with all the oneigy an| fstwhiuw 
of one who apii«t»aA^ms it 
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Tunted up to-day with group oi eight 
further queries marked by curiouAy in- 
timate knowloclgo of toclmicaliiios of 
transocliotiM in the silver niaikoi ; 
could not l)C excelled if it were supplied 
by the baffled tmdors afoi’osaid, 

Sabk, in oontradiciion of accepted 
theories, asserts tiuit RurKiiT was the 
lay figure from which character of 
Hnerljck llolmca was developed. *Cer- 
tainly there is something in the quietly 
asstrlive manner, the tool grey eye 
with which he fixes the Minister on 
the rack that rocalls the great master 
of amateur detection. If ho were within 
roach of Treasury Bene.li one wouUI 
expect to sec him lightly touch ropre- 
sentative of India Ollice in neiglibour- 
hood of breast pocket., or peradvonture 
on collar of coat, and ;^)roduce a i*U|>ce 
which witli aid of nncroscoiie wouhl 
disclose damning ovidenco of criminal 
connivance botw<ou Skcwktauv of 
Static and City liouse, designed to put 
money into ihojr joint piirso, Scjiar- 
atcM-l by full breadth n{ floor ho can 
only smile — a smile of provoking in- 
iolhgenco -- as he w^atches the luiploss 
Minister struggling in not craftily cast 
about him. 

IJuftifietiH tionr. " Clauses 37 to 41 of 
Homo Kulo Bill carried. In course of 
dobato stranger in (hillery fell asleep; 
even snort d. Momher in MiniHierial 
camp, worn out by excittimcnl of 
Hituation, audibly joined him. Beep 
answered ileep. Catlonco of duet rose 
and fell whilst Sr. AixiOSTiNF Biuhklu 
explained what he proposes to do to 
ameliorate lot of Irish Royal Constahu- 
larv afl’ected by transference of Govern- 
ment. 

Thumlai/.- - Monotony of continuous 
debate on ilonio Rule varied for some 
Ministers by pursuit of little side 
game ulreatfy roferiTd to in these 
columns. Winner is tlio man who can 
in briefest space of time lead answer 
lo Question concerning )iis Depart- 
ment. For some weeks running made 
between Iuihh Sr:cuF/rAUY, Pukhidknt 
OF Boaud ok Tu.iok, and Financial 
Bbohftahy to Tukasituy. 

By long practice St. Aooustink 
BinuKiiL has trained golden voice to 
speed that chew hero might he taken as 
defying competition. As it happens, 
potty details with which lie is supplieil 
m refutation of minute personal gossip 
of* Nationalist Members are so abso- 
lutely immaterial that the fact that no 
one can intelligently follow Jus break- 
neck speed is of no consequence. Kyo- 
kby’ BuxtoK is handicapped by com- 
paratively weak voice wbfeh, put to 
the gallop, sc&>n becomes inarticulate. 
Mastb^man, fA the^ stari an outsider, 
has steMily made his to the front. 

In justice to^^ds^ooUeagnes it should 


be said he has advantage of fuller 

S iraciico. Ma5d-of-albwork on Treasury 
lend], be is liable at shortest notice to 
be called upon to reply for almost any 
department. This a long-established 
custom commonly respected by his pre- 
decessors. Incidence of Insurance Act 
added enomiously to his labour at Ques- 
tion time. To inquiries thereupon, 
majority framed in fashion of intricate 
conundrums usually addrtissed to Chan- 
cLLLon ofExoheouek, FraANCTAL Bko- 
HRTARY TO Treabuky habitually replies. 

Day after day punctually in his 
place, bringing his sheaves with liini 
m form of countless type - written 
folios. Awaits signal to rise and roll 
off contents. If he emulated deliberate 



even if ho omitted suporfliions pi'onoiin.s 
of the first person singular, occupy the 
whole of time allotted for Questions. 
To avoid personal predominance dis- 
tasteful to modest man, he rattles olT 
answers at terrific pace which, if 
ho achieved it in capacity of chautleur, 
would bring him to the police court 
with gyves on liis W’rists, 

Performance curiously suggestive of 
operation of penny in the slot. Indis- 
pensable penny takes form of Questions 
coming up in catalogue. These being 
dropped one by one into his mouth 
(in Pai;liainentary sense, of coui'se), 
machinery instantly begins to work. 
Befoi-e Member putting Question has 
fully resumed his seat Masi erman is 
halfway through the answer. 

Btmiicss doius . — Home Rule Bill 
througli Committee stage. 


Driver DTiclxol Xnoz. 

The Cause of the Railway Strike ; — 
Knox Df NicHoi. 


"FOUB-PAWS'’ IN LONDON. 
FouB-PAWBf we know the sun is white 
At dawn in Hampshire when the night 
Deserts those fror^ mileSy 
When robin creaks from wintry busli 
And early milk-boy 's breeches brush 
The hoar-frost from the stiles ; 

Yet shall you never hear him more 
Insistent at our cottage door, 

Nor of his spoils partahs ; • 

Alas, poor puss, wlio stir and yawn 
Uneasy in the London dawn • 

And in a flat awake. 

Four-paws, forgive us ! When apprised 
Of our departure you devised, 

No doubt, some darling plan 
Of exodus that should surpass 
His who removed last Michaelmas - 
Your friend the dairy-man. 

A mightier waggon on the road 
You pictuied and so vast a load 
That all slioulcl turn and look-- 
Betsey jirecarious on the Viiaft, 

Master and Mistress fore and aft, 

The carter and tlie cook, 

Nurse, with her knitting, in mid-air, 
Carpets in bales, your favourite chair 
And (the progressive path 
With added glory to invest) 

Our Four-paws coucliant on the crest 
Of an inverted bath, 

Alas, what difference disgraced 
Our flight ! An obscure van replaced 
The customary wain ; 

And you, with many a mournful cry, 
Fettered by Betsey in tlie fly 
And hampered in the train. 

j\nd now you 're here. Well, it may be 
The sun docs rise in Battersea 
Although to-day lie dark ; 

Life is not shorn of loves and hak’js 
While there are sparrows on the slates 
And keepers in the Park ; 

.\nd you yourself will come to learn 
The ways of London and in tuni 
Assume your Cockney cares, 

Ijike other folk who live in flats, 
Chasing your purely al^stract rats 
Upon the concrete stairs. 


“The debate was rosumod shortly after 
five, and the Hon. J, D. Hazen, Minister of 
Marino, will probably continue, with Kliyitht 
intorruptionH, until the Christinas adjourn- 
tnent on the 19th .’* — Daily ^'elggraph. 

Members must not be blamed if they 
cough and shuffle a little during this 
monstrous performance. 

“ The Three Fates-^-Glotho, the fate |^at 
can be averted; Laohosis, she who BpUia the 
I^tiny of Man ; and Apibpos, the fate that 
none can avert oi elude. Weakly, 

Mal-apropos is the fate that wo are 
always trying to dodge. 




THE RELIC-HUNTING SEASON. 

Si’riENDii) Bags. 

The Royal Astroiioinical Society has 
recently come into the poasossion of a 
piece the identical apple-tree which 
grev»» in Sir Isaac Newton’s garden 
and, by the fall of a fruit therefrom, 
suggested to him the law of gravi- 
tation. By a series of coincidences, 
which are so familiar to students of the 
doctrine of chances, a number of other 
interesting relics have simultaneously 
emerged from seclusion into the genial 
warmth of publicity. 

Apropos of historic apples, it is 
curious that the civic museum at 
Luoerne should have just been enriched 
by one of the pips of the apple which 
WILLIAM Tell shot from the head of his 
son. The seed is much shrunk by age, 
but enough remains to stir the heart 
of any patriotic Swiss, no matter in 
wluit hotel, however distant, he may 
be aSting as porter. 

'’The history of the pip is beyond 
doubt authentic. The tyrant Gessleb 
seems to have preserved it as a token 
of high-class marksmanship and to have 
left it to his heir. The last of the line. 


Fraulein Apfol Gesslor, who recently 
deceased, left it to Lucerne. 

Sir Sidney Lee, on boluilf of tluj 
Trustees of Shakkfeahe'h House at 
Stratford-on-Avon, has just written a 
letter of thanks to a Warwickshire 
gentleman (he prefers to be nameless), 
who has given to the Trustees a feather 
from the historic second-best bed left by 
Shaksi'eabb to Ann Hathaway. The 
interesting thing is that the bed turns 
out to have been stuffed witli swan’s 
down, and the committee of experts 
have agreed that this warm and lux- 
urious material was tom for the purpose 
from Shakspeabe’b own body. Hir 
Edwin Dubning-Lawbencb is, liow- 
ever, contesting this, his allegation 
being that it was tom from Bacon, 
the Swan of Gray's Inn. Bp thrAt as 
it may, the Trustees are to bo con- 
gratulated on their good fortune. 

At a recent meeting of the Ento- 
mological Society great enthusiasm was 
caused by the announcement that the 
skeleton of the spider which taught the 
Bbuce the lesson of perseverance bad 
been presented to the Society by Mr. 
Andrew Oarneoie. It appears that 
on the death of the famous arachnid, to 


wliioh IhuHjK was dovi^tmily attache*!i 
ho kept its ronmiuH logeUuu with the 
wi‘b in a stnall leatlier which he 
wore romul his neck until his death, 
and wliich was suhnequently prewved 
at Dunfenoline, wliere ho was buried. 
The web unfortunately has tltsappeamd, 
having been blown away in itie gremt 
gale of lHd9, but Mr. CAUNiiimE has 
generously offerotl lo proiieut it to the 
Society in case of its recovery, and has 
offercfl a reward of a Kiw Library to 
the finder. 

Lastly we have to (‘hronicle the 
acquisition by the Refroahnietit De- 
partment of the British Museum of two 
of the cakes baked by thk 

Gkbat when he was lying in the 
hut of a poor neatherd namim GpNTHEri. 
Gontheh, a man of iron eanstittttiou, 
frequently tried to eat them wdien pro- 
visions ran low, but, owing to flieir 
briok-hke consistemiy, him\ in his 
purpose,* and on learning Ibe identity 
of his guest preserved thpm m heir- 
loom. SubsoquenU) , uiul«Rr Alfred's 
patronage, he set up co<llbc.timm'H 
shop in Ijondon and found<4 fbe tllus- 
triouB firm whien has •ewer iinoo had 
itsheadqu^trtemli^IWkeley;^ ^ 
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CHABMING YULE-TIDE GIFTS. 

By a Lady Coniribuhr. * 
PlIEttKNTH FOH GbNTLKMKN. 

What to give one'a male frionds at 
tl»e happy »ea»on of gcjoclvvill is always a 
(lifficufty, but all cloubtH whouki coaso 
iintnodiately on© enters the fusoinating ! 
doors of Messrs. Jermer and Ossity, j 
Ingenious brains have boon busy all the 
year in devising now and acceptable 
gifts, and the liar\*e»t now on view is a 
very ricli one. Does your male friend 
smoke ? What more suitable and novel 
than a cigarette case ? Idessrs. J. 
and 0. have a delightful spociinon 
constructed either of silver, gold, plati- 
num or radium, according to the moans 
of the purchaser or the measure of his 
or her love, to hold one eack. But no 
one, it may be urged, wants only one 
cigarette. Tliat is true, hut Messrs. J. 
ami O.’s idea is that the single case will 
bo popular IxKiauso it will discourage 
indiscriminaU) bonevolonco, no one ex- 
pecting to bo ottered the only one left, 
while a numho/of tlioso cases scattered 
about the person or worked in a jewollod 
bandolier made for tlie purpose will 
come to the samo thing aa having the 
same niimlior of cigarettes in one case 
— a dull and antiquated arrangement 
in no way consonant with the novelty 
wliich Christmas should induce. 

No gentleman is, i.f course, conqileto 
who does not play Jh’idge and Coif, and 
Messrs. J. and O, have specialised in 
neat and attractive accos ■a)ri(vs to these 
noble sports. Bridge -markers for the 
pocket in every design and of (uery 
substance maybe seen at their ostablisb- 
ment, oneof the daintiest of whieb, made 
of i22'Carat gold with enaimdlod points, 
is a minute model of S. Sofia at Coustan- 
tinoi)le - a very pleasing topical idea. 
One of the most alluring of the golf 
scoring books, with gold binding, is a 
, miniature copy of The Hole J>n(y of 
J il/tiM, folio. Messrs. J. and O. also 
make the most perfect jiencil -oases in 
London, and their special 11)12 novelty 
in this direction is a box containing 
seven f>encils, each with a jovvollod lop 
and each lettered with a day of the 
week, so many gentlojnen liaving coin- 
)>lainod that it is irksome and degrading 

I to use the same pencil two days running. 
A week’s set in gold can be obtained 
for fifteen guineas. 

Foji THR Fair Srx. 

For the ladies there are novelties 
galore. Beautiful devices foj moisten- 
ing insurance stamps are, of course, 
old /but Messrs. J. and O. have many 
now designs, one of the most popular 
ofNvhich is a Kttlo silver figure of the 
CrUNCELLOK OF TIIK EXCIIRQUISU With 
a Hannel tongue always kept wet by | 


means of water; so that the inventor 
of the Biamp is also the licker of it, as 
is only fit. Messrs. J. and O.'s tele- 
gram-openers are a 1912 novelty, and 
everyone will welcome their silvei" 
darnp-detoctors for the seats of motor- 
cars : a long-felt want. 

But one of their cleverest gift^, the 
invention of which indicates not only 
that desire to please wdiich over dis- 
tinguishes Messrs. J. and 0., but also 
not a little knowledge of iijodem 
feminine w'eaknesses, is a beautiful 
morocco Bmyor-Book, made in a variety 
of hues, in the cover of which is a tiny 
but perfect roulette wlieol under glass. 
Very attractive little I. 0. U. books, 
witl\ counterfoils, for Bridge parties, can 
also l)e had for a guinea each, wdth 
tiny silver pencil included. 

Fon CHArFFErns. 

Quite a number of delicately appro- 
priate gifts designed for those Ilicro- 
pliants of Speed are exhibituri in a 
special apartment. Amongst those we 
may notice a charming little electric 
foot warmer, which can bo w'orn vnside 
the boot, and is ludicrously cheap at 
five guineas the pair. Very dainty 
also is ilie turquoise mounted book- 
rest, contrived to meet the literary 
needs of the chauffeur >vhen lie is wait- 
ing for his omployor, with a diamond- 
hiltod moustache-brush attached. 

Fou Pet Doos. 

Our humbler friends are by no means 
iioglocted by Messrs. Jonnorand Ossity, 
aii(l, in fact, everytbing is done to 
render the joyous anniversary ever to bo 
happily remembered by tboin. Jewelled 
collars ju*e, of course, to be seen in great 
profusion ; but wdiat are more now and 
charming in their thoughtfulness are 
tlie gold anil silver napkin rings for the 
little darlings, with a place for the name 
to b(» engraved. Photograph frames 
for the portraits of pedigree dog’s father 
a id mother side by side, are deservedly 
favourite gifts, and indicate Messrs. 
J. and O.’s thoroughness. 


“Aftor several hours' con vernation to-diiy 
(Tuesday) with King Peter, M. Hartwig, the 
kusHian MiniesU^r to Servia, said to leading 
Servian joimuilist.-i : 

‘ (iciUloiueii, get ready to puck your 
ion in every respect.' 
ion in every res)xHa. 

Thost! words are iiiterpretf^ to imply that 
the situation is oxtrcinoly stmous.” 

New York Times. 

For one of the sub-editors, perhaps. 


‘'A, A. — ^Thoro are 773,746 words and 
3,566,480 letters in tho Bible, and 8,862,851 
acres in yorkahiro .*' — Birmingham Daily Post. 

An easy win* for Yorkshire — ^unless a 
recount is demanded. 


A MUTUAL MALADY. 

WiffcN Cecil gets a cold, 

Or what he calls the ** flu/' 

1 know, alas, of old, 

Exactly wiiat to do ; 

With unobtrusive sympathy, tiiat s 
rather felt than seen, 

I ^|otch the eucalyptus, I look for the 
' quinine. 

' At that initial sneeze. 

Full-throated ancDuncheokod, 

My marrow seems to freeze, 

My gaiety is wrecked ; ' 

And, later, by each subsequent caco- 
phonous “ a-hem,” 

All conjugal hilarity is boycotted jiiro 
Uvi. 

A pall obscures our homo, 

It drapes the invalid, 

No more he wants to roam — 

I rather wish he did. 

One liand supports his temple, and 
while wheezily he breathes 
Pie’s thinking who \vilW‘ follow ” and 
who '11 send the biggest wreaths. 

Some linshands make complaint ; 

He is not one of those ; 

But, patient as a saint, 

He sits and blows his nose, 

As by the fire he coweis in a room 
tluit faces Sou til, 

A clinical thermomoter protruding from 
his mouth. 

By rum and honey, hot, 

The cold is next attacked. 

He gulps down quite a lot — 

Then conics tho final act, 

When, ousted by tho biliousness that 
promptly inlorvenos, 

The cold (or influenza) disappears be- 
hind the scenes. 

In short, it takes a week ' 

To 800 the business tliroiigh, 

By then my pallid cheek 
Suggests a tonic too ; 

And I ’m sometimes apt to wonder if a 
cold (or " flu ”) is worse 
For the melancholy patient or the sym- 
pathetic nurse ! 

From a list of guests in The West- 
minster Gazette : — 

“Dr. Andrew Beattie (Dublin), the Rov. 
James Drummond (Oxford), IjL.D., Hon. D. 
Litt, Mr. J. Stewart Wallaoe, Mr. C. K. 
Cooke-Tiiylor.” 

We are glad to see that our friend 
Mr. David Litt is about again. 

•'Johnny Summers (Conning Town) and 
Sid Burns (Aldgoto), weighed in at two S'dock 
to-day, tho former scaling lOst. 2ib. and 
latter 1st. 5Jlb .” — Liverpool Evening Kspress. 

Shame, Johnny ! Hit somebody your 
own size t (Still, we shall put a fiver 
on him.) 
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Thk Punch Compobitohs* PoiiO-aKouNO. 


TirE Pf/SVJH rLWABACKCK (VVlUTDriUfAKK). 



Tiirj Vvscii TYriisTs’ Swjwming-wath in the gaiiden at the t.ack ok Pouvkjhk Htuekt. 
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THE LEAGUE. 

**Kv?jttYTHiNa/’ said Mrs. ‘Todd, 
bursting in upon — ‘‘ovoryUnng is 
combined against ino." And nno sighed 
heavily 


in the matter, I don't quite see where 8o she left us. and tripped over the 
the league comes in? Are there no doormat in her exit. That did not 
more TneTiil)er8 ? " surprise her, however ; as she said, ho 

There was next tlie silver-smith, doubt the doormat was in the con- 
who, instead of converting them into spiracy. 

^ lamps, as he was told to, adaptcwl them I don't know whether you have over 

The house-party, Charles Dorw^ant for holding electric candles. These re- met a candlestick which is an oleotric 
and myself, that is, sinokcHl on in syin- quire a peculiarly small bulb whio^i our candlestick. Charles and I had not, so 
pathetic silence. Todd was not present ; local electrician, also in the plot, did we took one apiece and hastened to 
ne was included in the “ ovcrytliing.*’ not stock. I went all the way to make its acquaintance. We soon dis- 
“ There 15 a league/* she said, adding, London to got them, and while I was covered that the pith of the matter is 
as sho brandished a couple of handsonjo there I ordered shades and shade- the candle itself, a pqrcelain tube, 
candlesticks, “ and those are the* last to lioldf rs. They have just arrived." hollow and apparently fragile.* ^If you 
join it. lloally, isn’t it vexing? ’* “Tell us," said Charles— “ tell us were to smash it, a lot of brasa rods and 

“ Most vexing," said I. Ivow ih/*?/ have got the better of you." wires and other mechanism would stand 

“Too vexing/’ said Charles. Mrs. Todd paused dramatically and exposed; not a fit decoration for any 

The pair of us sat uneasily, trying to then explained. “ I particularly told dinner-table. Charles and I, setting to 
look a good dcal%nore vexed than our the shopman that, however much I had 
inner feelings warranted. Our private wanted electric lamps, what I had got 

and wliat 1 wanted shades and shade- 


difiiculty was that tliis was a Saturday 
morning, and a week- 
end at the Todds’ is 
the most comfortable 
prospect in the world. 

Moreover, we knew 
that Mrs. Todd is 
really the hajjpfest of 
women, being the wife 
of a plutocrat who 
adores ner. At heart 
she knows nothing 
but joy, for she lias 
got everything she 
wants, as she wants 
it and when she wants 
it. 

“ Things," she con- 
tinued, “ have taken a 
dislike to me, and are 
determined to do me 
down. Well, isn't it 
enough to make any- 
body depressed ?" 

“ Wo have said as 
much," said I ; “ and • 



l^hilanlhroinst, ' 

Hoy. “OlVK *IM 


-Vi 
* 

Now, YOU HOY, WHY UON’t YOU GIVK THAT MAN A HAND? 

A 'and I Why, it's aoiNU op its own aoooud.” 


work upon our several candlesticks 
without any pro-doterminod scheme, 
started, of course, by smashing the 
porcelain tubes. 

Our hostess returned 
to find her guests 
very intently engaged 
in perusing the morn- 
ing’s noy^s. There was 
I nothing incriminating 
j lying about, but one 
! of the discarded wook- 
llies on the floor had 
a suspicious bulge. 
ITowovor, she did not 
trouble to look be- 
neath it. 

“I find that dear 
old Todd has boon and 
got shade-holders that 
will fit candles," she 
said quite happily. 
“Things have taken 
a turn for the better. 
I am sorry to have 
wasted your time." 

“1 suppose," said 
Charles from behind 


she 


if only we might be told to what holders for w^oro not electric lamps but i his paper, “that Todd will have Vnasted 
we are refe^rinL^ w^o would say so again, ' candies." ' his time if there are no candles for his 

even more empbatically. We are — and “ But, Mrs. Todd," said Charles, 

I speak for my colloaguo as well as “surely that was giving tlio man Ids 
myself- -wm are out to oblige." opening? You should have guessed 

“ It all began hy Todd's mother giving that ho w ould be one of the enemy, 
us those silver candlesticks." however carefully disguised. Anyhow, 

“ How tiresome of her ! " mutiorod you cannot bo surprised that ho lias 

Charles. sent you ” 

“ And. whether wo like it or not, iluiy “ Sliades and lioldor.s to fit lamps ^ ^ 

must be on the talilo to-nig}»t, since she only," said I, having also exporiencerl removed the discarded weekly and 
is ccHidng to dine with us." in my time tljoso deliberate combina- voaled thed^^ftrisof the porcelain tul 

Lions of circumstances. 


“ IIow^ more than tiresome of her ! " 
said I. 

“And then Todd, instead of just 
getting a couple of candles to put in 
them, must have them converted." 

“ Convortod ? " asked Charles. “ To 
what faith ? " 

“ To the electric light." 

fer," safd Charles, in a judicial 


slmdo-holders to fit ? " 

“But I know that tliore are^* 
said confidently. 

“1 shouldn't bo too sure," said I. “Yon 
l:now how unpopular you are just now." 

“ What do you mean ? *’ she asked. 

Wo rose and linked^arms. We re- 
garded her with frigid aloofness. We 

' ro- 

porcelain tubes. 
We havo joined the league," we 


“ lilverything and everybody is against said. ______ 

nio to-dif>’," said she. , 

We rose as cue nmn and shook our Sown in Britain^ 

pipes into tlie grate. “Not everybody,’ iicotsman, 

we said, “ there is still us. And we This ought to help him to got known, 
took chai-ge of the matter, assuring lier 
that if she would leave us alone for 
lialf-an-hour the shade-holders should 
be forced to fit candles, even electric 


manner, “though I agree that Todd and candles, and the coalition-opposition 
«hia moflier have behaved abominably should bo thw'arted. 


“A banker, who doesn't know one iX>te 
irom another, goes into rapture over opera." 

Evening Standard, 

None the leas it is unwise to offer him 
a home-made fiver. 
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FORGOTTEN DEEDS OF VALOUR. 

Thk Kino's BwMRMimANCEn tactfuixv hemindb Hknhy VIIT. that Hi« Majesty has ai.ukahv bkkn MAniUKO fivk t»mv;8. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

King Errant (IIeinemann) is one of those somewhat 
perplexing books that set themselves to tell fact as fiction. 
In it h’LURA Annie 8tb:kl has accomplished very success- 
fully the task of writing the life of a real man in the terms 
of a novel. Babar, Emperor of India — poet, painter, 
soldier, €ithloto, gentleman, musician, beggar, and king— is 
her boro, and the story of his adventurous life, drawn from 
his own records, is her material. You will not need my 
assurance that there is no writer living who could have 
used it to better advantage. But (and let me hasten to 
assure Mrs. Steel tliat what follows is the sincerest tribute 
of my admiration) I am glad tliat the task, well done, will 
!iow leave her free for pure fiction again. Theee stories 
“founded on fact,* even when the result is so fascinating 
as tl\is quite undeniably is, always produce in rno a sensation 
of profound unreality. I can never enjoy the most witty 
or appropriate talk because of rny suspicion that the real 
persons never talked it. If the persons are confessedly 
only real as the creations of a distinguished novelist, T can 
believe in tliein whole-heartedly. All of which amounts to 
saying that while I admired King Errant and enjoyed it 
for what it was, I am so ungrateful os to grumble at its not 
being the unfettered work of one of my favourite story-tellers, 
simply hecauso while truth is sometimes stranger than 
fictio|i it is often loss convincing. 


ful people, that if J luul livcxi there 1 shotild certainly have 
tried to return to it from the grave. 1 should have wanted 
to see more of Miss Mcadotm^ of Suseiic, of liachelar, 
and of the maid-of-all-work, Eanny^ wdio on Himday after- 
noons, sallying out in gay attires was always met at the 
corner by a moi^k young man, whom she invariably greeted 
with the astonished, “Well - au' w’ere on earth 'ave you 
sprung from ? The motives, however, w hioh leil the Item 
of Mr. Tom Gallon's Levity Ihvks (Lono) to make such a 
return were deoi;>er and more complex, Ijike most men who 
die suddenly. Levity (short for Imutims) luwl left much 
undone that he wotild have wdsbod to have done Itefore 
leaving this world ; and the second half of the story ttdls 
how ho came back and did it. As is gcfun^ally the ease with 
Mr. Gallon's work, the charm of tlio l)o(*k is due to the 
fact that the author does not forget iluii lie has a seime of 
humour; though, with sucli a theme, ii has natmiilly to l>e 
hold back and only tmloashcw] at soiruiwhat rare intervals. 
Tlie characters of the inhabitants of the lit.tle world of 
Sockid's are individualized with mmili apparently aflortloHs 
skill, and the author reveals a kindly ByJupathy for all of 
them, however unpreposHossing on the Huifatte* with the 
single exception of JJitraee liiUtuirglen, otmw^rnittg whom, 
indeed, it w'ould require an extraordinarily lenient judge ttf 
say a good word. Most of the plot stands or falls by il^e 
credibility of Horace * h villainy ; *and, aw far aw I con- 
cerned, it stands. [ recommend the bo(jik as one i)f the 
best I have road for a very Irjing tjrne. 


The Bloomsbury boarding-house directed by Mrs, Sockiit, An aythor who writes in the first person anfl allows one 
witli the languid moral support of that prince of loafers, her of his characters to take the lilmrty of deweri^^ing hyu as 
husband, was such a cosy little place, and so full of delight- spending bis mornings in the Museum i|iadlng-rotgn anvt 
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his aftorncons in tha rending room o( the Museum, writing Kathleen Carter (Gbant l^ioiUBPe). ^ Here in an eooentric^ 
dull political leader which no one reads, and reading imaginative and diverting i>ook, which yet contrives to miss 
musty old books which no one ought to have written/* is the distinction which its opening chaptors promised. Kor 
worth looking into, and Mr. Eric Paukkr is worth that does it quite escape absurdit^^; but its fatdts do not outweigh 
and more. Hia Profniee of Anlcn (Smith, EnoER) is the its odd chann. Kathleen is a mid* Victorian actress and 
sunniest and most natural story I have read this year, danseuse of exquisite beauty and untarnishable virtue. A 
Its theme is cijildron and the country, and of the two mysterious Mr, Oray^ a young foreign potentate, is soiourn- 
I prefer tho former. With the exception of Peggy ^ whojing incognita in England with his tutor, Ch*yne-Smliofii, 
threatens at times to be a prig, tbey had liardly— God bless I a super-intellectual drunken giant with a new and pro- 
tliorn ! — a virtue between them. They were glorioiisly alive found philosophy of life / ^ ^ only hinted at, not ex- 
and^ thoroughly destructive. Bacia was my favourite ; plained). Under tho tutor’s influence he contracts with 
strictly speaking, she was a grown-up, but I cannot find any KaUilecti an “ amazing marriage,” of which,- there is quite 
excuse for her heartless and inischievouB flirtations, except unexpected issue in the person of the boy Theo, preco- 
by regarding her as a child along with the rest of them, ciously a poet and predestinate leader of men. Tiie author 
Frankly, I fell in love with Dacia, and I had the feeling, has not enough skill to make his story bear the w'eight of 
as 1 read, that Dacia rather liked mo. That, of course, the mysteries suggested, or not enough patience to develop 
allows liow clowjr Mr. Parkru has been in tho making the indicated themes wliich pique the reader’s curiosity, 
of his flirt. Witli his picture of tho country he has been Ckutain things are admirable — the early life of Kathleen 
less clevc^r, or perhaps too clover. Delicate and careful as witli quaint adoring little Miss lieber : tho strange court- 


it is, it lias a toucii of 
atlcctation, which isj 
tho very last thing one 1 
expects in tlie real j 
country, Ixjt thatj 
pass, jiowever; the! 
main point that' 
here is a quit© delight- 1 
fill novel for the dis- 1 
criminating retailor. ( 

T am wondoiing 
whether I have had 
as much plcusurt^ in 
Mr, G, F. IhiAonv’H 
latest book. When 
every Tree teas (hreii 
(Smith, ICldf.h), as I 
derived sometime ago 
from his Dick (that 
delightful work !). 
Almost, I think; and 
his admirers will un- 



ship of Mr, Gray ; the 
ecstatic but real, un- 
derstandable f rien tl- 
shipof the boys Tkco, 
Arthur anti Phil; the 
very clover invention 
of the*, child Theo\s 
poems, with tho sug^ 
gestion of tho hurry- 
ing confusion of ideas 
f ar ouiioacl i i n g th e 
immature faculty of 
expression ; and the 
careful and quite in- 
teresting reproduction 
of tlie catchwords, 
attitudes and atino- 
sphere of tho period. 




Tlio publishers of 
Let Justice be Done 

PHYSICAL CULTURE IN OUR PARKS. (IIuiiST & Blaokktt) 

NaU, l.is’.s. YeU CillADS AT TUB bAB, SWINOS YEIUSKLF FOIlW*D, AX’ WHEN YRll annOUnCO that it 

dorstand how high is okts hack to ahaht «o fcu, jab yek leo over tub bar, just as if you’re makes its strongest up - 
this praise. Oneh”'' wiv ore yer aught, on’y not too ’akd. ’oleer ^ those readers 

imssos, 01 course, Wot d’yer say ? y'eh can’t reach the bar? Oh! go an’ ’ave anoitieu , who insist that a 

toucli of gravity that' ^ novel shall hold their 

completwl Mr. iUiADiiv’s study of school-boyhood; tliat ^ atlontiori from first page to last, but, in obedienco to Mr. 
is outside tho scope of liis present task, wliich is a Mark Allehton's title, I feel constrained to add that his 
picture of nursory-lifo from tho cliild’s view, drawn with appeal may not bo urgent enough to reach those who like 
an engaging humour Uiat is always kindly and nc?ver for tlioir fiction to bear a resemblance to fact. For my owm 
one moment degenoratos into the sentimental. At times part, liowcvcr, I am boyishly delighted to find that my 
it may remind you of J7/c Ooldvn Age, and J can appetite for an lionest shod e.' — the price seems to have 
only add that acquaintance with his grow ri-ups will by no gone up — is as eager as ever. Here we see a Ijord Chief 
means lessen your enjoyment of Mr. Bradhy’s fascinating Justice calmly sentencing a man to deathafor the crime he 
kiddies. Tlioixj uro six of thorn, each with a maiked has himself committed. I doubt if a novelist’s imagination 
and human individuality that is ilio result (I suspect) of ever reached a giddier height of improbability than this; 
Btudy from an actual model, and with a fine gift for the but Mr. AlLerton is merely out to give excitement, and if 
most varied and pleasant adventure. Read tho chapter in you can swallow a few unlikelihoods I promise that you 
which they givoroin to a sudden passion for “ Doing Good.” Will get it. Altogether a feverishly engrossing melodrama 
There is a smile on nearly every page of it (as the advertise- with a love story duly thrown in, and infinitely better 
L..i. . 1 . i. „-.A ^ reminiscent smile that written than the majoritv of its kind. 

■U v,.»« ^ 


nVentS'inigiit, but do not, say 
acknowledges tho truth of Mr. Brauhy’s observation and 
memory. A book, in short,! that will have no enemies and 
eoqntless friciids-r-and one that no bachelor should be 
without. 

I shouldn’t' bo surprised if Pierre Lb Clebq’s real name 


Our Bude Beptiles. 

** Prods with the office ruler oiily provoked more violent move- 
ment, and at last one officer cut open tho bag with his fiabre^and 
two boa-ooiistrictors quickly left tho room and uammed the door.** 

were Pierett^ so fakitastioal and so inoonsequently feminine Manners 1 ” as Lord Wiktebton is always saying to his 
is the general h^dling of The Enchanitfig Mysteries of pet boa-constrictor. 







THE ICONOCLAST. 

TiiltU Boy . “I've eouhd out all aoxjt Santa Clave. (Poum.) I ’if ooimu to i/uik into vui* .KoniMMitK ('nvMOR 

BlTgtMESS NEXT.” 


CHARIVARIA. 

It is denied that fche Gorman (Govern- 
ment has objected to the sale of a 
Parsoval airship to the British Admir- 
alty. This would seem to confirm the 
rumour that we are getting the wrong 
pattern. .j, 

The Greek representatives at the 
Peace (Jifnferenoe have, wo hear, ex- 
pressed a very natural wish to see the 
air-ships Beta, Gamma, and Delta. 

Among the war hooks with which 
wc are threatened is one by a corro- 
Bpondent who was specially well looked 
after by the Turkish Censor, and this, 
it is said, w’ill bou/ the title: “Among 
the Muzzloins." .. 

Wo are glad to hoar from the Hector 
of Gunton- with -Han worth, Norfolk, 
tliat Gorman slates will not be used for 
tlie roof of his church after all. Kecent 
proceedings in Parliament prove that 
there are plenty of persons in this 
country able to slate an English church. 

W^jethor the Post - Impressionist 
movement is responsible for it we 
cannot say, but Art lias certainly fallen 
on evil days in this country. An 
I indignant artist draws our attention to 


UllO lUUUWiU|^ UUOUOIVO «iU¥UltflEKIUJ01IU 

of a clock in a widely circulated cata- 
logue : - 

“ Height G| in., width in., depth in. 
With hand-coloured Sporting Pinturo. Can 
be supplied without Sporting Picture at same 

sje 

“Maeterlinck?" said the young 
lady. “Isn’t ho the man who is 
interested in bees, and wrote The 
Treasure of the Humble ? " 

r 

“ A perfectly white sniprj with pink 
eyes and lemon -coloured legs has tieon 
shot at Salthouse, Norfolk/* Those 
eccentrics have sometimes to bo taught 
a sharp lesson. ... 

A hoy who, last w^ook, attempted to 
open a ship's rocket with a chop]>or 
was seriously injured. This, wo behove, 
is in accordance with precodtuit. 

We hear that at a recent Fancy 
Dress Ball a lady left in a ImiT because 
a member of the committee asked her 
if she would take part in an Ancient | 
Folk Dance. ^ 

The suggestion has been made tli&t 
a Territorial corps shall bo formed from 
actors who are unable to join onlinary 
battalions. The idea seems to us to be 


I M VUlU III ¥ low Ul. KIKi IMMV VIIVHV l.slUCir'^ 

matograph ojxiratom now take phoio^ 
graphs of battles, and so few seddiets 
seem to realise the lieroie attitudes 
they should adopt in order to uuiko i\m 

pictures a succoss. 

«’ ■!' 

)ii 

A domonsiration 1ms lieen given at 
Bouthport of a now motor vacuum road' 
cloansing inachitio. It is bo^uisi th«tt 
tills now ty|>c of scavenger will made 
strong onougli to suck up mi>lor*bikes 
along with dust and other n^use. ! 

The cxionHion of ilie '^rwo|Hnmv Tube 
proceeds apiu'w, to judge by the tollow- 
iijg advertisement : 

(h'iNTUAL liONlXlH liAUiWAY 

CHRlhTMAH IN 
Fun H liAVg 
Fou i'iH 1» 0 


Fossil mruiiim which wew uiumvoml | 
by a fall of cliff at Bacton, NojfolK 
have, wo are told, Uien “ identifW " by 
the curator* of Norwicli 
tboeieof the skullof api imevalflepbant. 
Whether these tteants were 
of our island; or whether this |^|kriioulan; 
one was imported by a IpAl aliowinan, 
is a question as whiijb thefnraiot*» | 
memory is said to jfatt him? * 


JtM.. fiXI.tlf. 




PUNCH. OE THE LONHON CHAEIVAEI. [Drmbb 86. ISia^ 


the TUDOR PERIOD. 

Why/’ mid Francesca, “ d& I find you in so despondent 
a tnood ? '* 

“ I will answer both your questions,*' I said. ** You find 
me because, presumably, you nave looked for me in the right 
place ; and 1 am despondent because 1 have had a shock." 

•'This, then,** said Francesca with enthusiasm, is one 
of those moments to \vl)ich every wife worthy of the name 
looks fdnvard. 1 am here to bear my sliare of your shock. 
Try mo. You will not find mo .granting.** 

* You are pleased," I said, bo playful. Francesca, 
you do not know what has happened." 

" No," said Francesca, for you have paid the rates and 
nearly all the hills, and you have money to meet the taxes. 
Your favourite Government is still in onice; your spaniel is 
snoring in pet#ect health; your collar is not frayed; you 
have not i^mily met your publislier. What cun have 
happened ? Toll mo, oh, tell me." 

Francesca," 1 what do you know of Buckinoham? ’* 

Francesca laughed. '‘Buckingham," she said, "is a 
sleepy old town in Ikickinghamshire or Bucks," 

“Francesca, I meant the Duke, not the town. Listen 
while I rea<l from this document : ' Villiers, Duke of 
Buokinpluim, was James the First's favourite adviser. 
His cinef attractions were his pleasant manner and his 
liandsomo face. Ho was a great friend of Charles, Prince 
of Wales, and was assassinated at Portsmouth.* Francesca, 
you kfiow little or nothing of all this. I inystdf " 

" I confess," interrupted Francesca, " that J Imd forgotten 
much that I ant not sure 1 over knew altoui titis Duke. 
But you yourself " 

“And lliat is just what I was going to say. T myself 
have discovered strange gaps in my knowledge of VinuKRB. 
His story was not so familiar to ino as it ought to have 
been." 

" Wiuit on earth," said Francesca, "is tlio paper from 
which yon have been rciadiiig?" 

“You sluiU know later. Toll mo in tlto meantime what 
you know about t he Tudor |K?rio(l." 

“ Jkit this," said Francesca, “ is an examinatioti." 

“ Do not," I said, “ evade the question. Much may 
deperul on your answer." 

“ KMZ.\jn:TH," said Francesca hesitatingly, “and, oh yes, 
SHAKsrr.ArtK." 

“Tliank heaven," I said, “you know no more than 1. 
Listen, I'rancesca. ‘Tito Tudor period was an era of 
exploration and discovery. In Henry tlie Seventh’s 
reign John Cabot discovered the island of Newfoundland. 
Sir Francis Drake-- — ’ 1 will spare you Sir Francis. ‘ Sir 
Walter Baleigh wanloil to found Virginia, but lie was such 
a favourite at Court that Queen Klizal^eth would not lot 
him go ’“-and there is much else." 

“ But what," said Francesca, " has all this nonsense got 
to do with you and me ? What is Virginia to you, and 
wrhat am 1 to John C\nOT? Are you wandering in your 
mini I ? " 

“ J'Vancesen, it is not nonsense, and I was never saner. 
One more question : how w ould } ou dofino ‘ gender * if 
your life depended on it? " 

"That’s easy," said Francesca. "Women, you know, 
and men. Ask me another." 

“ No, Francesca, I will not, but 1 will tell you what 
'gender ’ is." 

•*This,'^ said Francesca, “ is going to be something about 
votes for women." ' i 

" You ai*e, as usual, mistaken — but, after all, who am I 
that 1 shoijld upbraid you ? Learn, then* that * gender is : 
a grammatical distinction which we make in w oi*dii ; and in | 


English thie di^tinebioii usually eormponde with the 
natural difference of sex.* ** 

" I should never have gueimd that/* saM Francesca, and 
with a swift movement she possessed herself of the papers 
I held in my hand. 

"Why,** she said, "these arc MurieFs examination 
papers. How did you get them ? " 

" They sent them to me,’* 1 said, " to show how well she 
had done. Francesca, there is something dark and dreadf ul 
about the variety and extent of that child's knowledge. 
How can you a^rul I, who are profoundly ignorant, ever 
meet her again on the old terms? She might lead the 
conversation to the Tudor period or ask us to atialyse an 
English sentence.'^ ^ 

" Well/* said Francesca, " we can mug up her papers, and 
then w*6 shall he oven with lier." 

" Francesca,*’ I said, " I refuse to mug up anything. 
I have long since done with muggings up. Besides, there 
are coimtleSB subjects, untouched in her papers, ou which 
she could defeat us. If she asks us the feminine of 
' drake ’ you are sure to say ' goose,* and I shall probably 
say ‘ cygnet.* Where shall we be then ? " 

" We could always send her to bed," said Francesca. 

" But she might choose the breakfast hour." 

" Or we might say we were too busy.” 

" No, Francesca, it would all bo useless. . Wo shall stand 
revealed to her as ignoramuses. Oh, what a monstrous 
thing is ilfis modem craze for education! Surely the old 
classical learning with a sprinkling of mathematics was 
siiflicient for all puiposcs. It has made Englishmen what 
they are." 

"It has made one Englishman an ignoramns," said 
Francesca ; “ hut you needn’t worry about 'Muriel. She 
won’t think of examinations. Her mind ’s full of the Now 
Year’s dance. Besides, if }ou give it time it'll all run off 
lier like water off a duck’s hack." 

" Francesca," 1 said, " how splendid 1 ‘Duck’ ! That is 
the feminine of ' drake.’ " K. C. L. 

THE CIIKISTMAS COCK-PHEASANT. 

The Christmas cock-pheasant lie crows on the hill, 

His spurs arc as javelins, as horn is his hill ; 

A fox for lino cunning, he *s brave to behold, 

A Syrian gleaming in purple and gold ; 

A sage of fourth season « ^ 

He knows the red reason 
For sticks in the cover and “ Rtop.s " in tlio strip, 

And back through the heaters he ’ll modestly slip ! 

Wlicn first season youngsters swing over the trees 
To plump in the open as dead us a cliecso. 

Ho ’ll run like a rabbit, lie ’ll squat like a hare, 

But nothing will make him get up ip the air; 

Tho boys hit and hammer 
I The tree-trunks and clamour, 

Tho gun on tho flank stands in just the right spot, 

But lie s back up tlio hedge-row to rise out of shot ! 

When the last drive ’s been driven, the last stand boon 
stood, 

When the last of the b 0 atci*s push out of the wood, 
When the slowest retriever has ceased to " seek dead " 
Where the snow-powdei'ed stubble rings ha?:d to tlie 
tread, 

He *s not for the pick-up ; “ 

Hark, there ’s his hoarse hiccup 
Afar in the twilight, blue, jewelled and chill, 

The hoary old blackguard who laughs at ’em still ! 
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THE INTERVIEW. 

A Study in Humiliation.* 

The Editor of ** Sol<we and Vim to 
Mn, lloiuvE Bisamjch. 

Dkau Sib, — I »hould much oBteenn 
the privilege) of placing an interview 
witli youraelf before the myriad resadors 
of Solace and Vm^ many of whom are 
no doubt familiar witli your admirable 
and popular romance, The Petn/kd 
Ocean, and would like to know more 
about your pernonality. If you have 
no objection will you kindly name a 
coTivonient time to receive a representa- 
tive of the paper ? 

Yours faitlijfully, 

Editoii ojf ASolace ami Vim, 
Mr, limACK Bhaukh to the Editor of 
** Solace and Vim,'" 

Duab Sm,- It will give me much 
pleasure id converse with your repre- 
sentative, but only on tlie understanding 
that I have the opportunity of reading 
a proof of the interview before publica- 
tiom On this aondition 1 should be 
I glad if ho would come to lunch on 
Monday next at 1.10. 

Yours faithfully, 

IIouACiiJ Bkamks. 

Mr,IJonA(^r: Bkamkh to Mrs, Beamkh. 

My umau Mothku, ' • 1 have just had 
a splendid piece of luck. I have been 
asked by the h]dit()r of Solace and 
Vhit to lot one of tlio stall interview 
mol liook out for it. 

Your loving IIouaok. 

Mr, JloHAi'E pEAMfCH to tlic Editor of 
“ Solace and Vrm," 

OiCAii Hiu, -'rius is just a line to 
remind you of your promise that J 
should see a proof of tlio interview 
before it was published. Mr, Willisli 
and J talked of so nuiny things besides 
I those intemled for print that 1 am a 
I little anxious. 

Yours faithfully, 

lIoBACii Bnamws. 

Telegram from the Editor of “ Solace 
and Vm*" to Mr. IIohack Beameh, 
Greatly regret but owing to mis- 
1 understanding interview already pub- 
lished. Feel confident however you 
will approve everything. 

Tvlegram from Mr. Hohai'e Beames 
I to the Editor of “ Solace and Vim."' 

I Stop issue. Interview is utterly 
miiE^leading and damaging. 

Mr, MoBDAENr Yates to Mr, lion.iCE 
Beames. . 

My DEAtt Hoiuok, — C hancing at my 
dentfst's to pick up Solace and Vm, 
a j)aper I nave never seen before, 
I was amazed 'to find you expitjssing 
. yourself freely in * its columns on 
(ULTtain fi)att€)i's jnany of us not 


so advanced as yourself still bold sacred. 
You say, for instance. “ Divorce is as 
essential to the well-being of our race 
as iiiarriage ; " and in response to the 
interviewer s question, “ What is your 
view, Mr. Beames, of the limits of 
realism in fiction?’* you reply, “The 
novelist should suppress nothing. It 
is a duty lie owes to Society.” ifiiow 
I have not your advantage of being 
a single young man of twenty-four 
with a popular story to my name 
and an income largely derived from a 
relative’s generosity, and therefore J 
cannot understand what you mean ; 
but 1 should very much like to be told. 

Your affectionate Uncle, 
Mordaunt Yatks. 

From “ The Literary Forum,** 

It is not uninstructive to think now 
and tlien how times have changed, 
l^ok, for example, at Dr. Johnson Iwing 
turned from Lord Chehtkrfjkld's door, 
and then open the current number of 
Solace and Vim, where three columns 
are given to tlie description of a con- 
ceited young man and his opiniovs on 
all matters under the sun, for no other 
reason than that he has written a glil) 
story which has run into three or four 
editions. As to what these opinions are 
worth, one will suftico. “ * I consider,’ 
said Mr. Beames, leaning hack with a 
super-subtle smile on his sensitive lips, 

* Matisse as far above Leonardo as 
PavIjOVA is beyond St. Vitus.’ ” 

Mrs. Beames to IJouace Beames, 

My dear Boy, — How could you be so 
vain and silly ? And L thought you 
so level-beaded under }our success. 
Once again lot me urge on you the 
wisdom of going into the Bank and 
giving up all but occasional writing. 

Your loving Mother. 

Mr, lIojiACK Beames to Mr. Mon- 
jAAi NT Yates. 

My dear Unulk Mordaunt, Is it 
necessary for me to assure you that 
1 never said a deal of it at all? I 
was asked by the editor if I would be 
interviewed, and thinking it might be 
useful to U 10 in getting my name bettor 
know'n 1 said Yes, but only on the 
understanding that J was to see a proof. 
Thi^ understanding was broken, and 1 
am still blushing from the horrors of 
the printed travesty of wliat I said, or 
rather what 1 meant, for it is true that 
I did say some of these things, but 
purely ironically, with no notion tliat 
they would either bo used or miscon- 
strued. As a matter of fact the things 
that he has used were chiotiy those tliat 
I said at luncli liofore he took out his 
notebook, and many even of these are 
distorted. Other things really about 
myself he has left out. 


The remark about realism was a joke : 
Society was spelt with a big 8, moaning 
the Smart Set, for wliom the ralhei- 
warmer novels are supposed to bo 
written. The divorce passage was a 
burlesque epigram, The remark alx)ut 
Matibhe was also nothing but a joke, 
just to see bow far he (the ass) would 
let anyone go in support of his own 
Post-Impressionism. I personally hate 
it. But I have learned jny lesson. 
Never again will I he ironical with 
anyone who has the powof' of print. 

t. Your affeciionato Nephew, 

IIORACE, 

From the ** Sowbridge Weekly Gazette 
and East Works Advertiser.*' 

It is with pleasure that wo draw our 
readers’ attention to the current number 
of our contemporary, Solace ami Vim, 
which contains a deeply interesting 
interview with our gifted young towns- 
man, Mr. Horace Beames, now a resi- 
dent in the Metropolis and on his way 
to becoming a distinguished novelist. 
In this interview Mr. BmMEs covers 
the whole range of modern thought 
and is always dooply suggestive. We 
congratulate not only liim hut Sow- 
bridge. 

Miss Lavieia SriiiE to Mr. Hokai'k 
Beames, 

My dear Hor.ace, — 1 think J ought 
to tell you that I was much pained by a 
reference to one of the Saints in a 
strange interview with you. 1 admit 
that St. Vitus is not a Saint in men- 
tioning whom one involuntarily hushes 
tlie voice, but none the loss the habit 
of flippancy is one to be steadily 
avoided, and 1 sincerely hoiie you will 
consider seriously what I say, 

Your affectionate Aunt Lavinia. 
P.S. — Who is Pavlova ? 

I 

The Editor of ** Solace and Vim*‘’ to 
Mr. llouACE Beames, 

Dear Sir, — 1 am sorry to have sent 
no reply to your numerous telegrams 
and lettei's, but I have been enjoying 
a hard-earned holiday in Paris. I fail 
to see that, beyond a little natural 
annoyance, which I ghare, at the 
negligence of my Sub-Editor, you have 
any grievance. I find the interview both 
entertaining and informing, and it 
should give you a very useful lift. 
Sooner or later everyone sees Solace 
ami Vwi, and you will be getting press 
cuttings witli your choicest tit-bits in 
them for montlis to come, liet me 
congratulate you and again thank you 
for 80 kindly acceding to my req^uest. 
I would mei*ely add that Willish is ope 
of the best and most responaible inter- 
viewers in London. 

Believe me. Yours faithfully, 

1 Editor op Solace ana Vim. 



f 



SpciUmnn {on hvi favourite Slobby), “ Thkuk tiov aiuiI Anotukii * i.oNa-TAiJ-/ WiiA'l* in) 1 akwavs hav? 
grrj'K out of vlack in thk hunting 

Lady (innocently). “Oh, but suhkly thk tail doicbn't make ro muoii DiFrKiiENrK ak all that in the wiciuMii”' 


It H crudely CAirybiietM^ 

Yet hatoH the modem Houl, 

And etidK in one heron, li antic 
(ji^uuitic caracole , 

’Twould frijjjhlen an Afddi, 
DeiiKHttlim a D.D,, 

In fine, it in tlie Midi, 

This fearsome farandohL 

Modeiiy. 

“ Wc muHt oJitJii mure aonU that wo 
not the lliiitiiitKt hfiicioiH. 

ChoruH of Unionist working men: 
“ do hon 1 ” 


“Finally thoio arc fcho h<dly and th<i niiAlle- 
toc^ ; and for thot^o who ntiU aling to 
natural clnrtorutivi; HiatnrialM UMne a 
Kupply avallahh} 

Tha fww i'hristvuiB : Uirklng 

undo o6‘ the holly. 

“Their jN»wor in uhnU the piuM.tth', to 
cinploy a mifariiig tonn/' MmL 

The wprai of omjdoying a seafaring 
term is that you ma\ get it wrong, 

I ‘'’■'‘w'" ' * 

“ Bon«* of Tlmli Han* at 

, . Hn). .1 fcl, Kwrtft will takti 
port in the in TU 

eheider JCvmitiif ^ 

But only ae a w^yning. ♦ 


THE LAST DANCE. 

Taught by a Laureate’s binging, 
That down tlio grooves of change 
Tho world must needs go ringing, 

If it would forward range, 

I ’ve followed in succession 
Kflch liberal profession, 

My single prepo.ssession 

The quest of soinothing strange. 

I duly ate my dinners ; 

1 once received a brief, 

And earned for sundry sinners 
An im deserved relief ; 

T planted tea (for Twining), 

Then Jor adventure pining 
1 turned.niy thoughts to mining 
And struck upon a reef. 

For gold 1 've gone a-hunting 
At Calgary and Ems, 

At Monte practised punting, 

As well as on the Thames ; 

I even tried gun-running, 

A game that needs some cunning, 
^nd once was simply stunning 
When playeii by Captain Senunos. 

Tho Persian Gulf was trying 
And grew too hot for me, 

And so 1 took to flying 
To exorcise ennui ; 


But here, though dad in leather, 

I found the Channel weather 
Too chilly altogether 
For landing in the soa. 

I 'vai dealt in oil and bluhhor, 

In furs and frocks and frills; 

I 'vo worked a ramp in rubber, 

1 ’ve run illicit stills ; 

I’ve warred with Oenenil Botha, 
I \e ranched in Minnesota, 

Lost money on pdoia 
And made a mint in pills. 

But all these occupations, 

Lit by tho lure of gold, 

Thougli lavish of sensations, 

Ixjft me in spirit cold ; 

Yes, cold as Monte Rosa 
Or any ice-king’s sjwsa. 

Until with Espinosa 
At last 1 faraudoled ! * 

The rapture felt by Prary 

When first he viewed the Pole ; 
The humour of Dundreary 
The mirth of old King Cole ; 
Tlie things that make a hatter 
Indulge in bare-braiyed chatter — 
All things, in short, that matter 
Blend in the farandole. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

^* TitB Tim/' • 

It wiiB a pleanant fancy of tlmtcliiid- 
like race, the ancient OreokB, that w hen 
iboY a$si«ted itt a play (dealing, of conrHc, 
with some familiar myth or hifttory) 
they were in the happy position of 
gocls, capable of enjoying by anticipa^ 
tion the irony of events which were 
hidden from the characters of tlie dram. 
(The ingenuone A^mneinnon goes to Iub 
i bath. Ha! ha! wc know tliat the 

S foor old thing is going to his death.) 
lut the fun may be on the other side 
of the footlights, for the actors in a 
new' modern play must sometimcH enjoy 
ironically this same sense of superiority 
in the knowledge of a future still v(3ilod 
from the audience. Thus when tlie in- 
terpreters of Mr. Macdonald Hastings' 
play remarked the warm i*eoopiio(i ac- 
corded to the earlier scchoh they must 
have said to themselves, “ Ah I but our 
friends in front don't know' what’s 
coming in the last Act; they’ll ho let 
dowTi badly thoi*e.^' 

Not llmt I ever quite utulorsiood 
their appi oval of thoB(» earlitu* Hoenos. 
It is true that the first Act introduced 
113 to a bedroom ; l)ut oven a bedroom 
scone cannol altogetlmr compensate for 
the improbahilit V of its femdlo occupant 
or the doubtful sincerity of the author 
who put her tlrere. If he had wanted 
honestly to illustrate the nohle instinct 

of maternity an excellent object in 

these da\s- and not to he meioly eX' 
iravagant an<l hi/jirre, ho would novor 
liavo chosen so extreme a sample, 
\h}YO i\ flew i '7110)1(1 a me, a drugged 

wreck of a woman, who had just es- 
caj)ed viilgvu’ suicule tlnough ignorance 
of the inochanism of a toy revolver, and 
wo were asked to hcliove tlnit the secret 
of her life’s tragedy was her vain 
longing to recovea* a child tluit h.sd 
boon sniugglod away fnan her t^iity 
years ago, before slie had evt'U set eyes 
on it -- a child that was the fruit of a 
chance day’s acquaintanceship with a 
man whoso name she had nut had the 
curiosity to l(?arn. Tins was to make a 
heavy demand on tlun credulity even of 
a theatre nudiouce ; hut so firm and 
husinessliko w'ore the iia^thods of Mr, 
Nokman Timvou as the doctor to 
whom Fvlicitff Scarth confidtHl her 
maternal yearnings that some of ns 
felt that if she could impose upon him 
w itlf her story w'e might just as w ell bo 
imposed upon loo in such good com- 
pany, And when, without the faintest 
oluc, ho undertook to search for the 
missing child, not one of us doubted 
that' ho (or slie) would l>e run dowm 
iiefore the evening was much older. 

And our oouf>aence' was more than 
justified. For though we were put off 


for a bit by the appearance of another! 

love-child — stray “ love-children 
Heomod rather numerous in that little 
Guenisey watering-place, which was 
also remarkable for the Irish accent of 
a local tar— -we were very soon on the 
right track. And here a complication 
ensued, slightly reminiscent of The 
Second Mrs. Tanqmrmj. For the 
8old:er-inan who was engaged to the 
j ‘‘love-child" developed a flirtation with 
Felicity, and the knowledge of this fact 
did not prejudice the girl in her favour 
before slie learned that hev rival 
happened also to be her mother. Nor 
(lid the manner in which the revelation 






Jh\ StmU'm (Mr. N<»timan TukviUi) to 
Fi^lkUy Svarili (Miss KTiiiUi W\Tt\vrcK). “ You 
h:ivo ncvi-r su’ii _>(>ur child? It was hidden 
uwiiY from yon nc.irly twenty years and 
you have no cliic to iU sex or naino or whcTo- 
ahouts? (lood! I will lind it for >ou. That 
shall hc‘ iny part m the Snnplu liifc \\hich 1 
am prt'scrihnif?.’* 

w as made conduce to the improvomont 
of iiiiitUMS. It was done by the doctor 
ill tlio prosoncd of both mothers, tlie real 
and tlie assumed, as well as tlie young 
man who wanted to many the one 
and josign the prospect of becoming 
son-in-law to tlie other. The girl was 
w'earing a scarlet cloak at the time, 
and in order to break the news more 
deftly the' doctor made this the text 
for a reconstruction of the legend of 
Little lied Hiding lIo<xl. I can’t say 
how far tliis tactfulness mitigated for 
the love-child the painfiilness of lus 
disclosure; but slio did not take it 
at all well. In the end Felicity had 
to sacrifice the gratification of her 
maternal instincts and console herself 
with the love of the falUiful doctor. 


We all hoped that their nmax would 
be fruitful, 

1 fiu4 that I mentioned 

the Tide, wbibh gave its name to the 
I play. It only started work in the last 
Act, and tried to make up for the delay 
by the most appalling uproar. In con- 
se(mence the apostrophes addressed to 
it oy the other love-child (Mr. Shibl 
Babry) — literary afterthougnts that liad 
no bearing, as far as I could follow 
them, on what had gone before-^ -had to 
be conducted in tones as of a tniidpefc. 
Th^s Demosthenic competition made a 
rather depressing side-show. 

Mr. Macdonald Habtinob did some 
clever work in The Netv Sin, and some 
passable w'ork in Love and w)mt then ? 
but this time I don’t think ho quite 
know what he was after. Probably he 
was out for sensation. But theinstinct 
of maternity is too elemental A theme 
to require that kind of advertisement. 
There was a moment of sincerity in the 
play when the woman (Miss Cicely 
Hamilton) who had adopted the love- 
child told to the real mother tlie 
tragedy of her childlessness. But for 
the most part the author does not seem 
to have worried about the trutli of lu.s 
sentiments so long as ho imagined them 
likely to h> effoctlvc on a stage. 

As for tlio humour of the play — T 
spoik of the deliberate kiiuL it w^as 
largely assigned to a subsidiary charac- 
ter a boatman, very genially played 
by Mr. Macmillan. 1 confess lo a 
preference for having iny humorous 
I'clud supplied by the chief charact(3is 
or (hwtjloped out of tlie leading motive, 
and not inserted like a detacliiililo 
coloured supplement. But this is nuk- 
ing a good deal. 

By the way, 1 don’t pretend to dicj- 
late to a boatman in the matter of his 
professional affairs, but, speaking an 
amateur, I should have mended that 
ghastly rent in my boat’s ribs before 
painting them. 

I liavo only scon Miss Bthel Wau- 
WICK in two plays, and neither of them 
offered her a very good chance of doing 
justice to her evident popularity. She 
lias the gift of a natural and ffuont 
manner, hut hurts it by a curious 
affectation of voice. This should be 
easy to correct. A greater difliculty 
would scorn to confront her, as actres.s- 
manageross, in the choice of a good 

play. O. S. 

eg8s=Bs=a: ^‘ ' ■r.xaa 

“Sitt, — I wonder if any of your roadors 
have noticed that to-day is the loftt time for 
' oighty-elght year:* that he can insorilK^the 
date m 12/1,2/19? It will not occur until 
Ut January, 2001 (1/1/01), or, indiid, to U 
occuntto, 10th October, 2010--10/IQ/10. ’‘ 

, Letter in ** The Scotsman.** 

Or, to be mare acourata atill^ 12tb 
December, 1K)12. 
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Uoliday’mahing Youth, ‘*Come on, Mater, iheb« aren’t any beaw. All tuk bibbt pjcople c.o in hehe.'* 


KOEL AND THE NOVELIST. 

(A LiTTi.i: Komanck.) 

Wi3 fiiuoketl in peace; the wine was set, 

The chostinits roasted in the ember, 

The ni^ht ^vas windless, Avarnj and wri, 
llcing a night in late Docembo;’. 

We aniokod in silence, Tom and J, 

Save for his pipe’s inclodionH banvl, 

, When sudden - \ery shrill and high - - 
Kang out the ancient Xmas carol 

'JVdling how WnNrnsLAH the (lood 
One nigljt, wdien feeling extra hearty, 

O’envlielmod Avith doles of meat and wood 
Aji indigent bucolic parly. 

There is a notice in our street 

Too often spurned, too often flouted, 

Vetoing music; with, some heat 

1 threw ilie window up and sJioutod : — 

“ () wait! most admlnihle wait! 

f love to hear you make a vile hasli 

Of tliat old tune ; it thrills me, mate ; 

The warm drop trembles on my eyelash ; 

But lo, 'tis Yultetide; Tis the hour 
When Christian men take thought for otliers, 
# When kindness, if not sacks of flour, 

Should be bestowed on all our brother. 

We feel like that, my Wend and I ; 

Our beaiis are ki^, our thouglits are gentle ; 

We need no wandering miostrel*s cry 
To make us dashed well seniimentai. 


But yonder, wlmro they’ve put down im\ 
fjOfit noise should mar ids Stately dUctitUt, 

At No. 7, thoro *b a man 
Writing a morbid piecii of fiction, 

No ChrislmaH impulse stirs bis lieart, 

But now ho toarH his uiattt*d trosses, 

And now Im mumhIoH, “This is Art, 

This will ho liked hy govemosHOM.'^ 

Vih5 llioughts, like addtjrs gnwu and bluo, 

Bectho in his soul ivud hiss and harrj ; 

I think ho has a contract to 
Finish the vol. hy Fohruaiy, 

(lO, gontio wait, and ch(*cr him rp, 

Fulfil his hoait with gciH^nais finilinp, 

Bid him )>ring oul the winisail cup, 

Adviso Jdm that the hells are jicaliug, 

I think 1 firs* his eyes grow dump, 

J hear him murmmin;!, “ I hav<^ slimtsl, oh 
('omo to my anus, thriis* hloHS^d tramp ! ” 

Witli tlicfif! rrnmrks I closed the window* 

J know not if the wandena' |i!i|a)<l 
Straight to4bo house of Mr. Bovan 
(This is the chap, I should have said. 

Writing the bilge at No. 7) ; » 

I know not, but I think ho did, 

For some time laterjwdule wo toustol 
Amanda’s eyebrow or lier lid, 

And munched the clioHtnuts wo iia^l 

Far off, aiuitl the murk and mud * 

Ae Tom remarVotl, “ This braw »iuwn|»tg - 
Wo board a most tremendoue tbud, * 

Followed by eotinds of eomoidio^ running, ^ F VOE. 


i 

' ' 

1 
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PUNCH, OR THE LO NDON CHARIVARL 


ABRACADABRA. ^ 

Thk Old Foreos really do not play 
the game nowadays. 

1 Tiad Bpont a long and trying after- 
noon in a »alo-rooin that is described 
as bistorio. I biwl not gone with anv 
intention of bidding, merely to look 
on ; and yet at four o’clock I had still 
bought nothing. 

Lot 821 announced the auctioneer. 
**Fivo Roman fibulm or brooches, a 
supposed spear-hood believed to be from 
the bed of the Thames, an ancient 
bronze ring, a plaster cast {Vmus 
Surprised), three seventeenth -century 
pipe-^itoppers, a bundle of French 
assignats and a galvanic battery- 
faulty. A speculative lot.” 

Ho one responded. 

“ Sevenponce,” I ventured diflidontly. 
There were seven items to the lot, you 
will observe. 

•!l must remind you, Sir,” said the 
auctioneer severely, “that the rules 
rinted in the catalogue, which you 
ave before you, fix ont) shilling as the 
minimum initial bid for a^ lot.” 

I corrected myself. “ One-ond-two- 
ponco, I mean, of course.” 

Tlio hammer paused, then foil with 
the conventional tap. 

“ What name, please ? ” 

“Cash,” I replied largely. 

I paid my cash and received the lot. 
I had not as yet examined it, hut witli 
it now before me I began to fear that 
1 had been beguiled into overbidding 
myself. 

“ Oh dear I oli dear I ” panted a voice 
at my elbow, “ am 1 too late ? Can 
ou tell me, my dear Sir, if Lot 321 
as gone ? ” 

“In a sense, yes,” I replied, indi- 
cating the rniscellanoous flotsam before 
iiKi. “In another sense it has come.” 

“You Juivo bought it!” exclaimed 
the old gentleman -ho was j’cally, now 
that 1 came to look at him, a very 
patriarchal, not to say oriental, per- 
sonage— “may 1 ask, what liave you 
bought it for ? ” 

“Well,” 1 admitted, “tliat’.s just 
what 1 was asking mysf3lf Avhon you 
interposed.” 

“I moan,” ho said a little impatiently, 
“ wlmt particular object attracted your 
fancy. 1 can scai*oeIy imagine that if 
the galvanic battery was what you 
desired you will have any strong par- 
tiality for the Roman fibultn; or it 
our heart was set on the alleged spear- 
ead that you would not bo ready 
to consider an offer for , the Fi‘ench 
assignats. ^)ut perhaps the shortest 
way will be for mo to explain myself 
'dSfiui^ely. { have a pi^rtiaUty for this 
antique bronze^ rj^g; ncay I acquire it 
at your own price ?”* 

i ^ -L. 


“ Certainly,” I replied. “ Or, better 
still, at yours. £ might, however, point 
out to you,” I addeo^, referring him to 
the first page of the oatalo^o, “ that 
liule 4 says : * No bid shall commence 
at less than a shilling . . . and so on 
in proportion.* ” 

“Assuredly,” he admitted a little 
vaguely, but picking up the ring with 
evident satisfaction. “ You have been, 
markedly generous. I am not to bo 
outdone, fn return for this ancient 
bronze ring you shall be granted throe 
wishes— have whatever you like.” 

“ Thank you. 1 don't mind a scotch- 
and-soda,” I said, perhaps by mere 
force of habit. 

Immediately at my hand stood a tall 
crystal glass of the beverage I had 
specified. The out of the vessel was 
curious and antique, but the contents 
were above suspicion. 

“ I only wish,” I remarked, as I put 
the glass down again, “that 1 could 
always have one from under that label 
for the asking.*' 

“You can,” replied the vefiorablo 
stranger, “ henceforili.” 

I thought it as well to try the dodge 
while lie was there. 

“ Then I '11 have another,” 1 declared, 
and the glass was instantly replenished. 

“ Your demands are satisfied ? ” 
suggested the old man. 

“Not quite,” 1 replied cunningly. 
“ I know what T am doing. That last 
wasn’t a sopavato wish — it comes under 
the genoi'ous and iuoxhausti bio provision 
of wisli Jf. And that being so J don’t 
mind ordering up another for you.” 

Needless to say, a tliird miraculous 
whisky-and-soda was there. 

“Have your final wnsh,” said the 
stranger, pushing aside the glass, a 
little ungraciously, I thought, after my 
delicate attention. “ I am anxious to 
bo gone from tliis place.” 

I began to think that the old man 
was rather selfisli and had possibly 
over-reaclied me in the bargain. 

“ 1 can have anything I iiarno for the 
third wish ? ” I demanded. 

“ You have only to mention it.*' 

“ Then I ’ll have the ring back, thank 
you.” 

“The ring!” he repeated incredu- 
lously. 

“ Precisely. The antique bronze ring 
wliieli you are wearing,” I replied. 

Ho seemed a little dazed still, but he 
jmllod it off his finger and it was in 
rny hand. 

“ Crafty and perfidious one,” he began. 

“ Wait a moment,” I replied. “ Now, 
will you give me three wishes for this 
ring?” 

“Have I not spoken it? You have 
only to declare your demands.” 

“ Very well. Here you axe. Now we 


begin over again. And I only hope that 
there 's no catch in it/’ 

1 saw a tricky look come into his 
venerable eyes and 1 knew' in a flash 
that I had squandered wish A. 

“Ah-ha, so that counts, does it?” 
I remarked “ Very well. Now will you 
knock it off or snail 1 have tho ring 
back again for wish H and then liogin 
again ? We have the long winter 
evening before us.” 

“Proceed, excellency,'^ he oniroated, 
•with tears in his eyes ; “ have it as 
your enlightened wisdom dem^ds, only 
proceed.” 

“ All right ; now this ia really the 
start,” I agreed. “ X wiih that I liod 
a purse containing gold and that it 
would bo replenished at once however 
often I emptied it, and — hold hard! 
I 'm touching wood still, it all belongs 
to the same wdsh — that none else should 
be any the poorer by it and that I 
should Ix) unable to lose the purse or 
to part from it by accident or through 
m isappreh ension . ' ’ 

“ It is granted.” 

I felt something heavy come into my 
right-hand trouser pocket and 1 knew 
that a start had been made. 

“ Secondly, I wish that I may at once 
become very accomplished, amiable, 
entertaining, handsome, distinguished, 
learned, popular, eligible and in every 
otlior w^ay desirable, and that none of 
these attributes may bring in its 
train tho boomerang - like retribution 
that gentlemen of your craft ti*adi- 
tionally keep up your sleeves.” 

The vonorablo personage seemed to 
have several things to say in liis own 
tongue and the incantation was a little 
lengthy. But at last ho bowed. 

“ It is assured,' ‘ho declared. Strangely 
enough, I did not fc^ol the ibghtest 
change in my personality. 

“ Finally — wdsh C— and most impor- 
tant,” I continued, “ J insist that in 
common fairness 1 shall l)e allowed to 
have a docent time in possession of my 
new qualities before I wake up.” 

This is what 1 complain of. It was 
at that moment that \ awoke. 

“ Professor , tho oldest animal trainer, 

is still working at tho ago of cighty-two, and 
his favourite donkey has roaohod thirty-nine, 
the combined ages of man and moke being 

The aritlimetic seems to have been done 
by tho favourite donkey. 

In a description of the Peace Confer- 
ence Room, The Liverpool Echo says : — 

“The silver inkstands on the table are (A 
the Queen Anne sUle, and were presented by 
Charles II. to the Privy OounoU.“ 

We picture to ourselves the Turkish 
envoy gnawing the end of his early^ 
Victorian penholder presented by 
Gsobob m. 
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THE HALL-MARK. 

Mr DKAB MAimfOi&,^Tha delicate 
oompliment contained in your laatlefctori 
lias done its work. ** When will you j 
renoimoe your old-fashioned prejudice i 
against Music Halls ? ” you wmte. **I 
assure you they have altei'ed out of all 
recognition during the last few years, 
and even though you live in the 
Provinces you would find the perform- 
ances there acceptable to the most 
intelleclual. Go, my boy, seo, and bo 
conquered/* • 

WoU, I went, saw, and was — ^not 
exactly conqmrod^ Maurice ; overconie 
would be a better word. The turn that 
was due to commence as 1 took my 
seat was, I found on reference to the 
programme, Trotter and Lottie, in a 
Hunting Scena,** The curtain rose and 
revealetl what appeared to bo a lawn 
separated from a wide stretch of hilly 
country by a wooden paling, the latter 
disappearing at eiicii side behind massive | 
Ionic coluiniTiS which projected from 
the wings. | 

Presently, when wo had feasted our! 
oyes upon tliia, Trotter came in, a tubby 
little man, clad in “pink,** white 
brooches, top boots and the cap affected 
by huntsmen. An artificially bibulous ! 
appearance had been given to his I 
features by moans of a lavish appli- 
cation of rod groaso paint, and his hair 
was long and aggressively auburn, 

“I’m going a-h anting, 

I’ally ho-ho'bo-ho I 
Wo ’ll all go a-huntiiig, 

Tally ho-ho-lio-lio 1 “ 

sang Trotkjr with energy — with so 
much energy, in fact, that, seeking to 
roach a high note with his last *ho!’ 
ho apparently dislocated liis jaw. 
Vigorous and protracted manipulation 
failed^ 4o effect a cure, but a sudden 
inspiration caused the sufferer to strike 
his cliin smartly on the top of tiie 
paling, an operation which afforded 
instant relief. 

Meanwhile Lottie had entered, a 
stout, florid lady wearing riding habit, 
hard hat and top bools. Being also, it 
seemed, of a i^usical disposition, she 
immediately started to warlilo, rather 
inappropriately : 

“ Sing me to sloop ; the uhadows fall . . /* | 
At this point an appalling crash w^as 
heard just off the stage. The singer 
jumped round in very natural alarm, 
and exclaimed in a terrified voice, 
“ Good heavens ! What ’s that ? " 
** Don't be alarmed," said Trotter, with 
a reassuring smile. “It's only the 
Bh%dow8 falling ! *’ j 

The incident, however, destroyed 
Lottie's desire for self-expression, out! 
she quickly found another source of 
interest in watching the extraordinary i 



THE TRADE BOOM* 

Oun PAVKMKNT-HAWKEttS JOIN THK TOCIiACY. 


antics of her companion. Bidling up to j 
her in crab fashion and assuming a I 
gargantuan grin, he prodded her in tiio! 
ribs, and said in a shrill falsetto, 
“Swee-heet one, wilt thou wed me?" 
“Certainly nob," she replied indignantly, 
and at the same time struck him lightly 
on the cheek with her open hand. A 
moment later a shaqi noise, as of two 
boanls being smacked together, was 
heal’d in the wings, but appeared to ho 
unnoticed by either performer. 

The unfortunate Trojbter now removed 
one boot and bold the shining side 
against his face, a proceeding which 
seemed to dissipate all the pain, both 
physical and mental, inflicted by his 
late rebuff, for he again approach^ the 
lady and asked pleasantly, “ Can you 
tell me why you wco like a horse ? ** 


“Can 1 tell )Ou," repoakd Ijcittie in 
u loud, bell like voice, which peuetmted 
to every corner of tho ball 1 tell 

you why J am like a hoisi^? No/‘ 
she added, m an afterthought. 

“ Because you say * Nay * \ ’ rejdietl 
Trotter quickly, and was siused im; 
mediately aftorwurds with Violent in- 
ternal pains. 

I don't think, Maurice, that t need 
describe the mt of this turn, which 
continued on much the same liocwi.* I 
can‘t honestly say I enjoyal it, hut I 
looked foswanl hopefully to the next 
item, Chirpy Charlie, the Chtf'/ul 
Comedian^ 

The rise of the cm’^iin ills tiqm 
showed a stcetch of elegant i|iiuitdinii|^ 
swaying gently in the Imn^se/ Charlie 
came in briskly^ dntl in imi|iiiaoiilato^ 






DIGNITY IN DISGRACE. 


Slummlkitr. “Now thkn. young FKixr.n. tjhb won't ho. Okt ilono and bhaku dandh with komk o’ TtiKM kidb. The 


morning dress, and at once began to 
tel], in a sinf||'-Hong recitative, of a young 
man living in the country who was 
about to pay a visit to London. His 
friends gathere<I I’ound him and pro- 
phesied gay doings in tho groat city. 
“ No,” said he, 

“ 1 don’t want yor ricciidilly, 

1 don’t wTiiit ycr lA^ici'^tor Squire ; 
Strolling down the Biruiid witli a banana in 
mo hand — 

For that 1 Khould not care ; 

I don’t want yer girlio-girliu 
With her hair all ciirly-curl\ ; 

All T want is a pal of mino 
To go out with and have a good time {sic ) ; 
Wo ’ll stroll around and drink lots of wine, 
And wo won’t go homo till morning.” 

I’liis ho repeated in order, as I sup- 
posed, to convince his friends that they 
wore mistaken in him, 

Charlie then went on to describe a 
Ccloniul about to set out for u well- 
earned holiday in tho Motherland. 
Hound him, too, by a strapge coinci- 
dence, collected a ci*owd of friends full 
of similar prophecies. ” No,” said the 
Colonial, 

“ 1 don’t waht ycr Picondilly, 

1 don’t want yor Xaeiooitur Square, ” 
and so^on. He too took the, precaution 




of going over it a second time for the 
sake of emphasis. 

Wo wei'e next introduced to a Scotch 
minister, likewise contemplating a trip 
to tho Metropolis, whoso friends (mis- 
takenly in this case, 1 feel sure) ex- 
pressed similar ideas. ” No,” saiil th.o 
minister, 

“ I don't want ycr T’jccadiJJy . . 

It Avas at this point that I left. In a 
flash the humiliating trutli liad come 
to me. Your friendship misled you, 
Maurice; luy intellect in reality is not 
strong enough to rise to this kind of 
tiling. 

And this is only in tho Provinces! 
When 1 come ogain to London . . . 
But uo; “Chirpy Charlie” has made 
London distasteful to mo for tho 
present. Yours, Rohkrt. 


President Taft, on the conclusion of 
his term of office, is to be mode Kent 
Professor at Yale Univereity, and will 
lecture on Constitutional and Inter- 
natiomil Ijaw. It is rumoured that his 
first course of lectures will be entitled 
“ The Pananla Canal : a Study in In- 
ternational Honour.” 


From an advl. of a School Latin 
Book:^- 

“ It cnntaiufl the connnonoHt words, phrases, 
and constriictioiiH used by Ciesur (Board of 
Education Circular, &74.)” 

This was the famous “ Cjssar Circular ” 
which caused such an outcry the 
Senate and lecl to C^^iSAu’s transference 
to tlio Jusurance Office. 


Extracts from “The Cornish Riviera” 
column in The Daily Tdegraph : — 
“EfiKMpG from cold and ruin to tho warm 
and fiuuny C/omiHh Riviora.” 

“ Fcdwky. During tho w eek tho weather bus 
not been at all gmjd,” * 

“Hklhton. Wet weather prevailed, with a 
strong fttnith-west wind.” 

" IjOok. High windK have prevailed thiH 
woek, with Juwivy niin.” 

• ' i^A DBTuw . The weather has boon extremely 
stormy.” 

“ Pknzancc. a rough fitormy night, with 
considera blc rai nfall . ” 

Happy Thovyht, Escape back again. 


“ There have been several thefts oi mathi, 
passeugerH, and valuabloR on board the liners 
recently . ’ »S’*wlah Herald. ^ 

We oursotvos liad an aunt pilfered 
from a ci-oss-Channel steamer the other 

day* 
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THE HARDY ANNUAL. 


Bonab Claus. “HE’S HAD THI& SORT OF THING FOR YEARS AND VRAItt^. AUD \> 
DON’T LIKE TO MAKE TOO VIOLENT A CHANGE; BUT I’M NOT HURE THA’t HE 
ISN’T GETTING A BIT SICK OF IT.” ♦ • 






Dbobkbkr 26. 1912.] PUKCH, OR THK LOKDON OHARIVABI. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(KXTIUCTICI) FnOM THK I>Uliy OF ToBY, M.P.). 

House of Commom^ Monday, Vccemher 
16. — Ab the House filled IhiH afternoon 
eyes were sadly turned to the /gallery by 
the clock, wheie on big nighls foreign 
diplomatists foregatlien\ Most familiar 
figure among thtMn was that of Whitr- 
l.AW Keu), the American Ambassador. 
He never missed an important debate, 
and fi^quontfy caino in when liis col- 
letigucs did not find anything attnictiw? 
in procoidings. Ho will come back 
to Lochaber no more. 

All beads were bared when the 
PjREMiicn rose to voice the regret of 
the House and of the Nation at the 
cutting-ofif of one who, as he fitly said, 
“ brought to the discharge of his mani- 
fold and exacting duties the gaihorod 
experience of a veteran in 
punlic affairs, tlio endow- 
ments of a man of >(he 
highest culture, social gifts 
of the most gej^ial and 
generous kind, keen sym- 
pathy with 'all the many 
sides of our Hritish life, a 
mind always open and re- 
ceptive, and the wannest 
of b carts. ” 

Jly a ba])py accident it 
fell to the lot of Pxunoe 
A rn’HPii to speak on liobalf 
of the Opposition. 11(3 is 
always at bis best on occa- 
sions like Ibis. Tlio lofty 
nolo of eloquent n'gnt 
struck by tbo Phkmikii \Na9 
woitbily iiiiiintained. 

House beard with special 
satisfaction announcement 
that a Biitisli battleship will carry to 
his jTtitivo land tlie remains of the 
Ambassador Mdioso death eclipses tbo 
Christmas gaiety of two liornisphores. 
Tims ho will, up to tbo last, bo tlio 
honoured guest of England, 

liusuiess don \ — Getting along with 
Wclsli Disestablishment Hill in Com- 
ini ttae. 

Friday. — ll^use adjourned for so- 
called Christmas holidays. lbi«ck at 
wo^*k again in good time to see the now 
year in. Thereafter will buckle to for 
remainder of a Session that will ov^erlap 
its successor. If things go on like this 
in future years we shall have to sti'ike 
for increase of paltry pittance of £400 


FIRST LESSONS. 

Ok course he could never quite forgive 
her her two years* start. For although 
she \va»n*t really old— not old enough 
to disi-ogard the othios of the nursery 
and^to forget that it is unsociable not 
to cry when your chum cries and tho 
act of a sneaic and a traitor to be good 
when ho is naughty — them was no 
getting away from the fact that she 
was older than be was. At bis time of 
life one*8 ago is, of course, a very »oro 
point with one, and the seniority of any 
human being— much more a friend— 
naturally rankles. But as she was 
subjected to the condescension of a 
sister who had readied that mature 
period in the life of her sex when legs 
gradually begin to disappear he felt tiiat 
Fate itself sufficiently avenged him« 



a year. 

Business done. 
Bac^ on tho 30th. 


Off for holiday. 


III thfl phraHo of the gartorial aribt/ Next, 
please.' " — Sunday Chronicle. 

** Shampoo or two pairs of trousers ? ** 
is what our own tailor says when he 
cuts our hair. 


“ He never missed an important dobato." 

(Mr, WjfiTKi.AW RKin.) 

He had known her by sight for a 
whole day before he hiwl dared to speak. 
And then, when he wai sitting on the 
wall and she wm all alone in the next 
garden with nothing hotter to do than 
to sing a doll to sleep, he yearningly 
offered to play Cowboys with her if she 
liked, and, as she proved an able and 
willing Indian, ho became her friend. 

At first ho showered gifts iqjon her. 
He gave her the uninteresting end of 
a chocolate cigar; a game which you 
played with a magnet that ho 'd lo.st ; 
and his collection of penny stamps. 
Ho gave lier a box of nricks too, h\it 
when he found that he had not ex- 
hausted its possibilities his interest was 
reawakened and he took it hack again. 
She felt that this was selfisli of him, 
but, as ho 'd never really hiHin a friend 
before, she forgave him for not being 
very good at it. 

She was the first to introduce him 
to Literature — other th*an the strictly 
moral and instructive. His mother, of 
Gourse, had read him the story of the 


fill"' 

mouse who diod of (htiL 

as y had fmmrt it mth^ 
she had roeiiy a revised wmou of 
own, in whioh^ ** After those uwjiBt oruil 
wonls had twrlHSl 

round and tho was dea<l 

which was, of ootuee, much joliiar), 
and natuimlly he Had met the Z who 
was a Zclim and all that kiud id things 
but it vvaa Juft to Ids Hvst chum to 
reiuf him l\um mi\m H^ld vewntens ol 
the okl stories written In words of not 
more than tw«Ji Bo it wae 

from her he first heard of the tragid 
end of Red Bidivtg llond'n Mridcbn 
relative, and the itlmnsl incredihte 

escape of a little gte) aftei a very luirve* 

racking esperionce fonn three 

hears who ate porridge. And sliw iWMl 
him tho pitiful rei^oril id family dWi*" 
sension called the nimy of OindUs^> 
and told him how eauaitial 
giants swallow hahkNi, inud 
two < headmi dragons mt 
little girls, and how malavo- 
Itmi dwarf# cliange hamitiwsi 
into toadstooln -and maay 
other sordid di'tails of fah*y 
life. And he, like the hearts 
loss litlla wi'tdvh he was, 
listened cut ran cud, 

Then she taught him 
tho History of Eiigland^-^^ 
whiirfi is tihmil (Uwui'w aed 
NKbsoN and tlm Fire of 
London and he thought it 
splendid. 

Hbe pointed oui tho won- 
dors of Natun' to Imn. Hhi> 
tol 1 him how elves, in the 
(iiw'ly morning, huvo lluiir 
baths in butti'rrup basins, 
ami many other eleincnlary 
truths. And bo bail atiually never 
lioard of f be theory that what appears 
to be a sbooting slar is, in reahiy, a 
baby angel toboganning dow »t a cloud I 
Jlis vast Ignorance »li(»ekt)d and 
delighted her. Hut ho whs eager to 
learn, and once or twice be eve.n f<»rgot 
tbo indignity <»f being wstn to IkmI by a 
contemjionn V and let her stay with him 
until her (>wri h<^<ltimo, (eaeinng him 
tlio.40 eleinnntrt of /.oology, astronomy 
and other Hrienees that ouUurtHl juvenile 
society (JXpecta one to understand. * 
And then, when the thimt for know- 
ledge had really taken hold of him, she, 
who knew just all ilum) was to know, 
was sent to Bchooh to loam tbinga! 

From «in account of a dia()ute in a 
ihoatro about an open door : - , 

“Thofi thcro WAR a poitty 
tnaaagor and plump ouvriMiMi pu»h^, ihi«« 
panto of the box pulM ” 

First occupant of 4>m^ (te fits companion 
as a svdam thmiifht sirikes mm). Oh 
lor I We ought) lo^ho pmhinfft 




T 



PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHABlVABf. im>>oam S&, nm 


OUR BOOKiNChOmCE. 

(By Mr, Punch* $ Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


Anil then 8ometini€», hy of ft si^iftlty de^ftsUtliig 
oontrftBt, MLbb JoHNiiTOK will i^ow us to toqmsittiy 
peaceful vignette of Sbuthem Bcenery, or botoea; isiuch a 
house as that in which the hurt Cary is put to in a 


Fbou an early age I have been aceuBlomcd to regard the house as that in which the hurt Cary is put to b^ in a 
Bohoias and othdr medieval {>oisoners as fairly formidable panelled room, with a ligbtwood fire crackling upon the 
misters of other men's drinks; but, siuoo reading God*s hearth, *with jaJouBied windows pist brushed against from 
Playthings (Smitji, Kloi^^k), 1 have come to the conclusion without by a si^rb magnolia, "with a cricket chirping, and 
that, if 1 had lived in their day, I should have prefoiTod to a great soft white bed • • My welcome for tliat bed 
be left to their mercy rather tlian to that of the average was the sincerest tribute to the power and realism of an 
doctor of the period. The doctor gave you just as bad a time, unusual book, 
and (the Bonoutt never thought of iloing tliis) sent in a hill 

for it afterwards. The rnedicinos in this book fascinate me. It is a little curious at a time wlien our sylftpatbies are 
If you survived “Jesuit's bark and pulverised muramy,’' you thoroughly enlisted on»bebalf of the Balkan peoples in their 
were given a glass of oil, viper powders and milk, or struggles against Islam to read a book by an English 
“ hornblo nameless drugs,” ‘Aftoj- tliat tho doctor shook writer who sincerely admires the conduct of the Turks in 
his lieod, murmured something consolatory about “in the Africa, and thinks no word bad enough to describe the 
midst of life,” and went oil in his carriage to murder some- behaviour of Italy. Eegarded as a war-correspondent, Mr. 
body else. Those were stiri'ing times, and tlie tales that Alan Ostler, the autlior of ra6« m (Murhav), 

Miss Maiuorik Bowisn has to tell of them are fine vivid is intei'esting enough, though I should like some ontidoto 
pieces of work, every one. To my mind, she is at her test in the shape of a book from the lines of the invading 

jn tlio sliort story. 1 was anny. Regarded as apon- 

first attracted to her ^ painter of the manners 

but by a littb sketch in — and other nomad ty^s, | 

player and his dog in the sometliing of the vmd 

days that followe<l the — F* I A colour of the skies and 

Battle of Sedgmoor, and ^ M A ^ ^ mystery of the 

it impressed me as one of i ‘ desert had got itself 

dramatic, pathetic, and ^ ! -2 gestive atd occasionahy 

wonderfully convincing 1 instructive things to say, 

in its atmosphere. I though here and there he 

find tho same sure touch v. misjudges tho depth of 

all tho sixteen episodes, thrilled, for instance, 

I liked test “Tho IV to learn that tlm Arab 

lander.” Its subject, the maidens wear charms, 

murder of Esquire^ which lie takes to be 

Thynne by the minions relics of pro - Islamite 

oniie Co««i oJComiH^H- .. cembncv. lurn bknt me with sc.m. *» !’}»« 

marhc, has always uitei- q,, mkiuuert conckitb to cheer thee in this joyous fkabt of Yule.“ nccos- 

ested me deeply, and it sary to explain io me 

certainly loses none of its dramatic force in Miss Bowen's the symbolic moaning of IxOCs, Nor do I think the Xrabs 
hands. And tlio pathos of it is haunting. and their chaffering propensities worthy of so much 

attention as he pays to them. I bad already guessed that 

1 suppose no liistorical event has been used more often in all the lands of tho sun infinite haggling is a point of 
as a background to fiction tlmn tho American Civil War. honour in the smallest commercial transaction. But on 
Tiioro is a direct and obvious drama about it that is com- tho whole Mr. Ostler's description of the strange hosts 
polling in its appeal to tho novelist. In Miss Mary John- who gathered to tlio help of the Crescent lias charmed mo 
hton’s latest book, Cease Firing (Constajile), it is something like nothing else since 1 i’ea<l of the gathering of the army 
more than a mei’e background ; one would say rather that of Xerxes. Would anyone have expocteef to find at his 
the fictional hero and heroine make rare and comparatively tent-door an English-speaking Afghan who had come on 
ifnimportant appearances in a story of wdnch tho conflict of from Mecca, instead of returning home, because “ God’s 
North and South forms tho real motive. It stands fuilher battles arc the battles of all Moslems ” ? And best of all, 
confessed as a war-book from the presence of a map at the Mr. Ostler has plenty of humour. I cannot do better than 
end, whicli tho English reader will find veiy , useful in end with a quotation which will appeal to all who re- 






rr-Nr- 




The JesUr. “My lord, in ms great clemency, hath bent me with some 
or MY MERIUERT CONCEITS TO CHEER THEE IN THIS JOYOUS FKABT OF YULE.“ 


following the course of its events. You, of course, know member their childish dreams of the devotion of an Arab 
Miss JoHNBTo:^ already as the misti*e8s of a direct and steed to his lord : “ So I bought that horse, and called him 


tronohant style, vividly picturesque. Her adjectives fall ' Binbashi,’ which means ' Major,’ and I spent quite a lot 
thick and fast, but each like well-aimed shells hitting of time in trying to tame him. 1 fed and watered him 
exactly tho light mark, illumining the soene described vrith myself, and, after many weeks, I found ttet, if he 'were 
ft quite unforgettable flash; kUrtial metophor becomes loose, he would follow me like a dog~-with intent to bilr4.” 
inevitable in speaking of this book. The snioU of gunpowder .rr, ‘vaTr- ■ .iv , '» 

is on almost every page; one is deafened by the roar of Cknitoeritol Otodour. 

.many battles, SO nmoh so indeed that I for one emerged From a list of “Unsolicited Testimonials : — 

from its perusiri abnoat to, myself, a war-scarred veteran. «* None esnoom within miks of ^ur pipe. “ 
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I N the couifte of his liUrOst journey through Kuropo, Mr. Punch found hirrmelf one winter night i)n the outwkirt« 
of a Iluftsian village. Rte})pii^g from his sloigh and sliaking off the usual wolves which had puvHued into over the ; 
snow, ho entered tho nearest inn for tlie purpose of ordering a Binall vodka. A ])oa8ant, nealetl hy the tin*. loola‘d up 
and gieoted him in llussian. 

“ Good evening,” replied tlio Sago fluently in tho same language. 

JPlio peavsant enquired if lie had come far. 

“ From England,” said Mr. Punch. In pursuit of knowlcMlgo.” lie took out his notehook. Forhaps \e\i will 
bo kind enough to assist mo. 1 am collecting information on tho 8uhj(jct which is stirring every nation to its drpths,” | 
lie sliarpenod his pencil and began. “You agroe with ino, no doubt, that Servia's desire for a port on the Adriutie ” | 
“ On tho what ? ” said tho peasant. , 

“ The Adriatic — is, when all the facts aro taken into consideration — ^ ” 

“ What is tho Adriatic? ” 

“ Good Heavens, man ! ” cried Mr. Punch. “ Don’t tell mo you've never inlaid of the Adriatic. ! Why, your hhnvd 
must boil when y^)ii think of Austria’s veto of a little window in tho Adriatic for Herv ia! ” 

The Russian indicated that liis blood did ]u)fc boil in such circninstances, 

“ Aren’t you longing to get to grips Avitli t he hated Austrian ? ” ^ 

“ Why ? ” said the peasant stupiilly. 

“ Why? Dless tho man ! Haven’t vou been at enmity with him for centuries? ” 

“Havel?” 

“ Of course you have ! And you aie longing to kill ” • 

The Russian looked round in alarm and then rose from Jus seat. • 

^ “ You mustn’t talk .\narchy liere,” ho said wavningly. lie looked round again and put his finger ii> his lips. 
“Anarchy!” cried Mr. Punch. “This isn’t Anarchy, it is Patriotism! Hurely you an? burning to kfli ymr 
counti'^’s hated foes ; to plunge your knife ” 

/ «i When I plunge my knife,” said the peasant in a low voice, “ it will not be into an Austrian.” 

qj ir. Puncti shivered and put his notebook hack into his pocket. “I think 1 will’ In? getting ^n/* fiitid. 
He tossed a rouble to tho landlord and made for tlio door. “ I hav^ a long way to go,” he explained. vN lustllnK to the 
waiting wolves, ho jumped into his sleigh anil drove off rapidly. , ) 

It was some days later that lie found himself in a Oei'inan house of refreshment. Ordering ^ 
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of blaok breftd fbnA a round of borBe^osb, Mr. Punch sat down at a table and gave himself uf to thoaght. The noise 
of an opening door roused. him. . * ^ . 

There entered n spectaofed German ; such an ope as, in the intervals of study for an Bugttsli olerkehip, refre^ihos 
himself wiili emendations of 8HAKKi>E\nK and copious draughts of beer. It was uOt long before Mr, Punch w^as in 
^conversation with him, 

“ Ah,” said Mr. Punch. jiow I envy you! To march, burning with indignation, shoulder to shoulder with your 
brother Austrian against the hated Slav ; to see 3'our life-blood drip slowly out in defence of that noblest of all ideals, 
tiie invioltthiKty of the Adriatic. , Ali, my friend, that indeed is a grand f jto ! ” 

The Oennan did not apjKiar to he stirred by the picture. 

** It will he inconvenient,” ho said stolidly, ** You see, I have just ” 

“To rush into battle, cfj'ing ‘God defend the Adriatic I * and with drawn sword ” 

“ You see, I Ijave just ght a clerkship at * Binith and Wilkinson's ’ in Cheapskle, London, starting at no loss 
than fifteen shillings a w^eek. 'They want me to begin work next month. My prospects in Kngluid^aro eiebellent.”^^ 
lie drank his beer and went hastily hack to his studies. ^ 

' Mr. Pouch's next stay was in Italy, hut the information he picked up in that country w^as of tli^ slightest. 
It was ill the intervals of eating macaroni that he enlarged upon the grandeur and nobility of war to an Italian soldier 
hornelmm Tripoli. The Italian, waking from his siesta, stared at him in astonishment. 

“ What <iifl you say was noble ? ” ho asked. 

“ Why, war ! ” said Mr. Punch. 

The Italian, homo from Tripoli, smiled curiously to himself. 

, “ War in such a noble cause! ” explainoi^l Mr. Punch. “ War on Iwhalf of one’s beloved ally, Austria ! ” 

Tlio Italian roturncHl to his siesta. 

The Hago decided to hurry homo through Franco. Stopping for a week-end in Paris, ho found the city as 
gay as ever; so much so that he quite forgot that liis mission was to sound public feeling upon the qiiestiotr'^iH:. ijie 
little window in the Adriatic -the question which w'as to settle the fate of millions .(()£ Jmman beings. And, 
unfortunately, notliing that anybody said reminded him of it. 

Once back in England, liowever, Mr. Punch soon discovered tliut his fcllow-countrymaX weno* iu an uuusual 
state of oxoitomont. Each man was talking eagerly to his neighbour, Oiid one name was upon every lip. 

Tlie Sago, entering a luindy inn and calling for a bumper of giog, questioned tlie landlord. 

“Well,” he said, “and how' do they all feel aliout the little window in the Adriatic- for that, I gallior, 
is the cause of the exoitenioni ? Aion’t they stirred to the very dr^ptiis of their fouIs ? ” 

“ Adriatic? ” saul the man. “ llloss you, Sir, it ain’t tluti that’s exciting ’em. It ain’t nothing foreign.** 

“ Then winit is it? ’’ asked the Sage of Houvoi’ie Street. 

“ What is it, Sir? Why, to be sure, it 's our Air, launch lias just biouglit out Ids 

Due P«nbrctr mib Jfartjj-Cljirb Holuntf." 
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